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OF THE

LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.
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MURRAY, AND THE BALLANTYNES.— 1816.

The year 1815 may be considered as, for Scott's peaceful tenor of

life, an eventful one. That which followed has left almost its only
traces in the successive appearance of nine volumes, which attest the

prodigal genius, and hardly less astonishing industry of the man.

Early in January were published Paul's Letters to his Kinsfolk, of

which I need not say more than that they were received with lively

curiosity, and general, though not vociferous applause. The first

edition was an octavo, of 6000 copies ;
and it was followed, in the

course of the next two or three years, by a second and a third,

amounting together to 3000 more. The popularity of the novelist

was at its height; and this admitted, if not avowed, specimen of

Scott's prose, must have been perceived, by all who had any share

of discrimination, to flow from the same pen.

Mr. Terry produced in the spring of 1816 a dramatic piece, enti-

tled,
" Guy Mannering," which met with great success on the London

boards, and still continues to be a favourite with the theatrical pubhc ;

what share the novelist himself had in this first specimen of what he

used to call " the art of Ternj-fying," I cannot exactly say ; but his

correspondence shows that the pretty song of the Lullaby* was not

his only contribution to it ;
and I infer that he had taken the trouble

to modify the plot, and re-arrange, for stage purposes, a considerable

part of the original dialogue. The casual risk of discovery, through
the introduction of the song which had, in the mean time, been commu-

nicated to one of his humble dependants, the late Alexander Campbell,

editor of Albyn's Anthology
—(commonly known at Abbotsford as,

by way of excellence,
" The Dunniewassail,'')

— and Scott's sug-

gestions on that difficulty, will amuse the reader of the following

letter :
—

* See Scott's Poetical Works, (Edit. 1834), vol. xi, p. 317. "



12 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

To n. Terry, Esq. Alfred Place, Bloomshury, London.
" Abbotsford Ifth April, 1816.

" My dear Terry,
"

I irivo you joy of your promotion to the dignity of an householder, and

heartily wish you all' the success you so well deserve, to answer the approaching
enlartrement of your domestic establishment. You will find a house a very devour-

ing nVonster, and that the purveying for it rccpiires a little exertion, and a groat deal

of self-denial and arrangement. But when there is domestic peace and contentment,

all that would otherwise be disagreeable, as restraining our taste and occupying our

time, becomes easv. I trust Mrs. Terry will get her business easily over, and that

you will soon ' dandle Dickie on your knee.' I have been at the spring circuit,

which made me late in receiving your letter, and there I was introduced to a man

whom I never saw in my life before, namely, the proprietor of all the Pep])er and

Mustard family, in other words, the genuine Dandie Dinmont. Dandie is himself

modest, and says,
' he b'lives it's only the dougs that is in the huik, and no hiinsel.'

As the surveyor of taxes was going his ominous rounds past Hyndlea, which is the

abode of Dandie, his whole pack rushed out upon the man of execution, and Dan-

die followed them (conscious that their number greatly exceeded his returii,) ex-

claiming,
'
tlie tae hauf o' them is but whalps, man.' In truth I knew nothing of

the man, except his odd humour of having only two names for twenty dogs. But

there are lines of general resemblance among all these hill-men, which there is no

missing; and Jamie Davidson of Hyndlea certainly looks Dandie Dinmont remark-

ably well. He is much flattered with the compliment, and goes uniformly by the

name among his comrades, but has never read the book. Ailie used to read it to

him, but it set him to sleep. All this you will think funny enough. I am afraid I

am in a scrape about the song, and that of my own making; for as it never occur-

red to me that there was any thing odd in my writing two or three verses for you,

which have no connexion with the novel, I was at no pains to disown them ; and

Campbell is just that sort of crazy creature, with whom there is no confidence, not

from want of honour and disposition to oblige, but from his flighty temper. The

music of Cadil au lo is already printed in his publication, and nothing can be done

with him, for fear of setting his tongue a-going. Erskine and you may consider

whether you should barely acknowledge an obligation to an unknown friend, or pass

the matter altogether in silence. In my opinion, my fird idea was preferable to

both, because Tcannot see what earthly connexion there is between the song and

the novel, or how acknowledging the one is fathering the other. On the contrary,

it seems to me that acknowledirnient tends to exclude the idea of farther obligation

than to the extent specified. I forgot also that I had given a copy of the lines to

Mrs. Macleod of Macleod, from whom I had the air. But I remit the matter en-

tirely to you and Erskine, for there must be many points in it which I cannot be

supposed a good judge of. At any rate, don't let it delay your publication, and be-

lieve I shallbe quite'satisfied with what you think proper.
" I have got from my friend Glengarry the noblest dog ever seen on the Border

since Johnnte Armstrong's time. He is beUveen the wolf and deer greyhound,

about six feet long from the tip of the nose to the tail, and high and strong m pro-

portion : he is quite gentle, and a great favourite: tell Will. Erskme he will eat

off his plate without being at the trouble to put a paw on the table or chair. I

showed him to Matthews, who dined one day in Castle Street before I came here,

where, except for Mrs. S., I am like unto

' The spirit who dwelleth by himself,

In the land of mist and snow '—
for it is snowing and hailing eternally, and will kill all the lambs to a certainty,

unless it changes in a few hours. At any rate, it will cure us of the embarrass-

ments arising from plenty and low markets. Much good luck to your dramatic

exertions : w-hen I can be of use, command me. Mrs. Scott joins me in regards to

Mrs. Terry, and considers the house as the greatest possible bargain : the situation

is all you can wish. Adieu ! yours truly,
Walter Scott.
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" P. S.—On consideration, and comparing difFicvilties, [ think T will settle with

Campbell to take my name from the verses, as they stand in his collection. The
verses themselves I cannot take away without imprudent explanations ; and a3 they

go to other music, and stand without any name, they will probably be noticed, so

you need give yourself no farther trouble on the score. I should like to see my
copy : pray send it to the post-office, under cover to Mr. Freeling, whose unlimited

privilege is at my service on all occasions."

Early in May appeared the novel of "the Antiquary," which seems

to have been begun a little before the close of 1815. It came out at

a moment of domestic distress.

Throughout the year 1815, Major John Scott had been drooping.
He died on the 8th of May, 1816 ; and I extract the letter in which
this event was announced to Mr. Thomas Scott by his only surviving
brother.

• To Thomas Scott, Esq, Paymaster of the 70th Regiment, Canada.
"
Edinburgh, 15th May, 1816.

" My dear Tom,
" This brings you the melancholy news of our brother John's concluding his

long and lingering illness by death, upon Thursday last. We had thought it im-

possible he should survive the winter, but, as the weather became milder, he

gathered strength, and went out several times. In the beginning of the week he

became w^orse, and on Wednesday kept his bed. On Thursday, about two o'clock,

they sent me an express to Abbotsford—the man reached me at nine. 1 immedi-

ately set out, and travelled all night—but had not the satisfaction to see my brother

alive. He had died about four o'clock, without much pain, being completely ex-

hausted. You will naturally feel most anxious about my mother's state of health

and spirits. 1 am happy to say, she has borne this severe shock with great firm-

ness and resignation, is perfectly well in her health, and as strong in her mind as

ever you knew her. She feels her loss, but is also sensible that protracted exist-

ence, with a constitution so irretrievably broken up, could have been no blessing.
Indeed I must say, that, in many respects, her situation will be more comfortable

on account of this removal, when the fii:st shock is over ; for to watch an invalid,

and to undergo all the changes of a temper fretted by suffering, suited ill with her

age and habits. The funeral, which took place yesterday, was decent and private,

becoming our father's eldest son, and the head of a quiet family. After it, 1 asked

Hay Donaldson and Mr. MacCulloch* to look over his papers, in case there should

be any testamentary provision, but none such was found ;
nor do I think he had

any intention of altering the destination which divides his effects between his ex-

isting brothers. Your affectionate

W. S."

A few days afterwards, he hands to Mr Thomas Scott a formal

statement of pecuniary affairs; the result of which was, that the

Major had left something not much under £6000. Major Scott, from

all I have heard, was a sober, sedate bachelor, of dull mind and frugal

tastes, who, after his retirement from the army, divided his time between

his mother's primitive fireside, and the society of a few whist-playing
brother officers, that met for an evening rubber at Fortune's tavern.

But, making every allowance for his retired and thrifty habits, I infer

that the payments made to each of the three brothers out of their

father's estate must have, prior to 1816, amounted to £5000. From

* The late Mr. Hay Donaldson, W. S.—an intimate friend of both Tliomas and Walter

Scott, and Mr. MacCulloch of Ardwell, tiie brother of Mrs. Thomas Scott.

2



14 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

the letter conveying this statement ("-iOth May), I extract a few sen-

tences :
—

" Dear Tom,
" Shonld tho possession of this sum, and the certainty that you

must, accordinrr to tho course of nature, in a short space of years succeed to a
simihir sum of iTr^OOO helonijin<T to our mollier, induce you to turn your thoufjhts
to Scolhind, 1 shall be most happy to forward your views with any influence I may
possess ; and I have little doubt that, sooner or later, somethintj may be done. But,

unfortunately, every avenue is now choked with ap])licants, whose claims are very
stroncr ; for the number of disbanded officers, and jiublic servants dismissed in con-

sequence of Parliament turnin]nr restive and refusing the income-tax, is great and

increasing. Economy is the order of the day, and I assure you they are shaving
properly close. It would, no doubt, be comparative!)' easy to get you a better situa-

tion where you are, but then it is biddintr fannvell to your country, at least tor a

long time, and separatini,'- your children from all knowledge of those with whom
they are naturally connected. I shall anxiously expect to hear from you on your
views and wishes. I think, at all events, you ought to get rid of the drudgery of

the papnastership—but not without trying to exchange it for something el|p. I do
not know how it is with you—but I do not feel myself quite so yotina as I was
when we met last, and I shotild like well to see my only brother returij to his own
country and settle, without thoughts of leaving it, till it is exchanged for one that

is dark and distant I left all Jack's personal trifles at my mother's dis-

posal. There was nothing of the slightest value, excepting his gold watch, wliich

was my sister's, and a good one. My mother says he had wished my son Walter
should have it, as his male representative

—which I can only accept on condition

your little Walter will accept a similar token of regard from his remaining uncle.

Yours affectionately,
W. S."

The letter in which Scott communicated his brother's death to Mr.

Morritt, gives us his own original opinion of The Antiquary. It has

also some remarks on the separation of Lord and Lady Byron—and
the " domestic verses" of the noble poet.

To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P. London.
"
Edinburglr, May 16, 181G.

" My dear ^Morritt,

" I have been occupied of late with scenes of domestic distress, my poor
brother, Major .John Scott, having last week closed a lifi^ which wasting disease

had long rendered burthensome. His death, under all the circumstances, cannot

be termed a subject of deep aflliction ; and though we were always on fraternal

terms of mutual kindness and good-will, yet our habits of life, our taste for society
and circles of friends were so totally different, that there was less frequent inter-

course between us than our connexion and real liking to each other might have

occasioned. Yet it is a heavy consideration to have lost the last but one who was
interested in our early domestic life, our habits of boyhood, and our first friends

and connexions. It makes one look about and see how the scene has changed
around him, and how he himself has been changed with it. My only remaining
brother is in Canada, and seems to have an intention of remaining there ; so that

my mother, now upwards of eight)', has now only one child left to her out of

thirteen whom she has borne. She is a most excellent woman, possessed, even at

her advanced age, of all the force of mind and sense of duty which have carried

her throufrh so many domestic griefs, as the successive death of eleven children,

some of them come to men and women's estate, naturally infers. She is the prin-

cipal sul)ject of my attention at present, and is, I am glad to say, perfectly well in

body and composed in mind.
"
Nothing can give me more pleasure than the prospect of seeing you in Septem-

ber, which will suit our motions perfectly well. I trust I shall have an oppor-

tunity to introduce you to some of oiu: glens which you have not yet seen. But I
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hope we shall have some mild weather before that time, for we are now in the

seventh month of winter, wliich almost leads me to suppose that wc shall see no
summer this season. As for spring, that is past prayin^ for. In the month of

November last, people were skatintj in the neitrhbourhood of Edinburrrh ; and

now, in the miildle of May, the snow is lying white on Arthur's Seat, and on the

range of the Pentlands. It is really fearful, and the sheep are perishing by scores.

Jam satis terrx nivis, ^c. may well be taken up as the song of eighteen hundred

and sixteen.
" So Lord Byron's romance seems to be concluded for one while—and it is

surely time, after he has announced^ or rather they themselves have announcfd,
half a dozen blackguard newspaper editors, to have been his confidants on the

occasion. Surely it is a strange thirst of public fame that seeks such a road to it.

But Lord Byron, with high genius and many points of a noble and generous feel-

ing, has Childe Ilarolded himself, and outlawed himself, into too great a resem-

blance with the pictures of his imagination. He has one excuse, however, and it

is a sad one. I have been reckoned to make a good hit enough at a pirate, or an

outlaw, or a smuggling bandit ; but I cannot say I was ever so much enchanted

with my work as to tiiink of carrying otf a drift of my neighbour's sheep, or half

a dozen of his milk cows. Only I remember, in the rough times, having a scheme

with the Duke of Buccleuch, that when the worst came to the worst, we should

repair Hermitage Castle, and live, like Robin Hood and his merry men, at the

expense of all round us. But this presupposed a grand houleversement of society.

In the mean while, I think my noble friend is something like my old peacock, who
chooses to bivouac apart from his lady, and sit below my bedroom window, to

keep me awake with his screeching lamentation. Only I own he is not equal in

melody to Lord Byron, for Fare-thce-ivell—and if for ever, &c., is a very sweet

dirge indeed. After all, Cest genie vial loge, and that's all that can be said

about it.

" I am quite reconciled to your opinions on the income-tax, and am not at all in

despair at the prospect of keeping £200 a year in my pocket, since the ministers

can fadge without it. But their throwing the helve after the hatchet, and giving

up the malt-duty because they had lost the other, was droll enough. After all, our

fat friend* must learn to live within compass, and fire off no more crackers in the

Park, for John Bull is getting dreadfully sore on all sides when money is con-

cerned.

"I sent you, some time since, the Antiquary. It is not so interesting as its

predecessors
—the period did not admit of so much romantic situation. But it has

been more fortunate than any of them in the sale, for 6000 went off in the first six

days, and it is now at press again ; which is very flattering to the unknown author.

Another incognito proposes immediately to resume the second volume of Trier-

main, which i's at present in the state of the Bear and Fiddle. Adieu, dear Morritt.

Ever yours,
Walter Scott."

Speaking of this third novel in a letter of the same date to Terry,
Scott says, "It wants the romance of Wavcrley and the adventure of

Guy Mannering ; and yet there is some salvation about it, for if a man
will paint from nature', he will be likely to amuse those who are daily

looking at it."

*
Shortly after Beau Brummell (immortalized'in Don Juan) fell into disgrace with the

Prince Regent, and was dismissed from the society of Carlton House, he was riding- with

another gentleman in the Park, when the Prince met them. His Royal Highness stopt

to speak to Brummell's companion—the Beau coniinued to jog on—and when the other

dandy rejoined him, asked with an air of sovereign indifference, "Who is your fat

friend ?" Such, at least, was tlie story that went the round of the newspapers at the tune,

and highly tickled Scott's fancy. I have heard that nobody enjoyed so mucli as the

Prince of'Wales himself an earlier specimen of the Beau's assurance. Taking ortence

at some part of His Royal Highness's conduct or demeanour,
"
Upon my word," observed

Mr. Brummell,
"

if this kind of thing goes on, I shall be obliged to cut Wales, and bring

the old King into fashion."
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After a little pause of hesitation. The Antiquary attained popularity-
net inferior to Guy Manncrini; ; and. though the author appears for a

moment to have sliared the doubts which he read in the countenance

of James Ballantyne, it certainly was, in the sequel, his chief favourite

among all his novels. Nor is it'dillicult to account for this preference,
without laying any stress on the fact, that, during a few short weeks,
it was pretty commonly talked of as a falling oH" from its immediate

predecessors
—and that SDUie minor critics re-echocil this stupid whis-

per in print. In that view, there were many of its successors that had

much stronger claims on the parental instinct of protection. But the

truth is, that although Scott's Introduction of 1830 represents him as

pleased with fancying that, in the principal personage, he had em-
balmed a worthy friend of his boyish days, his own anticiuarian pro-

pensities, originating, perhaps in the kind attentions of George Con-

stable of Wallace-Graigc, and fostered not a little, at about as ductile

a period, by those of old Clerk of Eldin, and .John Ramsay of Och-

tertyre, had by degrees so developed themselves, that he could hardly,
even when the Antiquary was published, have scrupled about recog-

nising a (]uaint carricature of the founder of the Abbotsford Museum,
in the inimitable portraiture of the Laird of Monkbarns. The De-

scriptive Catalogue of that collection, which he began towards the

close of his life, but, alas! never finished, is entitled ''

RrliquicE Trott-

cosiance—or the Gabions of the late Jonathan Oldhuch, Esq.'''

But laying this, which might have been little more than a good-
humoured pleasantry, out of the question, there is assuredly no one

of all his works on which more of his own early associations have

left their image. Of those early associations, as his full-grown tastes

were all the progeny, so his genius, in all its happiest efforts, was the
*
Recording Angel ;" and when George Constable first expounded his

" Gabions" to the child that was to immortalize his name, they were

either wandering hand in hand over the field where tiie grass still

grew rank upon the grave of Bahnanhapple, or sauntering on the

beach where the Mucklebackeis of Prestonpans dried their nets, sing-

ing,
"Weel may the boatie row, and better may she speed,

O weel may the boatie row that wins the bairns' bread"—

or telling wnld stories about cliff-escapes and the funerals of shipwreck-
ed fishermen.

Considered by itself, without reference to tliese sources of personal

interest, this novel seems to me to possess, almost tin-oughout, in com-

mon with its two predecessors, a kind of simple unsought charm,
which the subsequent works of the series hardly reached, save in oc-

casional snatches:—like them it is, in all its humbler and softer scenes,

the transcript of actual Scottish life, as observed by the man himself.

And I think it must also be allowed that he has nowhere displayed his

highest art, that of skilful contrast, in greater perfection. Even the

tragic romance of Waverley docs not set off its ]\Iacwhcebles and

Cailum Begs better than the oddities of Jonathan Oldbuck and his

circle are relieved, on the one hand, by the stately gloom of the Glen-

allans, on the other, by the stern affliction of the poor fisherman, who,
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when discovered repairing the " auld black bitch o' a boat" in which
his boy had been lost, and congratulated by his visiter on being capa-
ble of the exertion, makes answer,

" And what would you have mc to

do, unless I wanted to sec lour children starve, because one is drown-

ed? it's iceel wi' you gentles, that can sit in the house wV handkerchers

at your een, ichen ye lose a friend ; but the like o' us maun to our icark

again, if our hearts were heating as hard as juy hammer^
It may be worth noting, that it was in correcting the proof-sheets

of this novel that Scott first took to equipping his chapters with mot-

toes of his own fabrication. On one occasion he happened to ask

John Ballantync, who was sitting by him. to hunt for a particular pas-

sage in Beaumont and Fletcher. Jul in did as he was bid, but did not

succeed in discovering the hues. "
Hang it, Johnnie," cried Scott, "I

believe I can make a motto sooner than you w'ill find one." He did

so accordingly ; and from that hour, whenever memory failed to sug-

gest an appropriate epigraph, he had recourse to the inexhaustible mines

of " old play" or " old ballad," to which we owe some of the most

exquisite verses that ever flowed from his pen.

Unlike, I believe, most men, whenever Scott neared the end of one

composition, his spirits seem to have caught a new spring of buoyancy,
and before the last sheet was sent from his desk, he had crowded his

brain with the imagination of another fiction. The Antiquary was

published, as we have seen, in May, but by the beginning of April he

had already opened to the Ballant}iics the plan of the first Tales of

my Landlord ;
and—to say nothing of Harold the Dauntless, which

he began shortly after the Bridal of Triermain was finished, and which
he seems to have kept before him for two years as a congenial play-

thing, to be taken up whenever the coach brought no proof-sheets to

jog him as to sCrious matters—he had also, before this time, under-

taken to write the historical department of the Register for 1814.

Mr. Southey had, for reasons upon which I do not enter, discontinued

his services to that work ; and it was now doubly necessary, after

trying for one year a less eminent hand, that if the work were not to

be dropped altogether, some strenuous exertion should be made to sus-

tain its character. Scott had not yet collected the materials requisite

for his historical sketch of a year distinguished for the importance and

complexity of its events ; but these, he doubted not, would soon reach

him, and he felt no hesitation about pledging himself to complete, not

only that sketch, but four new volumes of prose romances—and his

Harold the Dauntless also, if Ballantyne could make any suitable

arrangement on that score—between the April and the Christmas of

1816.

The Antiquary had been published by Constable, but I presume
that, in addition to the usual stipulations, he had been again, on that

occasion, solicited to relieve John Ballantyne and Co.'s stock to an

extent which he did not find quite convenient ; and at all events he

had, though I know not on what grounds, shov\'n a considerable reluc-

tance of late to employ James Ballantyne and Co. as jirintcrs.
One

or other of these impediments is alluded to in a note of Scott's, which,

thoush undated, has been pasted into John Ballantync's private letter-

VoL. n. C 2*



18 . LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

book among the documents of the period in question. It is in these

words :
—

" Dear John,
"

I have soon llio ^roat swab, who is siipplo as a frlnvp, and will do all, which
some intcrpri'l ^oTHl^•o. However, we shall do well enough.

W. S."

Constable had been admitted, abnost from the beginning, into the

secret oi' the Novels—and for that, among other reasons, it would
have been desirable for the Novelist to have him continue the publisher
without interruption ; but Scott was led to susjiect, that if he were
called upon to conclude a bargain for a fourth novel before the third

had made its appearance, his scruples as to the matter of printing
niiiz:ht at least ])rotract the treaty; and whv Scott should have been

uriientlv desirous of seeini;; the transaction settled before the exi)ira-

tion of the half-yearly term of Whitsunday, is sufficiently explained

by the fact, that while so much of the old unfortunate stock of .John

Ballantync and Co. still remained on hand—and with it some occa-

sional recurrence of commercial dilliculty as io Jloating bi//s was to

be expected
—the sanguine author had gone on purchasing one patch

of land after another, until his estate at Abbotsford had already grown
from l.'iO to nearly 1000 acres. The property all altout his original
farm had been in the hands of various small holders (Scottice cocli-

laii-ds) ; these persons were sharp enough to understand, ere lo)ig,

that their neighbour could with difficulty resist any temptation that

might present itself in the shape of an ot!er of more acres ; and thus

he proceeded buying up lot after lot of unimpro\ed ground, at extra-

vagant prices, his appetite increasing by what it fed on, while the

ejected yeomen set themselves down elsewhere to fatten at their lei-

sure upon the profits, most commonly the anticipated profits, of " The
Scotch Novels."

He was ever and anon pulled up with a momentary misgiving,
—

and resolved that the latest acquisition should be the last, until he could

get rid entirely of "John Ballantync and Co."; but .Tohn Ballantync
was, from the utter lightness of his mind, his incapacity to look a day
before him, and his eager impatience to enjoy the passing hour, the

very last man in the world who could, under such circumstances,
have been a serviceable agent. Moreover .Tohn, too. had his profes-
sional ambition ;

he was naturally proud of his connexion, however

secondary, with the publication of these works—and this connexion,

though subordinate, was still very profitable ; he must have suspected,
that should his name disajtpear altogetiicr froni the list of booksellers,

it would he a very diillcult matter for liim to retain any concern in

them; and I cannot, on the whole, hut consider it as certain, that, the

first and more serious embarrassments being overcome, he was far

from continuing to hold by his patron's anxiety for the ultimate and

total abolition of their unhaj>])y co[)artnership. He, at all events, unless

when some sudden emergency arose, flattered Scott's own gay imagi-
nation, by uniformly representing every thing in the most smiling
colours ; and though Scott, in his replies, seldom failed to introduce

Some passing hint of caution—such as " KuUum numen abest si sit
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"prudent in""—he more and more took home to himself the afrrecablc
cast ot" his Rii^durn's antirijiations, and wrote to him in a vein an

merry as his own—c. g.
—" As tor our stock,

" 'T will be wearing awa', John,
Like snaw-wreatiis when its thaw, John," &c. &c. &,c.

I am very sorry, in a word, to confess my conviction that John

Ballantyne, however volatile and light-headed, acted at this period
with cunning selfishness, both by Scott and by Constable. He well knew
that it was to Constable alone that his firm had more than once owed
its escape from utter ruin and dishonour; and he must also have

known, that had a fair, straightforward effort been made for that pur-

pose, after the trium{)hant career of the Waverley series had once

commenced, nothing coukl have been more easy than to bring all the

aflairs of his " back stock, &c.," to a complete close, by entering into

a distinct and candid treaty on that subject, in connexion with the

future works of the great Novelist, either with Constable or with any
other first-rate house in the trade. But John, foreseeing that, were
that unhappy concern quite out of the field, he must himself subside

into a mere subordinate member of his brother's printing company,
seems to have parried the blow by the only arts of any consequence
in which he ever was an adept. He appears to have systematically

disguised from Scott the extent to which the whole Ballantyne concern
had been sustained by Constable— especially during his Hebridean
tour of 1814, and his Continental one of 1815—and promj)ted and
enforced the idea of trving other booksellers from time to time, instead

of adhering to Constable, merely for the selfish purposes, first, of fa-

cilitating the immediate discount of bills ;
—

secondly, of further per-

plexing Scott's affairs, the entire disentanglement of which would
have been, as he fancied, prejudicial to his own personal importance.

It was resolved, accordingly, to oifer the risk and half profits of the

first edition of another new novel—or rather collection of novels—
not to ^Messrs. Constable, but to Mr. Murray of Albemarle Street, and
JMr. Blackwood, who was then Murrav's agent in Scotland ; but it

was at the same time resolved, partly because Scott wished to try
another experiment on the public sagacity, but partly also, no question,
from the wish to spare Constable's feelings, that the title-page of the
" Tales of my Landlord" should not bear the magical words "

by the

Author of Waverley." The facility with which both .Murray and
Blackwood embraced such a proposal, as no untried novelist, being
sane, could have dreamt of hazarding, shows that neither of them
had any doubt as to the identity of the author. They both considered

the withholding of the avowal on the forthcoming title-page as likely

to check very much the first success of the book ; but they were both

eager to prevent Constable's acquiring a sort of prescriptive right to

publish for the unrivalled novelist, and willing to disturb his tenure at

this additional, and as they thought it, w^holly unnecessary risk.

How sharply the unseen parent watched this first negotiation of his

Jedediah Ckishboiham, will appear from one of his letters :
—
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To Mr. Jukn Ballantync, Ilanorer Street, Edirtburgh.
"

Abltotsford, April 29, 1816.
*' Dear John,

" Jami s has made ono or two important mistakes in the bargain with Murray
and Blarkwood, Briefly as follows :—

"
Istiy. Having only authority from me to promise 6000 copies, \\c proposes

they shall havo the copyriirht /"> r ever. 1 will spo their nosos oheoso first.

"
Cdly. Ho proposes I shall have twelve months' bills—I have always got six.

However, I would not stand on that.
"

.'^dly. He talks of volumes being put into the publishers' hands to consider and
decide on. No such thing ; a bare perusal at .St..lohn Street* only.

" Then for omissions—It is not stipulated that we supply the paper and print of
successive etlilions. This must be nailed, and not left to understanding.

—Secondly,
I will have I^ondon bills as well as Blackwood's.

'* If they agree to these conditions, good and well. If they demur, Constable
must be instantly tried ; giving half to the Longmans, and we drawing on them for

that moiety, or Constable lodging Ihiir bill in our hands. You will undeistand it

is a four volume touch—a work totally different in style and structure from the

others; a new cast, in short, of the net which has hitherto made miraculous

draughts. I do not limit you to terms, because I think you will make them better

than I can do. But he must do more than others, since he will not or cannot print
with us. For ew^ry point but that, I would rather deal with Constable than any
one; he has always shown himself spirited, judicious, and liberal. Blackwood
must be brought to the point iiistantly , and whenever he demurs, Constable must be
treated with, for there is no use in suffering the thing to be blown on. At the same
time, you need not conceal from him that there were some proposals elsewhere,
but you may add, with truth, I would rather close with him. Yours truly,

W. S.

" P. S.—I think Constable should jump at this affair; for I believe the work
will be very popular."

IMessrs. Murray and Blackwood acrecd to all the author's condi-

tions here expressed. They also relieved .John Ballantyne and Co. of

stock to the value of £500 ; and at least Mr. jNIurray must, moreover,
have subsequently consented to anticipate the period of his payments.
At all events, I iind, in a letter of Scott's, dated in the subsequent

August, this new echo of the old advice.

To Mr. John Ballantyne,
** Dear John,

" I have the pleasure to enclose Murray''s acceptances. I earnestly recommend
to you to push realizing as much as you can.

' Consider wecl, gu<ic man,
\Vc hae but borrowod gear ;

The horse that I ride on,

It is John Murray's mcar.'

Yours truly, W. Scott."

I know not how much of the talc of the Black Dwarf had been

seen by Blackwood, in St. John street, before he concluded this bar-

gain for himself and his friend Murray ; but when the closing sheets

«f that novel reached him, he considered them as by no means sus-

taining tlie delightful promise of the oy)ening ones. He was a man
of strong talents, and, though without any thing that could be called

* James Ballantyjie's dweBing-house was in this street, adjoimng tlie Canongate of

Edinburgh.
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learning, of very respectable information, greatly superior to what

has, in this age, been common in his profession ; acute, earnest, emi-

nently zealous in whatever he put his hand to; upright, iionost, sincere,

and courageous. But as Constable ow^ed his hrst introduction lo tlie

upper world of literature and of society in general to his Edinburgh
Review', so did Blackwood his to the Magazine, which has now made
his name familiar to tlic world—and at the period of which I write

that miscellany was unborn ;
he was known only as a diligent anti-

(luarian bookseller of the old town of Edinburgh, and the Scotch

agent of the great London publisher, Murray. The abilities, in short,

which he lived to develope, were as yet unsuspected
—

imless, perhaps,

among a small circle ; and tiie knowledge of the world, which so tew

men gather from any thing but painful collision with various conflict-

ing orders of their fellow-men, was not his. He was to the last plain
and blunt ; at this time I can easily believe him to have been so, to a

degree which Scott might look upon as "ungracious"
—I take the

epithet from one of his letters to James Ballantyne. Mr. Blackwood,

therefore, upon reading what seemed to him the lame and impotent
conclusion of a well-begun story, did not search about for any glossy

periphrase, but at once wrote to beg that James Ballantyne would in-

form the unknown author that such was his opinion. This might pos-

sibly have been endured ; but Blackwood, feeling, I have no doubt, a

genuine enthusiasm for the author's fame, as well as a just tradesman's

anxiety as to his own adventure, proceeded to suggest the outline of

what would, in his judgment, be a better upwinding of the plot of the

Black Dwarf, and concluded his epistle, which he desired to be for-

warded to the nameless novelist, with announcing his willingness, in

case the proposed alteration were agreed to, that the whole expense
of cancelling and reprinting a certain number of sheets should be

charged to his own personal account wuth " James Ballantyne and

Co." His letter appears to have further indicated that he had taken

counsel with some literarv person, on whose taste he placed great

reliance, and who, if he had not originated, at least approved of the

proposed process of recasting. Had Scott jiever possessed any such

svstem of inter-agency as the Ballantynes supplied, he would, among
other and perhaps greater inconveniences, have escaped that of the

want of personal familiarity wdth several persons, with whose confi-

dence,—and w^hy should I not add ? with the innocent gratification of

whose little vanities—his own pecuniary interests were often deeply
connected. A very little personal contact would have introduced

such a character as Blackwood's to the respect, nay, to the affection-

ate respect, of Scott, who, above all others, was ready to sympathize
cordiallv with honest and able men, in whatever condition of life he

discovered them. He did both know and appreciate Blackwood bet-

ter in after times; but in 1816, when this plain-spoken communication

reached him, the name was little more than a name, and his answer

to the most solemn of go-betweens, was in these terms, which I sin-

cerely wish 1 could tell how Siguier Aldiborontiphoscophornio trans-

lated'into any dialect submissible to Blackwood's apprehjnsion.
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" Dear James,
"

I have received Blackwood's impudent letter. G— d— his soul ! Tell him
and his coadjutor llv.tt I btlon<r to the lilack Hussars ot" Literature, Avho neither give
nor receive criticism. V\l be cursed but this is the most impudent proposal Ihat

ever was made.
W. S."

This, and a low other documents referring to the same business, did

not come into my hands until both Ballantyne and Bhtckwood were
no more ; and it is not surprising that Mr. Murray's recollection, if

(which I much doubt) he had been at all consulted about it, should

not, at this distance of time, j)reserve any traces of its details. "I
remember nothing," he writes to me, "but that one of the very proud-
est days of my life was that on which I published the first Tales of

my Landlord ; and a vague notion that I owed the dropping of my
connexion with the Great Novelist to some trashy disputes between
Blackwood and the Ballantynes."
While these volumes were in progress, Scott found time to make

an excursion into Perthshire and Dumbartonshire, for the sake of

showins; the scenerv, made famous in the Ladv of the Lake and Wa-
verley, to his wile's old friends Miss Dumerguc and Mrs. Sarah

Nicolson,* w'ho had never before been in Scotland. The account

which he gives of these ladies' visit at Abbotsford, and this little tour,

in a letter to I\Ir. !Morritt, shows the " Black Hussar of Literature" in

his gentler and more habitual mood.

To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., Rokchy Park.
"
Abbotsford, 21st Aufust, 1816.

" My dear Morritt,
" I have not had a moment's kindly leisure to answer your kind letter, and to

tell how delighted I shall be to see you in this least of all possible dwellings, but

where we, nevertheless, can contrive a pilgrim's quarters and the warmest welcome
for you and any friend of your journey;—if young Stanley, so much the better.

Now, as to the important business with the whicli I have been occupied, you are

to know we have had our kind hostesses of Piccadilly upon a two months' visit to

us. We owed them so much hospitality, that we were particularly anxious to

make Scotland agreeable to the good girls. But, alas ! the wind has blown, and
the rain has fallen, in a style which beats all that ever I remembered. We accom-

plished, with some difficulty, a visit to Loch Katrine and Loch Lomond, and, by
dint of the hospitality of Cambusmore and the Ross, we defied bad weather, wet

roads, and long walks. But the weather settled into regular tempest, when we set-

tled at Abbotsford ; and, though the natives, accustomed to bad weather (though
not at such a time of year), contrived to brave the extremities of the season, it only
served to increase the dismay of our unlucky visiters, who, accustomed only to

Paris and London, expected ^ccnes at the Milestane Cross, and a pair of oars at the

Deadmaa's Haugh. Add to this, a strong disposition to annmerage, when there

was no possibility of gratifpng it, and a total indisposition to scenery or rural

amusements, which were all we had to offer—and you will pity both hosts and

guests. I have the gratification to think I fully supported the hospitality of my
country. I walked them to death. I talked th(>m to death. I showed them land-

scapes which the driving rain hardly permitted them to see, and told them of feuds

about which they cared as little as I do about their next-door news in Piccadilly.

Yea, I even played at cards, and as I had Charlotte for a partner, so ran no risk of

being scolded, I got on pretty well. Still the weather was so execrable, that, as

the old drunken landlord used to say at Arroquhar, 'I was perfectly ashamed of it;'

* The sister of Miss Jane Nicolson.—See vol. i., anic, pp. 155, 157.
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and, to this moment, I wonder how my two friends fon<rht it out so
patiently as

they did. But the young people and the cottages formed considerable resources.

Yesterday they left us, deeply impressed with the conviction, which 1 can hardly
blame, that the sun never shone in Scotland,—which that noble luminary seems

disposed to confirm, by making this the first foir day we have seen this month—so

that liis beams will greet them at Longtown, as if he were determined to put Scot-

land to utter shame,
" In you I expect a guest of a different calibre ; and I think (barring downright

rain) I can promise you some sport of one kind or other. We have a good de-^l of

game about us; and Walter, to whom I have resigned my gun and license, will be

an excellent attendant. He brought in six brace of moorfowl on the l'2th, which
had {si fas est diceri) its own effect in softening the minds of our guests towards
this unhappy climate. In other respects things look melancholy enough here.

Corn is, however, rising; and the poor have plenty of work, and wages which,

though greatly inferior to what they had when hands were scarce, assort perfectly
well with the present state of the markets. Most fidks try to live as much on their

own produce as they can, by way of fighting off distress ; and though speculating
farmers and landlords must suffer, I think the temporarj- ague-fit will, on the whole,
be advantageous to the country. It will check that inordinate and unbecoming spirit
of expense, or rather extravagance, which was poisoning all classes, and bring us
back to the sober virtues of our ancestors. It will also hare the effect of teaching
the landed interest, that their connexion with their farmers should be of a nature

more intimate than that of mere payment and receipt of rent, and that the largest
offerer for a lease is often the person least entitled to be preferred as a tenant.

Above all, it will complete the destruction of those execrable quacks, terming them-
selves land-doctors, who professed, from a two days' scamper over yonr estate, to

tell you its constitution,—in other words its value,—acre by acre. These men,
paid according to the golden hopes they held out, afforded by their reports one

principal means of deceiving both landlord and tenant, by setting an ideal and

extravagant value upon land, which seemed to entitle the one to expect, and the

other to offer, rent far beyond what any expectation formed by either, upon their

own acquaintance with the property, could rationally have warranted. More than

one landed gentleman has cursed, in my presence, the day he ever consulted one of
those empirics, whose prognostications induced him to reject the offers of substantial

men, practically acquainted with the locale. Ever, my dear jMorritt, most truly

yours,
W^ALTER Scott."

In October, 1816, appeared the Edinburgh Annual Register, con-

taining Scott's historical sketch of the year 1814— a composition
which would occupy two duodecimo volumes, each containing about

400 pages. Though executed with extraordinary rapidity, the sketch is

as clear as spirited ; but I need say no more of it here, as the author

travels mostly over the same ground again in his Life of Napoleon.
Scott's correspondence proves, that during this autumn he had re-

ceived many English guests besides the good spinsters of Piccadilly
and Mr. Morritt. I regret to add, it also proves that he had continued

all the while to be annoyed with calls for money from John Ballan-

tyne; yet before the 12th of November called him to Edinburgh, he

appears to have nearly finished the first
" Tales of my Landlord."

He had, moreover, concluded a negotiation with Constable and Long-
man for a series of Letters on the History of Scotland :

—of which,

however, if he ever wrote any part, the MS. has not been discovered.

It is probable that he may have worked some detached fragments into

his long subsequent
" Tales of a Grandfather." The following letter

shows likewise that he was now bus\' with plans of building at Ab-

botsford, and deep in consultation with an artist eminent for his skill

in Gothic architecture,—Mr. Edward Blore, 11. A.
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To Daniel Terry, Esq.
" November lOih, 1816.

"
y\y dear Terry,

"I have been shockjnnrly nofrlirrent in acknowledgingr your repeated favours;
but it so hiippciird, tliat I liave hud vory little to scnj. with a p-roat deal to do; so
that 1 trusted to your kindness to iorfrive my apparent want of kindness, and indis-

putable lack of punctuality. You will readily suppose that I have heard with

preat satisfaction of the prosperity of your household, particularly of the good
health of my little name-sake and his uu)tli(T. (todmothers of yore used to be
fairies ; and thoutrh only a trodfitlier. I think of sendinij you, one day, a fairy gift—a little drama, namely, which, if the audience he indulgent, may he of lise to

him. Of course, you will stand godfather to it yourself: it is yet only in emhrj'o—
a sort of poetical Hans in Kehler—nor am I sure Avhen I can bring him forth ; not
for tills season, at any rate. You will receive, in the course of a few days, my
late n-hircabmds in four volumes : there are two tales—the last of which I really
prefer to any fictitious narrative I have yet been able to produce—the first is wish-

washy enough. The subject of the second tale lies among the old Scottish Came-
ronians—nay, I'll tickle ye ofl' a Covenanter as readily as old Jack could do a

young Prince; and a rare fellow he is, when brought forth in his true colours.
Were it not for the necessitj- of using scriptural language, which is essential to the

character, but improper for the stage, it woul(j[ be very dramatic. But of all this

you will judge by and by. To give the go-by to the jmhlie, I have doubled and

leaped into my firm, like a hare in snow : that is. I have changed my publisher,
and come forth like a maiden knight's white shield (there is a conceit I) without

any adhesion to fame gained in former adventures (another !) or, in other words,
with a virgin title-page (another!).

—I should not be so light-hearted about all this,
but that it is very nearly finished and out, which is always a blithe moment for

I\Ir. Author. And now to other matters. The books came safe, and were unpacked
two days since, on our coming to town—most ingeniously were they stowed in the

legs of the very handsome stand for Lord Byron's vase, with which our friend

George Bullock has equipped me. I was made very happy to receive him at Ab-
botsford, though only for a start ; and no less so to see Mr. Blore, from whom I

received your last letter. He is a very fine young man, modest, simple, and unaf-
fected in his manners, as well as a most caj)ital artist. I have had the assistance
of both these gentlemen in arranging an addition to the cottage at Abbotsford, in-

tended to connect the present farm-house with the line of low buildings to the

right of it. Mr Bullock will show you the plan, v.hich I think is very ingenious.
He has promised to give it his consideration with respect to the interior ; and Mr.
Blore has drawn me a very handsome elevation, both to the road and to the river.

I expect to get some decorations from the old Tolbooth of Edinburgh, particularly
the cope-stones of the door-way, or lintels, as we call them, and a niche or two—
one very handsome indeed ! Better get a niche from the Tolbooth than a niche in

it, to which such building operations are apt to bring the projectors. This addition
will give me :—first,—a handsome boudoir, in which I intend to place ]\Ir. Bullock's

Shakspeare,* with his superb cabinet, which serves as a pedestal. Tliis opens into

the little drawing-room, to which it serves as a chapel of ease ; and on the other

side, to a handsome dining-parlour of 27 feet by 18, with three windows to the

north, and one to the south, the last to be Gothic, and filled with stained glass.
Besides these commodities, there is a small conservatory or green-house ; and a

study for myself, which we design to fit up with ornaments from Melrose Abbey.
Bullock made several casts with his own hands—masks, and so forth, delightful
for cornices, &c.

" Do not let Mrs. Terry think of the windows till little Wat is duly cared after.f

* A cast from the monumental effig'y at Stratford-ujwn-Avon—now in tlie library at

Abbotsford—was the gift of Mr. George Bullock, long distinguished in London as a col-

lector of curiosities for sale, and honourably so by his " Mexican Museum " which formed

during several years a popular exhibition throughout the country. This ingenious man
was, as the reader will see in the sequel, a great favourite with Scott.

t Mrs. Terry had offered tlie services of her elegant pencil in designing some windows
of painted glass for Scott's armoury, &c.
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I am informrd by Mr. Bloro that he is a fine thrivintr fellow, very like papa. About
my armorial bearings : I will send you a correct drawiiinr ot' them as soon as I can

get bold ol' Blore ; namely—of the scutcheons of my grandsircs on each side, and

my own, I eould (bnail them in the jargon of heraldry, but it is better to speak
to your eyes by translating them into coloured drawings, as the sublime science of

armory has fallen into some neglect of late years, with all its mascles, buckles,
crescents, and boars of the first, second, third, and fourth.

"
I was very sorry I had no opportunity of showing attention to your friend Mr.

Abbot, not being in town at the time. I grieve to say, that neither the genius of

Kean, nor the charms of Miss O'JNeill, could bring me from the hill-side and the
sweet society of Tom Purdie. All our family are very well—Walter as tall nearly
as I am, fishing salmon and shooting moor-fowl and black-cock, in good style ; the

girls growing up, and, as yet, not losing their simplicity of character; little*

Charles excellent at play, and not deficient at learning, when the young dog will

take pains. Abbotslbrd is looking pretty at last, and the planting is making some
show. I have several hundred acres thereof, running out as far as beyond the

lake. We observe with great pleasure the steady rise which you make in public

opinion, and expect, one day, to hail you stage-manager. Believe me, my dear

Terry, always very much yours,
W. Scott."

" P. S,—The Counsellor, and botlf the Ballantynes, are well and hearty."

On the first of December the first series of the Tales of My Land-
lord appeared, and notwithstanding the silence of the title-page, and
the change of publishers, and the attempt which had certainly been
made to vary the style both of delineation and of language, all doubts

whether they were or were not from the same hand with Waverley
had worn themselves out before the lapse of a week. The enthusiasm
of their reception among the highest literary circles of London may
be gathered from the following letter :

—
To Walter Scott, Esq., Edinburgh.

" Albemarle Street, 14th December, 1816.
" Dear Sir,

"
Although I dare not address you as the author of certain ' Tales' (which,

however, must be written either by Walter Scott or the Devil), yet nothing can
restrain me from thinking it is to your influence with the author that I am indebted

for the essential honour of being one of their publishers, and I must intrude upon
you to oflcr my most hearty thanks—not divided, but doubled—alike for my
worldly gain therein, and for the great acquisition of professional reputation which
their publication has already procured me. I believe I might, under any oatli that

eould be proposed, swear that I never experienced such unmixed pleasure as the

reading of this exquisite work has afforded me, and if you could see me, as the

author's literary chamberlain, receiving the unanimous and vehement praises of

every one who has read it, and the curses of those whose needs my scanty supply
could not satisfy, you might judge of the sincerity with wliich I now entreat you
to assure him of the most complete success. Lord Holland s;iid, when I asked his

opinion
—'

Opinion ! We did not one of us go to bed last niijhi—nothing slept but

ray gout.' Frere, Hallam, Boswell,* Lord Glenbervie, William Lamb,f all agree
that it surpasses all the other novels, GilTord's estimate is increased at every

reperusal. Heber says there are only two men in the world—Walter Scott and

Lord Byron. Between you, you have given existence to a third. Ever your
faithful servant,

John Murray."

* The late James Boswell, Esq., of the Temple—second son of Bozzy.

+ The Honourable William Lamb—now Lord 3IeIbourne,

Vol. II. D ^ 3
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To this cordial etVnsion Scott returned the following answer. It

was necessary, since he had tairly resolved as^ainst compromising his

incognito, that he should be prepared not only to rejiel
the impertinent

curiosity ot' strangers, but to evade the protlered congratulations of

overdowing kindness. He contrived, however, to do so, on this and
all similar occasions, in a style of equivoque which could never be

seriously misunderstood :
—

To John Murray, Esq., Albemarle Street, London.

"
Edinburgh, I8th December, 1816.

" My dear Sir,
" I give you heartily joy of the success of the Tales, althoufrh I do not claim

that paternal interest in tluMU vliich my friends do me tlio credit to assitrn me. I

assure you I have never read a volume of them until they were printed, and can

only join with the rest of the world in applauding the true and strikinor portraits
which they present of old Scottish manners. I do not expect implicit reliance to

be placed on my disavowal, because I know very well that he who is disposed not

to own a work must necessarily denj- it, and that otherwise his secret would be at

the mercy of all who choose to ask the question, since silence in such a case must

always pass for consent, or rather assent. "But I have a mode of convincing you
that I am perfectly serious in my denial—pretty similar to that by which Solomon

distinguished the fictitious from the real motiier—and that is, by reviewing the

W"ork, which I take to be an operation equal to that of quartering the child. But
this is only on condition I can have Mr. Erskine's assistance, who admires the

work greatly more than I do, though I think the painting of the second tale both

true and powerful. 1 knew Old Mortality very well; his name was Paterson, but

few knew him otherwise than by his nickname. The first talc is not very original
in its concoction, and lame and impotent in its conclusion. My love to GiiTord. I

have been over head and ears in work this summer, or I would have sent the

Gypsies ; indeed I was partly stopped by finding it impossible to procure a few
words of their language.

" Constable wrote to me about two months since, desirous of having a new
edition of Paul ; but not hearing from you, I conclude you are still on hand. Long-
man's people had then only sixty copies.
"Kind com})liments to Heber, whom I expected at Abbotsford this summer;

also to Mr. Croker and all 3'our four o'clock visitors. I am just going to Abbots-

ford to make a small addition to my premises there. 1 have now about 700 acres,

thanks to the booksellers and the discerning public. Yours truly,
Walter Scott."

" P. S.—I have much to ask about Lord Byron, if I had time. The third canto

of the Childe is inimitable. Of the last poems, there are one or two which indi-

cate rather an irregular play of imagination.* What a pity that a man of such

exquisite genius will not be contented to be bajipy on the ordinary terms ! I

declare my heart bleeds when I think of him, self-banished from the country to

which he is an honour."

Mr. Murray, gladly embracing this offer of an article for his jour-
nal on the Tales of My Landlord, begged Scott to take a wider scope,

and, dro])ping all respect for the idea of a divided parentage, to place

together any materials he might have for the illustration of the VVa-

verley Novels in general; he suggested, in particular, that, instead of

drawing up a long-promised disquisition on the Gypsies in a separate

shape, whatever he had to say concerning that picturescjuc generation

might be introduced by way of comment on the character of Meg

* Parisina—The Dream—and tlie
" Domestic Pieces," had been recently published.
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Merrilees. What Scott's original conception had been I know not •

he certainly gave his reviewal all the breadth which jMurray could
have wished, and, inter alia, diversified it with a few anecdotes ol' the
Scottish Gypsies. But the late excellent biographer of John Knox,
Dr. Thomas M'Crie, had, in the mean time, considered the representa-
tion of the ('ovenanters in the story of Old Mortality as so unfair as
to demand at his hands a very serious rebuke. The Doctor forthwith

published, in a magazine called the Edinburgh Christian Instructor, a
set of papers, in which the historical foundations of that tale were
attacked with indignant warmth ; and though Scott, when he first

heard of these invectives, expressed his resolution never even to read

them, he found the impression they were producing so strong, that he
soon changed his purpose, and finally devoted a very large part of his

article for the Quarterly Review to an elaborate defence of his own
picture of the Covenanters.*

Before the first Tales of My Landlord were six weeks old, two
editions of 2000 copies disappeared, and a third of 2000 was put to

press ; but notwithstanding this rapid success, which was still further

continued, and the friendly relations which always subsisted between
the author and Mr. Murray, circumstances ere long occurred which
carried the publication of the work into the hands of Messrs. Con-
stable.

The author's answer to Dr. M'Crie, and his Introduction of 1830,
have exhausted the historical materials on w'hich he constructed his

Old Mortality ; and the origin of the Black Dwarf, as to the conclu-

sion of which story he appears on reflection to have completely
adopted the opinion of honest Blackwood, has ah-eady been sufficiently
illustrated by an anecdote of his early wanderings in Tweeddale.
The latter tale, however imperfect, and unw^orthy as a work of art to

be placed high in the catalogue of his productions, derives a singular
interest from its delineation of the dark feelings so often connected
with physical deformity ; feelings which appear to have diffused their

* Since I have mentioned this reviewal, I may as well, to avoid recarrence to it, express
here my conviction, that Erskine, not Scott, was the author of the critical estimate of the

Waverley novels which it embraces—although for the purpose of mystification Scott had
taken the trouble to transcribe the paragraphs in which that estimate is contained. At the

same time I cannot but add that, had Scott really been tlie sole author of this reviewal, he

need not have incurred the severe censure which has been applied to his supposed conduct
in the matter. Atler all, his judgment of his own works must have been allowed to be

not above, but very far under the mark; and the whole affair would, I think, have been

considered by every candid person exactly as the letter about Solomon and the rival mothers

was by Murray, GifFord, and " the four o'clock visitors" of Albemarle Street—as a good
joke. A better joke certainly than the allusion to the report of Thomas Scott being the

real author of Waverley, at the close of the article, was never penned : and I think it in-

cludes a confession over which a misanthrope might have chuckled :
—" We intended here

to conclude this long article, whea a strono- report reached us of certain Transatlantic

confessions, which, if genuine (though of this we know nothing), assign a different author

to these volumes than the party suspected by our Scottish correspondents. Yet a critic

may be excused seizing upon the nearest suspicious person, on the principle happily ex-

pressed by Claverhouse, in a letter to the Earl of Linlithgow. He had been, it seems, in

search of a gifted weaver, who used to hold forth at conventicles: '
I sent for the webster

(weaver), they brought in his brother for him : though he, may be, cannot preach like his

brother, I doubt not but he is as well-principled as he, wherefore I thouffht it would be no

great fault to give him the trouble to go to jail with the rest!'"—Miscellaneous Prose

Works, vol. xix. pp. 85-G.
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shadow over the whole genius of Byron—and whicli, but for this sin-

gle picture, we should liardly have conceived ever to have passed

through Scott's hapiiier mind. All the bitter blasphemy of spirit which,
from infancy to the tomb, swelled up in Byron against the unkindness

of nature ; which sometimes perverted even his iilial love into a senti-

ment of diabolical malignity: all this black and desolate train of re-

flections nmst have been encountered and deliberately subdued by the

manly parent of the Black Dwarf. Old Mortality, on the other hand,

is remarkable as the novelisfs first attempt to repeople the past by the

power of imagination working on materials furnished by books. In

Waverley he revived the fervid dreams of his boyhood, and drew, not

from printed records, but from the artless oral narratives of his Inver-

nahyks. In Guy Mannering, he embodied characters and manners

familiar to his own wandering youth. But whenever his letters men-

tion Old Mortality in its progress, they represent him as strong in the

confidence that the industry with which he had pored over a library
of forgotten tracts would enable him to identify himself with the time

in which they had birth, as completely as if he had listened with his

own ears to the dismal sermons of Peden, ridden with Claverhouse

and Dalzell in the rout of Bothwell, and been an advocate at the bar

of the Privy-Council, when Lauderdale catechised and tortured the

assassins of Archbishop Sharp. To reproduce a departed age with

such minute and hfe-like accuracy as this tale exhibits, demanded a

far more energetic sympathy of imagination than had been called for

in any effort of his serious verse. It is indeed most curiously instruc-

tive for any student of art to compare the Roundheads of Rokeby ^\ ith

the Bluebonnets of Old Mortality. For the rest—the story is framed

with a deeper skill than any of the preceding novels ; the canvas is

a broader one ; the characters are contrasted and projected with a

power and felicity which neither he nor any other master ever sur-

passed; and, notwithstanding all that has been urged against him as a

disparager of the Covenanters, it is to me very doubtful whether the

inspiration of romantic chivalry ever prompted him to nobler emotions

than he has lavished on the reanimation of their stern and solemn

enthusiasm. This work has always appeared to me the Marmion of

his novels.

I have declined the power of farther illustrating its historical ground-

works, but I am enabled by Mr. Train's kindness to give some inter-

esting additions to Scott's own account of this novel as a composition.
The generous Supervisor visited him in Edinburgh in May 1816, a

few days after the publication of the Antiquary, carrying with him

several" relics which he wished to present to his collection, among
others a purse that had belonged to Rob Roy ; and also a fresh heap
of traditionary gleanings, which he had gathered among the tale-tellers

of his district. One of these last was in the shape of a letter to Mr.

Train from a Mr. Broadfoot,
" schoolmaster at the clachan of Pen-

ningham, and author of the celebrated song of the Hills of Galloway"—with which I confess myself unacquainted. Broadfoot had face-

tiously signed his communication, C/ashbottnm—" a professional appel-

lation, derived," says Mr. Train,
" from the use of the birch, and by



TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 29

which he was usually addressed among his companions,—who assem-

bled, not at the Wallace Inn of Gandcrcleugh, but at the sign of the

Shoulder of Mutton at Newton-Stewart." Scott received these gifts

with benignity, and invited the friendly donor to breakfast next morn-

ing. He found him at work in his library, and surveyed with enthu-

siastic curiosity the furniture of the room, especially its only jjicture,

a portrait of Clraham of Claverhouse. Train expressed the surprise
with which every one who had known Dundee only in the pages of

the Presbyterian Annalists, must see for the first time that beautiful

and melancholy visage, worthy of the most pathetic dreams of ro-

mance. Scott replied,
" that no character had been so foully traduced

as the Viscount of Dundee—that, thanks to Wodrow, Cruikshanks,
and such chroniclers, he, who was every inch a soldier and a gentle-

man, still passed among the Scottish vulgar for a ruffian desperado,
who rode a goblin horse, was proof against shot, and in league with

the Devil." "
iMight he not," said Mr. Train,

" be made, in good hands,

the hero of a national romance as interesting as any about either

Wallace or Prince Charlie ?" " He might." said vScott,
" but your

western zealots would require to be faithfully portrayed in order to

bring him out with the right effect." " And what," resumed Train,
"

if the story were to be delivered as if from the mouth of Old Mor-

taliti/? Would he not do as well as the Minstrel did in the Lay?"
" Old Mortality !" said Scott—" who was he ?" Mr. Train then told

what he could remember of old Patcrson, and seeing how^ much his

story interested the hearer, offered to enquire farther about that enthu-

siast on his return to Galloway.
'* Do so by all means," said Scott—

"
I assure you I shall look with anxiety for your communication." He

said nothing at this time of his own meeting with Old Mortality in the

churchyard of Dunotter—and I think there can be no doubt that that

meeting was thus recalled to his recollection ; or that to this inter-

course with Mr. Train we owe the whole machinery of the Tales of

My Landlord, as well as the adoption of Claverhouse's period for the

scene of one of its first fictions. I think it highly probable that we
ow-e a further obligation to the worthy Supervisor's presentation of

Rob Roy's spleuchan.
The original design for the First Series of Jedediah Cleishbotham

was, as Scott told me, to include four separate tales, illustrative of

four districts of the country, in the like number of volumes ; but. his

imagination once kindled upon any theme, he could not but pour him-

self out freely
—so that notion was soon abandoned.

3*
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CHAPTER II.

HAROLD TIIF. DAUNTLESS PIBLISHKD—SCOTI' ASPIRES TO BE A BARON OF
THE EXCHEQUER—LETTER TO THE DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH CONCERMNG
POArHKRS, Err—FIRST ATTACK OF CRAIMP IN THE STOMACH—LETTERS TO
MORKITT—TERRY—AND MRS. MACLEAN CLEPHANE-S TORY OF THE DOOM

,
OF DE\ 0RGOII^-.IOHN KEMULES RETIREMENT FROM THE STACIE-WILLIAM
LAIDLAW ESTABLISHED AT KAESIDE—NOVEL OF ROIJ ROY PROJECTED—LET-
TER TO SOUTHEY ON THE RELIEF OF THE POOR, .Scr.-LETTER TO LORD MON-
TACU ON HOGGS QUEEN'S WAKE, AND O.N THE DEATH OF FRANCES LADY
DOUGLAS — 1817.

WiTHijf less than a nionlh, the Black Dwarf and Old jNIortalitv

were followed by
" Harold the Dauntless, by the author of the Bridal

of Triermain." This poem had been, it appears, begun several years
back; nay, part of it had been actually printed In-fore the appearance
of Childe Harold, though that circumstance had escaped the author's

remembrance when he penned, in 1830, his Introduction to the Lord
of the Isles ; for he there says,

"
I am still astonished at my having

committed the gross error of selecting the very name which Lord

Byron had made so famous." The volume was published by ^Messrs.

Constable, and had, in those booksellers' phrase,
" considerable suc-

cess." It has never, how^ever, been placed on a level with Triermain;
and though it contains many vigorous pictures, and sjilcndid verses,
and here and there some happy humour, the confusion and harsh tran-

sitions of the fable, and the dim rudeness of character and manners,
seem sufficient to account for this inferiority in public favour. It is

not surprising that the author should have redoubled his aversion to the

notion of any more serious performance in verse. He had seized on
an instrument of Avider compass, and which, handled with whatever

rapidity, seemed to reveal at every touch, treasures that had hitherto

slept unconsciously within him. He had thrown off his fetters, and

might well go forth rejoicing in the native elasticity of his strength.
It is at least a curious coincidence in literary history, that, as Cer-

vantes, driven from the stage of jNIadrid by the success of Lope de

Vega, threw himself into prose romance, and produced, at the moment
when the world considered him as silenced for ever, the Don Quixote
which has outlived Lope's two thousand triumphant dramas—so Scott,

abandoning verse to Byron, should have rebounded from his fall by the

only prose romances which seem to be classed with the masterpiece
of Spanish genius, by the general judgment of Europe.

I shall insert two letters, in which he announces the publication of

Harold the Dauntless. In the first of them lie also mentions the lisrht

and humorous little piece t^ntitled The Sultan of Sercndib, or the Search
after Happiness, originally published in a weekly paper, after the fash-

ion of the old Essayists, which about this time issued from John Bal-

lantyne's premises, under the appropriate name of " the Salf.-Room."

The paper had slender success ; and though Scott wrote several things
for it, none of them, except this metricaf essay, attracted any notice.

TJie Sale-Room was, in fact, a dull and hopeless concern ; and I should
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scarcely have thought it worth mcntioninj];, but for the confirmation it

lends to my suspicion that Mr. John Baiiantyne was very unwillincr,

alter all his warnings, to retire completely from the lield of publishing.

To J. B. S. Marritt, Esq. M. P., Rokcby Park.
"
Edinburgh, Jan. 30, l."!?.

" My dear Morritt,
" I hope to send you in a couple of days Harold the Dauntless, which has not

turned out so crood as I thought it would have done. I begin to get too old and

stupid, I think, for poetry, and will certainly never again adventure on a grand
scale. For amusement, and to help a little publication that is going on here, I

have spun a doggerel tale called the Search after Happiness, of which I shall send

a copy by post, if it is of a frankable size ; if not, I can put it up with the Daunt-

less. Among other misfortunes of Harold is his name, but the thing was partly

printed before Childe Harold was in question.
" My great and good news at present is, that the bog (that perpetual hobbyhorse)

has produced a commodity of most excellent marie, and promises to be of the very
last consequence to my wild ground in the neighbourhood ; for nothing can equal
the effect of marie as a top-dressing. INIethinks (in my mind's eye, Horatio) I see

all the blue-bank, the hinny-lee, and the other provinces of my poor kingdom,
waving with deep rj'e-grass and clover, like the meadows at Rokeby. In honest

truth, it will do me yeoman's sei-vice.
" My next good tidings are, that Jedediah carries the world before him. Six

thousand have been disposed of, and three thousand more are pressing onward,
which will be worth £2500 to the worthy pedagogue of Gandercleugh. Some of

the Scotch Whigs, of the right old fanatical leaven, have waxed wroth with Jede-

diah—
' But shall we go mourn for that, my dear ?

The Cold moon shines by nig-ht,

And when we wander here and tlicre,

We then do go most right.'

After all, these honest gentlemen are like Queen Elizabeth in their ideas of por-

trait-painting. They require the pictures of their predecessors to be likenesses,
and at the same time demand that they shall be painted without shade, being pro-

bably of opinion, with the virgin majesty of England, that there is no such thing
in nature.

" I presume you will be going almost immediately to London—at least all our
Scotch members are requested to be at their posts, the meaning of which I cannot

pretend to guess. The finances are the only ticklish matter, but there is, after all,

plenty of money in the country, now that our fever-fit is a little over. In Britain,

wiien there is the least damp upon the spirits of the public, they are exactly like

people in a crowd, who take the alarm, and shoulder each other to and fro till some
dozen or two of the weakest are borne down and trodden to death ; whereas, if

they would but have patience and remain quiet, there would be a safe and speedy
end to their embarrassment. How we want Billie Pitt now to get up and give the

tone to our feelings and opinions !

" As I take up this letter to finish the same, I hear that the Prince Regent has

been attacked and fired at. Since he was not hurt (for I should be sincerely sorry
for my fat friend), I see nothing but good luck to result from this assault. It will

make him a good manageable boy, and, I think, secure you a quiet Session of Par-

liament. Adieu, my dear Morritt, God bless you. Let me know if the gimcracks
come safe—I mean the book, &c. Ever yours,

Walter Scott."

To the Lady Louisa Stuart, Gloucester Place, London.
"
Edinburgh, Jan. 31, 1817.

" My dear Lady Louisa,
" This accompanies Harold the Dauntless. I thought once I should have made

it something clever, but it turned vapid upon my imagination ; and I finished it at

last with hurry and impatience. Nobody knows, that has not tried the feverish
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trade of poetry, how miicli it deponds upon inooil and whim : I don't wonder, that,
in disniissin;; all the other deities of Paganiism, the Muse should have been re-

tained by common consent; for, in sober reality, writing good verses seems to

depend upon somethinfr separate from the volition of the author. I sometimes think

my finsjc rs set up (vr themselves, inde])endent of my head ; for twenty times I have

be^m a tliintr on a certain plan, and never in my life adhered to it (in a work of

imagination, that is) for half an hour toijcther. I would hardly write this sort of

egotistical trash to any one but yourself, yet it is very true for all that. What my
kind correspondent had anticipated on account of .ledediah's edusions, has actually
taken place ; and the author of a very cTood life of Knox has. I understand, made a
most encrtjetic attack, upon the score that the old ('ovenanters are not treated with
decorum. I have not read it, and certainly never shall. I really think there is no-

thing in the book that is not very fair and legitimate subject of raillery ; and I own
I have my suspicions of that verj' susceptil)le devotion which so readily takes
offence : such men should not read books of amusement ; but do they suppose, be-
cause they are virtuous, and choose to be thoujrht outrageously so,

' there shall be
no cakes and ale V—'

Ay, by our lady, and dinger shall be hot in the mouth too.'

As for the consequences to the author, they can only affect his fortune or his

temper—the former, such as it is, has been long fixed beyond shot of these sort of
fowlers ; and for my temper, 1 considered always that, by subjecting myself to the

irritability which much greater authors have felt on occasions of literary dis])ute, I

should be laying in a plentiful stock of unhappiness for the rest of my life. I

therefore make it a rule never to read the attacks made upon me. 1 remember being
capable of something like this sort of self-denial at a very early period of life, for

I could not be six years old. I had been put into mj' bed in the nursery, and two
servant girls sat down by the embers of the fire, to have their own quiet chat, and
the one began to tell a most dismal ghost stor}', of which I remember the com-
mencement distinctly at this moment ; but perceiving which way the tale was
tending, and though necessarily curious, being at the same time conscious that, if I

listened on, I should be frightened out of my wits for the rest of the night, I had
the force to cover up my head in the bed-clothes, so that I could not hear another
word that was said. The only inconvenience attending a similar prudential line

of conduct in the
present case, is, that it may seem like a deficiency of spirit ; but

I am not much afraid of that being laid to my charge—my fault in early life (I

hope long since corrected) having lain rather the other way. And so I say, with
mine honest Prior—

'

Sleep, Philo, untouch'd, on my peaceable shelf,

Nor take it amiss that so little I heed thee ;

I've no malice at thee, and some love for myself—
Then why should I answer, since first I must read thee ?'

" So you are getting finely on in London. I own I am very n-lad of it. I am
glad the banditti act like banditti, because it will make men of property look round
them in time. This country is ven.- like the toys which folks buy for children, and
which, tumble them about in any way the urchins will, are always brought to their

feet again, by the lead deposited in their extremities. The mass of property has
the same effect on our Constitution, and is a sort of ballast which will always
TJichJ the vessel, to use a sailor's phrase, and bring it to its due equipoise.

"Ministers have acted most sillily in breaking up the burfrher volunteers in large
towns. On the ccntrar)-, the service should have been made coercive. Such men
have a moral effect upon the minds of the populace, besides their actual force, and
are so much interested in keeping good order, that you may always rely on them,

especially as a corps, in which there is necessarily a common spirit of union and
confidence. But all this is nonsense again, quoth my Uncle Toby to himself—
Adieu, my dear Lady Louisa

; my sincere good wishes always attend you.
W. S."

Not to disturb the narrative of his Htcrary proceedings, I have de-

ferred until now the mention of an attempt which Scott made during
the winter of 18ir>-1817, to exchange his seat at the Clerk's table, for

one on the bench of the Scotch Court of Exchequer. It had often
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occurred to me, in the most prosperous years of his Hfe, that such a
situation would have suited him better in every respect than that

which he held, and that his never attaining a promotion, which the

Scottish pubHc would have considered so naturally due to his charac-
ter and services, reflected little honour on his political allies. But at

the period when I was entitled to hint this to him, he appeared to have
made up his mind that the rank of Clerk of Session was more com-

patible than that of a Supreme Judge with the habits of a literary

man, who was perpetually publishing, and whose writings were gene-

rally of the imaginative order. I had also witnessed the zeal with

which he seconded the views of more than one of his own friends,

when their ambition was directed to the Exchequer bench. I remain-

ed, in short, ignorant that he ever had seriously thought of it for him-

self, until the ruin of his worldly fortunes in 182G; nor had I any
information that his wish to obtain it had ever been distinctly stated,

until certain letters, one of which I shall introduce, were placed in my
hands after his death, by the present Duke of Buccleuch. The late

Duke's answers to these letters are also before me ; but of them it is

sufficient to say, that, while they show the warmest anxiety to serve

Scott, they refer to private matters, which ultimately rendered it in-

consistent with his Grace's feelings to interfere at the time in question
with the distribution of Crown patronage, I incline to think, on the

whole, that the death of this nobleman, which soon after left the influ-

ence of his house in abeyance, must have, far more than any other

circumstance, determined Scott to renounce all notions of altering his

professional position.

To the Duke of Buccleuch, ^c, ^c.

"
Edinburgh, 11th Dec. 1816.

" My dear Lord Duke,
" Your Grace has been so much my constant and kind friend and patron through

the course of my life, that I trust I need no apology for thrustino- upon your con-

sideration some ulterior views, which have been suggested to me by my friends,

and which I will either endeavour to prosecute, time and place serving, or lay aside

all thoughts of, as they appear to your Grace feasible, and likely to be forwarded

by your patronage. It has been suggested to me, in a word, that there would be

no impropriety in my being put in nomination as a candidate for the situation of

a Baron of Exchequer, when a vacancy shall take place. The difference of the

emolument between that situation and those which I now hold, is just £400 a year,
so that, in that point of view, it is not a very great object. But there is a difference

in the rank, and also in the leisure afforded by a Baron's situation ; and a man may,
without condemnation, endeavour, at my period of life, to obtain as much honour

and ease as he can handsomely come by. INIy pretensions to such an honour

(next to your Grace's countenancing my wishes) would rest very much on the cir-

cumstance that mv nomination would vacate two good offices (Clerk of Session

and Sheriff of Selkirkshire) to the amount of £1000 and £300 a year; and, besides,

would extinguish a pension of £300 which I have for life, over and above my salar}'

as Clerk of Session, as having been in office at the time when the Judicature Act

deprived us of a part of our vested fees and emoluments. The extinction of this

pension would be just so much saved to the public. I am pretty confident also that

I should be personally acceptable to our friend the Chief Baron.* But whether all

or any of these circumstances will weigh much in my favour, must solely and

* The late Right Honourable Robert Dundas of Arniston, Cliief Baron of the Scotch

Exchequer ; one of Scott's earliest and kindest friends in that distinguished family.

Vol. II. lE
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entirely Tost with your Grace, without whose countenance it would be folly in me
to ffive the matter a second thought. JVilh your patrouaijp, both my situation and

habits of society may place my hopes as far as any wlui are likely to apply ; and

your interest would be strentrthened by tlu^ opportunity of placinij some good friend

in Selkirkshire, besides convertinir the Minstrel of the Clan into a Baron,—a trans-

mutation Wdrthy of so powerful and kind a chief. But if your Grace thinks 1

oujjlit to drop tlioug-bts of tliis preterment, I am bound to say, that I think myself
as well provided tor by my friends and tlu> ])ublic as I have the least title to expect,
and that I am perfectly contented and grateful for wiiat I have received. Ever

your (irace's faithful and truly obliged servant,
Walter Scott."

The f(>l]o\vin<T letter, to the same noble friend, eontnins a slight allu-

sion to this allair of the Barony ; but I insert it for a better reason.

The Duke had, it seems, been much annoyed by some depredations
on his game in the district of Ettrick Water; and more so by the ill

use which some boys from Selkirk made of his lilu'rahty. in allowing
the people of that town free access to his beautiful walks on tlu^ l)anks

of the Yarrow, adjoining Newark and Bowhill. The Duke's forester,

by name Thomas Hudson, had recommended rigorous measures with

reference to both these classes of offenders, and the Sheriff w^as of

course called into council :
—

To his Grace the I)uke of Buccleuch, ^x. <J"c. <J'c.

"
Abbotsford, January 1], 1817.

" My dear Lord Duke,
" I have been thinking anxiously about the disagreeable affair of Tom Hudson,

and the impudent ingratitude of the Selkirk rising generation, and 1 will take tlie

usual liberty your friendship permits me, of saying what occurs to me on each sub-

ject. Respecting the shooting, the crime is highly piinishable, and we will omit

no inquiries to discover the individuals guilty. Charles Erskine, who is a good

police officer, will be sufficiently active. I know my friend and kinsman, Mr.

Scott of Harden, feels very anxious to oblige your Grace, and I have little doubt

that if you will have the goodness to mention to him this unpleasant circumstance,
he would be anxious to put his game under such regulations as should be agreea-
ble to you. But I believe the pride and pleasure he would feel in obliginc your
Grace, as heading one of the most ancient and most respectable brancb<>s of your
name (if I may be pardoned for saying so much in our favour), would be certainly
much more gratified by a compliance with your personal request, than if it came

through any other channel. Your Grace knows there are many instances in life in

which the most effectual way of conferring a favour is condescending to accept one.

I have known Harden long and most intimately
—a more respectable man either for

feeling, or talent, or knowledge of human life, is rarely to be met with. But he is

rather indecisive—requiring some instant stimulus in order to make him resolve to

do, not only what he knows to be right, but what he really wishes to do, and means
to do one time or other. He is exactly Prior's Earl of Oxford :—

' Let that be done which Mat doth say'
—

'
Yea,' quoth the Earl,

' but not to-day.''

And so exit Harden and enter Selkirk.
" I know hardly any thing more exasperating than the conduct of the little black-

guards, and it will be easy to discover and make an example of the biggest and

most insolent. In the mean while, my dear Lord, pardon my requesting you will

take no general or sweeping resolution as to the Selkirk folks. Your (irace lives

near them— your residence, both from your direct beneficence, and the indirect

advantages which they derive from that residence, is of the utmost consequence;
and they must be made sensible that all these advantages are endangered by the

very violent and bnital conduct of their children. But 1 think your Grace will be

inclined to follow this up only for the purpose of correction, not for that of requital.
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They are so much benpath you, and so much in your power, tli.it tliis would b«
unworthy of you—especially as all the inhabitants of tin; littlu country tDvvn must
necessarily be included in the jjunishmcnt. Were your Grace really anirry with
them, and actinar accordiutrly, you niiirht ultimately feel the re^et of my old school-

master, who, when he had knocked me down, apoloirized by sayintr he did not
know his own strentjlh. After all, those who look for any thintr better than intrniti-

tude from the uneducated and uiiretlcctinfr mass of a corrupted population, must

always be deceived ; and the better the heart is that has been expanded towards
them, their wants, and their wishes, the deeper is the natural feelinij of disappoint-
ment. But it is our duty to fi<^ht on, dointj what o'ood we can (and sundy the dis-

position and the moans w(>re never more happily united than in your (»race), and
trustincr to (Jod Alniii>hty, whose irrace ripens tlie seeds we commit to the earth,
that our benefactions shall bear fruit. And now, my Lord, asking your pardon for

this discharge of my conscience, and assuring your Grace I have no wish to

exchange my worsted gown, or the remote risi^ak exchange of a silk one, for the
cloak of a Presl)yterian parson, even with the certainty of succeeding to tlu; first of

your numerous Kirk-presentations, I lake the liberty to add my own opinion. The
elder boys must be looked out and punished, and the parents severely reprimanded,
and the whole respectable ])art of the town made sensible of the loss they must

necessarily sustain by the discontinuance of your patronage. And at, or about the
same time, 1 should think it proper if your CJrace were to distinguish by any little

notice such Selkirk people working with you as have their families under good
order.
"

I am taking leave of Abbotsford mulhim sremens, and have been just givino"
directions for planting upon Tumaixnin, When shall we eat a cold luncheon there,
and look at the view, and root up the monster in his abyss ? I assure you, none
of your numerous vassals can show a finer succession of distant prospects. For the
home-view—ahem !

—We must wait till the trees grow. Ever your Grace's truly
taithful

W. Scott."

While the abortive negotiation as to the Exchequer, was still pend-

ing, Scott was visited, for the first time since his childish years, with
a painful illness, which proved the harbinger of a series of attacks,
all nearly of the same kind, continued at short intervals during more
than two years. Various letters, already introduced, have indicated

how widely his habits of life when in Edinburgh differed from those

of Abbotsford. They at all times did so to a great extent ; but he had

pushed his liberties with a most robust constitution to a perilous ex-

treme while the affairs of the Ballantynes were labouring, and he was
now to pay the penalty.
The first serious alarm occurred towards the close of a merry din-

ner party in Castle Street (on the 5th of March), when Scott suddenly
sustained such exquisite torture from cramp in the stomach, that his

masculine powers of endurance gave way, and he retired from the

room with a scream of agony which electrified his guests. This scene

was often repeated, as we shall see presently. His friends in Edin-

burgh continued all that spring in great anxiety on his account.

Scarcely, however, had the first symptoms yielded to severe medical

treatment than he is found to have beguiled the intervals of his suffer-

ing by planning a dramatic piece on a story supplied to him by one
of Train's communications, which he desired to present to Terr}^ on

behalf of the actor's first-born son, who had been christened by the

name of Walter Scott Terrj-.* Such was the origin of ^ the Fortunes

* This young gentleman is now an officer in the East India Company's army.
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of Devorgoil"'
—a piece which, tliounh completed soon afterwards, and

submitted hy Terry to many mani]nilati(ins with a view to the stage,

was never received hy any manager, and was lirst published, towards

the close of the author's "life, under the title, slightly altered for an

obvious reason, of " the Doom of Devorgoil." The sketch of the story
which he gives in the following loiter will probably be considered by
manv besides myself as well worth the drama. It appears that the

actor had mentioned to Scott his intention of Tcrry-fying
" the Black

Dwarf."

To Daniel Terry , Esq., London.

Eilinburgh, 12th Marcb, 1817.

" Dear Terry,
" I am now able to write to you on your own afTairs, thoiigli still as weak as

water from the operations of the medical faculty, who, I think, treated me as a

recusant to their authority, and having me once at advantage, were detormined I

should not have strength to rebel again in a hurry. After all, I believe it was
touch and go ; and considering how much I have to do for my own family and

others, my elegy might have been that of the Auld Man's Mare—
'The peats and turf are all to lead.

What ail'd llic boast to die ?'

You don't mention the nature of your undertaking in your last, and in yotir former

you spoke both of the Black Dwarf and of Triermain. I have some doubts whether

the town will endure a second time the following up a well-known tale with a

dramatic representation
—and there is no vis comt'ca to redeem the Black Dwarf, as

in the case of Dominie Sampson. I have thought of two subjects for you, if, like

the Archbishop's homilies, they do not smell of the apoplexy. The first is a noble

and very dramatic tradition preserved in Galloway, which runs briefly thus :—The
Barons of Plenton (the family name, I think, was by Jupiter, forgot!) boasted

of great antiquity, and formerly of extensive power and wealth, to which tlie ruins

of their huge castle, situated on an inland loch, still bear witness. In the middle

of the seventeenth century, it is said, these ruins were still inhabited by the lineal

descendant of this powerful family. But the ruinous halls and towers of his an-

cestors were all that had descended to him, and he cultivated the g-arden of the cas-

tle, and sold its fniits for a subsistence. He married in a line suitable rather to his

present situation than the dignity of his descent, and was quite sunk into the rank

of peasantry, excepting that he was still called—more in mockery, or at least in

familiarity, than in respect
—the Baron of Plenton. A causeway connected the

castle with the mainland ; it was cut in the middle, and the moat only passable by
a drawbridge which yet subsisted, and which the poor old couple contrived to raise

every night by their joint efforts, the country being very unsettled at the time. It

must be obsen-ed, that the old man and his wife occupied only one apartment in

the extensive ruins, a small one adjoining to the drawbridge; the rest was waste

and dilapidated. As they were about to retire one night to rest, they were deterred

by a sudden storm, which, rising in the wildest manner possible, threatened to bury
them under the ruins of the castle. While they listened in terror to the complicated
sounds of thunder, wind, and rain, they were astonished to hear the clang of hoofs

on the causeway, and the voices of people clamouring for admittance. This was
a request not rashly to be granted. The couple looked out, and dimly discerned

through the storm that the causeway was crowded with riders. ' How many of you
are there V demanded .John.'—' Not more than the hall will hold,' was the answer;
* but open the gate, lower the bridge, and do not keep the ladies in the rain.—John's

heart was melted for the ladiea, and, against liis wife's advice, he undid the bolts,

sunk the drawbridge, and bade them enter in the name of God. Having done so.

he instantly retired into his sanctum sanctorum to await the event, for there was

something in the voices and language of his guests that sounded mysterious and

awful. They rushed into the castle, and appeared to know their way through all

its recesses. Grooms were heard hurrying their horses to the stables—centinels
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were heard mounting giiard
—a thousand lights gleamed from place to place throuah

the ruins, till at length they seemed all concentrated in the baronial hall, whoae
range of broad windows threw a resplendent illumination on the moss-grown court
below. After a short time, a domestic, clad in a rich but very antique dress, ap-

peared before the old couple, and commanded them to attend his lord and lady in

the great hall. They went with tottering steps, and to their great terror found
themselves in the midst of a most brilliant and joyous company ; but the fearful

part of it was, that most of the guests resembled the ancestors of John's family,
and were known to him by their resemblance to pictures which mouldered in the

castle, or by traditionary description. At the head, the founder of the race, dressed

like some mighty baron or rather some Galwegian prince, sat with his lady. There
was a difference of opinion between these ghostly personages concerning our honest

John. The chief was inclined to receive him graciously; the lady considered him,
from his mean marriage, as utterly unworthy of their name and board. The upshot
is, that the chief discovers to his descendant the means of finding a huge treasure

concealed in the castle
; the lady assures him that the discover)' shall never avail

him. In the morning no trace can be discovered of the singular personages who
had occupied the hall. But John sought for and discovered the vault where the

spoils of the Southrons were concealed, rolled away the coverinof stone, and feasted

his eyes on a range of massy chests of iron, filled doubtless with treasure. As he
deliberated on the best means of bringing them up, and descending into the vault,

he observed it began slowlj- to fill with water. Baling and pumping were resorted

to, and when he had exhausted his own and his wife's strength, they summoned
the assistance of the neighbourhood. But the vengeance of the visionary lady was

perfect ; the waters of the lake had forced their way into the vault, and John, after

a year or two spent in draining and so forth, died broken-hearted, the last baron of
Plenton.

" Such is the tale, of which the incidents seem new, and the interest capable of

being rendered striking ; the story admits of the highest degree of decoration, both

by poetry, music, and scenery; and I propose (in behalf of my godson) to take some

pains in dramatizing it. As thus—you shall play John, as you can speak a little

Scotch ;
I will make him what the Baron of Bradwardine would have been in his

circumstances, and he shall be alternately ludicrous from his family pride and pre-

judices, contrasted with his poverty, and respectable from his just and independent
tone of feeling and character. I think Scotland is entitled to have something on the

stasre to balance Macklin's two worthies.* You understand the dialect will be

only tinged with the national dialect—not that the baron is to speak broad Scotch,
while all the others talk English. His wife and he shall have one child, a daugh-
ter, suitored unto by the conceited young parson or schoolmaster of the village,
whose addresses are countenanced by her mother—and by Halbert the hunter, a

youth of unknown descent. Now this youth shall be the rightful heir and repre-
sentative of the English owners of the treasure, of which they had been robbed by
the baron's ancestors, for which unjust act their spirits still walked the earth.

These, with a substantial character or two, and the ghostly personages, shall min-

gle as they may—and the discovery of the youth's birth shall break the spell of the

treasure chamber. I will make the ghosts talk as never ghosts talked in the body
or out of it ; and the music may be as unearthly as you can get it. The rush of the

shadows into the castle shall be seen through the window of the baron's apartment
in the flat scene. The ghosts' banquet, and many other circumstances, may give

great exercise to the scene-painter and dresser. If you like this plan, you had better

suspend any other for the present. In my opinion it has the infinite merit of being

perfectl)'' new in plot and structure, and I will set about the sketch as soon as my
strength is restored in some measure by air and exercise. I am sure I can finish it

in a fortnight then. Ever yours truly,
W. Scott."

About the time when this letter was written, a newspaper paragraph

having excited the apprehension of two—or I should say these—ot his

dearest friends that his hfe was in actual danger, Scott wrote to them

as follows—
* Sir Archy Mac-Sarcasra and Sir PertLnax Mac-Sycophant

4
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To John B. S. Morrilt, Esq., M. P., Portland Plate, Londan.

"
Edinburgh, 00th March, 1817." My dear Morritt,

"
I hasten to acquaint j'ou that 1 am in the land of life, and tlirivintr, thouorh I

have had a sliirht sirake, and still feel the consequences of medical treatment. 1

had heen plaofued all throuijh this winter with cramps in my stomach, which I endu-
red as a man of mould mipiit, and endeavoured to combat them by drinking scalding
water, and so forth. As they grtnv rather unpleasantly frequent, I had reluctant
recourse to Baillie. But before his answer arrived, on the 5th, I had a most violent

attack, which broke up a small party at my house, and sent me to bed roaring like

a bull-calf. All sorts of remedies were aj)plied, as in the case of Gil Bias' pretend-
ed colic, but such was the pain of the real disorder, that it out-deviled the Doctor
hollow. Even heated salt, which was applied in such a state thai it burned my
shirt to rags, I hardly felt when clapped to my stomach. At lengtii the symptoms
became inflammatory, and dangerously so, the seat being the diaphragm. They
only gave way to very profuse bleeding and blistering, which, under higher assist-

ance, saved my life. My recovery was slow and tedious from the state of exhaus-
tion. I could neither stir for weakness and giddiness, nor read for dazzling in my
eyes, nor listen for a whizzing sound in my ears, nor even think for lack of the

power of arranging my ideas. So I had a comfortless time of if for about a week.
Even yet I by no means feel, as the copy-book hath it,

' The lion bold, which the lamb doth hold—'

OTi the contrary, I am as weak as water. They tell me (of course) I must renounce

every creature comfort, as my friend Jedediah calls it. As for dinner and so forth,
I care little about it—but toast and water, and three glasses of wine, sound like

hard laws to me. However, to parody the lamentation of Hassan, the camel-driver,
' The lily health outvies the grape's bright ray,
And life is dearer than the usqucbte

—'

80 I shall be amenable to discipline. But in my own secret mind I suspect the

state of mj' bowels more than any thing else. I take ennugfh of exercise and enough
of rest; but unluckily they are like a Lapland )'ear, divided as one night and one

day. In the vacation I never sit down ; in the session-time I seldom rise up. But
all this must be better arranged in future; and I trust I shall live to weary out all

your kindness.
" I am obliged to break off hastily. I trust I shall be able to get over the Fell

in the end of summer, which will rejoice me much, for the sound of the woods of

Rokeby is lovely in mine ear. Ever yours,
Walter Scott."

To Mrs. Maclean Clephane, of Torlotsk, Mull,

"
Edinburgh, 23d March, 1817.

" My dear Mrs. and Miss Clephane,
" Here comes to let you know you had nearly seen the last sight of me, unless

I had come to visit you on my red beam, like one of Fingal's heroes, which, Ossian-
ic as you are, I trow you would readily dispense with. The cause was a cramp
in my stomach, which, after various painful visits, as if it had been sent by Prospero,
and had mistaken me for Caliban, at length chose to conclude by setting lire to its

lodging, like the Frenchmen as the}' retreated through Russia, and placed me in

as proper a state of inflammation as if I had had the whole Spafield's committee in

my unfortunate stomach. Then bleeding and blistering was the word ; and they
bled and blistered fill they left me neither skin nor blood. However, they beat off

the foul fiend, and I am bound to praise the bridge which carried me over. I am
still very totterish, and very giddy, kept to panada, or rather to porridge, for I

spurned at all foreign slops, and adhered to our ancient oatmeal manufacture. But
I have no apprehension of any return of the serious part of the malady, and I am
now recovering my strength, though looking somewhat cadaverous upon the

occasion.
" I much approve of your going to Italy by sea

; indeed it is the only way you
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ought to think of it. I am only sorrjr you are going to leave us for a whilo ; hut
indeed the isle of Mull might be Florence to me in respect of separation, and can-
not be {\n\io Florence to you, since Lady Compton is not there. I lately lu'ard her
mentioned in a company where my interest in her was not known, as one of the

very few English ladies now in Italy whom their acquirements, conduct, and mode
of managing time, induce that part of foreign society, whose approbation is valuable,
to consider with high respect and esteem. This 1 think is very likely ; for, what-
ever f(dks say of foreigners, those of good education and high rank among them,
must have a supreme contempt for the frivolous, dissatisfied, empty, gad-about
manners of many of our modern belles. And we may say among ourselves, that

there are few upon whom high accomplishments and information sit more gracefully.
"John Kemble is here to take leave, acting over all his great characters, and

with all the spirit of his best years. He played Coriolanns last night (the first

time I have ventured out), fully as well as I ever saw him ; and you know what a

complete model he is of the Roman. He has made a great reformation in his

habits ; given up wine, which he used to swallow by pailfiills,
—and renewed his

youth like the eagles. He seems to me always to play best those characters in

which there is a predominating tinge of some over-mastering passion, or acquired
habit of acting and speaking, colouring the whole man. The patrician pride of

Coriolanus, the stoicism of lirutus and Cato, the rapid and hurried vehemence of

Hotspur, mark tlie class of characters I mean. But he fails where a ready and

pliable yielding to the events and passions of life makes what may be termed a
more natural personage. Accordingly I think his Macbeth, Lear, and especially
his Richard, inferior in spirit and truth. Li Hamlet the natural fixed melancholy
of the prince places him within Kemble's range ;

—
yet many delicate and suddea

turns of passion slip through his fingers. He is a lordly vessel, goodly and mag-
nificent when going large before the wind, but wanting the facility to go 'ready
about,'' so that he is sometimes among the breakers before he can wear ship. Yet
we lose in him a most excellent critic, an accomplished scholar, and one who graced
our forlorn drama with what little it has left of good sense and gentlemanlike feel-

ing. And so exit he. He made me write some lines to speak when he withdraws,
and he has been here criticising and correcting till he got them quite to his mind,
which has rather tired me. Most truly yours while

Walter Scott.'"

On the 29th of March, 1817, John Philip Kemble, after going
through the round of his chief parts, to the delight of the Edinburgh
audience, took his final leave of them as Macbeth, and in the costume
of that character delivered a farewell address, penned for him by
Scott.* No one who witnessed that scene, and heard the lines as then

recited, can ever expect to be again interested to the same extent by
any thing occurring within the walls of a theatre ; nor was I ever

present at any public dinner in all its circumstances more impressive,

* See Poetical Works, vol xi. p. 348. Scott's Farewell for Kemble first appeared in " The
Sale-Room," for April 5th, 1817; and in the introductory note, James Balluntyne says,

—
" The character fixed upon, with happy propriety, for Kemble's closing scene, was Mac-
beth. He had laboured under a severe cold for a few days before, but on the memorable

nig-ht tlie physical annoyance yielded to the energy of his mind. ' He was,' he said, in the

Green-room, immediately before the curtain rose,
' determined to leave behind him the

most perfect specimen of his art which be had ever shown ;' and his success was com-

plete. At the moment of the tyrant's death the curtain fell by the universal acclamation

of the audience. The applauses were vehement and prolonged ; they ceased—were re-

sumed—rose again
—were reiterated—and again were hushed. In a ?ew minutes the cur-

tain ascended, and Mr. Kemble came forth in the dress of Macbeth (the audience by a

consentaneous movement rising to receive him), to deliver his farewell." ..." Mr.

Kemble delivered the lines with exquisite beauty, and with an effect that was evidenced

by the tears and sobs of many of the audience. His own emotions were very conspicuous.
When his farewell was closed he lingered long on the stage, as if unable to retire. The
house again stood up, and cheered him with the waving of hats and long shouts of ap-

plause."
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than was that which occurred a few days afterwards, when Kemble's

Scotch friends and admirers assembled round liim—Francis Jeflrey

being chairman. Waher Scott and Jolui Wilson the croupiers.

iSiiortly befiire this time Mr. William Laidlaw had met with misfor-

tunes, wiiich rt-ndcred it necessary for him to give up the lease of a

farm, on which he had been for some years settled, in iNIid-I.othian.

He was now anxiously looking about him for some new establishment,

and it occurrcil to Scott that it might be mutually advantaijcous, as

well as agreeable, if his excellent friend would consent to come and

occupy a house on his property, and endeavour, under his guidance,
to make such literary exertions as might raise his income to an amount

adeijuate for his comfort. The prospect of obtaining such a neighbour

was, no doubt, the more welcome to " Abbotsford and Kaeside," from

its opening at this period of fhictuating health : and T.aidlaw, who had

for twenty years loved and revered him, considered the proposal with

far greater delight than the most lucrative appointment on any noble

domain in the island could have aflbrded him. Though possessed of

a lively and searching sagacity as to things in gciier;il, he had always
been as to his own worldly interests simple as a child. His tastes and

habits were all modest ; and when he looked forward to spending the

remainder of what had not hitherto been a successful life, under the

shadow of the genius that he had worshi|)pcd almost from boyhood,
his gentle heart was all happiness. He surveyed with glistening eyes
the humble cottage in which his friend proposed to lodge him, his

wife, and his little ones, and said to himself that he should write no

more sad songs on Forest Fliitings.^

Scott's notes to him at this time aflbrd a truly charming picture of

thoughtful and respectful delicacy on both sides. Mr. Laidlaw, for

example, appears to have hinted that he feared his friend, in making
the proposal as to the house at Kaeside, miirht have perhaps in some

degree overlooked the feelings of " Laird jNloss," who, having sold his

land several months before, had as yet continued to occupy his old

homestead. Scott answers:—
To Mr. W. Laidlaw.

"
Eiiinburgli, April 5, 1817.

' My dear Sir,
" Nothinor can give me more pleasure than the prospect of your making your-

self comfortable at Kaeside till some good thing casts up. 1 have not put Mr.

Moss to any inconvenience, for I only requested an answer, giving him leave to sit

if he had a mind—and of free will he leaves my premises void and redd at Whit-

sunday. I suspect the house is not in good order, but we shall get it brushed up a

little. Without affectation I consider myself the obliged party in this matter—or

at any rate it is a mutual benefit, and you shall have grass for a cow. and so forth—
whatever you want. I am sure when you are so near I shall find some literary

labour for you that will make ends meet. Yours, in haste,
W. Scott."

He had before this time made considerable progress in another his-

* Mr. Laidlaw has not published many verses; but his song^ of "
Lucy's Flittinir"—a

eimple and pathetic picture of a poor Ettrick maiden's feelinjrs in Icavinjr a serviec where

she had been happy
—has long been and must ever be a favourite with all wlio understand

the delicacies of the Scottish dialect, and the manners of tlie district in wliicli the scene

is kid.
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torical sketch (that of the year 1815) for the Echnhurgh Annual

Register; and the first literary labour which he provided fur Laidlaw,

appears to have been arranging for the same vdluine a set of n(;vvs-

pajjor articles, usually printed under the head of C/ironic/c, to which
were appended some little extracts of new books of travels, and the

like miscellanies. The Edinburgh jNTonthly Magazine, subsequently
known by the name of its jirojector, Blackwood, commenced in April
of this year; and one of its editors, JNlr. Thomas I'ringle, being a

Teviotdale man and an old acquaintance of Laidlaw's, ohered to the

latter the care of its Chronicle department also,
—not perhaps without

calculating that, in case Laidlaw's connexion with the new journal
should become at all a strict one, Scott would be induced to give it

occasionally the benefit of his own literary assistance. He accord-

ingly did not write—being unwell at the time—but dictated to Pringle
a collection of anecdotes concerning Scottish gypsies, which attracted

a good deal of notice ;* and, I believe, he also assisted I^aidlaw in

drawing up one or more articles on the subject of Scottish superstitions.
But the bookseller and Pringle soon quarrelled, and, the Magazine as-

suming, on the retirement of the latter, a high Tory character, I-,aid-

law's Whig feelings induced him to renounce its alliance; while Scott,

having no kindriess for Blackwood personally, and disapproving

(though he chuckled over
it) the reckless extravagance of juvenile

satire, which, by and by, distinguished his journal, appears to have

easily acquiesced in the propriety of Laidlaw's determination. I

insert nnean time a few^ notes, which will show with what care and
kindness he watched over Laidlaw's operations for the Annual

Register.

Th Mr. Laidlaw, at Kaeside.

"
Edinburgh, June, 16, 1817.

" Dear Sir,

"I enclose you 'rare guerdon," better than remuneration,—namely, a cheque
for £25, for the Chronicle part of the Reg-ister. The incidents selected should have
some reference to amusement as well as information, and may be occasionally

abridged in the narration ; but, after all, paste and scissors form your principal
materials. You must look out for two or three good original articles ; and, if

you would read and take pains to abridge one or two curious books of travels,
T would send out the volumes. Could I once get the head of the concern fairly
round before the wind again, I am sure I could make it £100 a-)'ear to you. In the

present instance it will be at least £50. Yours truly,
W. S."

To ihe Same.

"
Edinburgh, July 3, 1817.

" My dear Sir,

" I send you Adam's and Riley's Travels. You will observe I don't want a

review of the books, or a detail of these persons' adventures, but merely a short

article expressing the light, direct or doubtful, which they have thrown on the

interior of Africa. ' Recent discoveries in Africa,' will be a proper title. I hope
to find you materially amended, or rather quite stout, when I come out on Saturday.
1 am quite well this morning. Yours, in haste,"

W. S."

* These anecdotes were subsequently inserted in the Introduction to Guy Mannering.

Vol. IL F 4*
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" P. S.—I add Mariner's Tonnra Islands and Campbell's Voyage. Pray, take

great
care of them, as I am a coxcomb about my books, and hate specks or spots.

Take care of yourself, and want for nothing that Abbotsford can furnish."

These notes have carried us down to the middle of the vcar. But
I must now turn to some others which show tliat before Wliitsuntide,
"when Laidhiw settled at Kaeside, negotiations were on foot respecting
another novel.

*

To Mr. John Ballantyne, Hanover Street, Edinburgh.
"
Abbotsford, Monday. [April, 1817]

*' Dear John,
"

I have a good subject for a work of fiction in pettn. What do you think
Constable would irive for a smell of it 1 You ran away without taking leave the
other morning, or I wished to have spoken to you about it. I don't mean a con-
tinuation of Jedediah. because there might be some delicacy in putting that by the

original publishers. You may write if any thing occurs to vou on this subject. It

will not interrupt my History. By the way, I have a great lot of the Register
ready for delivery, and no man asks for it. I shall want to pay up some cash at

Whitsunday, which will make me draw on my brains. Yours truly,
W". ScoTT."

To the Same.

"
Abbotsford, Saturday, May 3, 1817.

" Dear John,
"

I shall be much obliged to j-ou to come here with Constvible on Monday, as
he proposes a visit, and it will save time. By the way, you must attend that the
usual quantity of stock is included in the arrangement—that is £t;00 for 6000 copies.
My sum is £1700, payable in May—a round advance, by'r Lady, but 1 think I am
entitled to it, considering what I have twined off hitherto on such occasions.

" I make a point on your coming with Constable, health allowinor. Yours truly,
W. 8."

The result of this meeting is indicated in a note scribbled by John

Ballantyne at the bottom of the foregoing letter, before it was seen by
his brother the printer.

—
"
Half-past 3 oclock, Tuesday." Dear James,

"
I am this moment returned from Abbotsford, with entire and full success.

Wish me joy. I shall gain above £600—Constable taking my share of stock also.

The title is Jiob Roy—by the author of JVaverley ! ! ! Keep this letter for me.
J. B."

On the same page there is written, in fresher ink, which marks, no

doubt, the time when John pasted it into his collection of private papers
now before me—"N. B.— I did gain above £1200.—J. B."

The title of this novel was suggested by Constable, and lie told me
years afterwards the difficulty he had to get it adopted by the author
" What !" said he,

"
]\Ir. Accoucheur, must you be setting up for Mr

Sponsor too?—but let's hear it." Constable said the name of the real

hero would be the best possible name for the book. " Nav," answered

Scott,
" never let me have to write up to a name. You well know I

have generally adopted a title that told nothing."
—The bookseller,

however, persevered ; and after the trio had dined, these scruples gave
way.
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On rising from the table, according to Constable, they sallied out to
the green before the door of the cottage, and all in the highest spirifs

enjoyed the fine ]May evening. .John Ballantyne, hopping up and down
in his glee, exclaimed, "Is Bob's gun here, Mr. Scott? would vou

object to me trying the auld barrel with a few de joy?" "Nay, Mr.
Puff," said Scott, "it would burst, and blow you to the devil before

your time." "Johnny, my man,'' said Constable,
" what the inischief

puts drawing at sight into i/our head ?" Scott laughed hcartilv at this

innuendo ; and then observing that the Uttle man felt somewhat sore,
called attention to the notes of a bird in the adjoining shrubbery.
"And by the by," said he, as they continued listening, "'tis a long
time, Johnny, since we have had the Cobbler of Kelso." Mr. Puff
forthwith jumped up on a mass of stone, and seating himself in the

proper attitude of one working with his awl, began a favourite inter-

lude, mimicking a certain son of Crispin, at whose stall Scott and he
had often lin<]:ered when they were schoolboys, and a blackbird, the

only companion of his cell, that used to sing to him, while he talked

and whistled to it all day long. With this performance vScott was

always delighted: nothing could be richer than the contrast of the

bird's wild sweet notes, some of which he imitated with wonderful

skill, and the accompaniment of the Cobbler's hoarse cracked voice,

uttering all manner of endearing epithets, which Johnny multiplied and
varied in a style worthy of the Old Women in Rabelais at the birth

of Pantagruel. I often wondered that Matthews, who borrowed so

many good things from John Ballantyne, allowed this Cobbler, which
was certainly the masteipiece, to escape him.

Scott himself had probably exceeded that evening the three glasses
of wine sanctioned by his Sangrados.

"
I never," said Constable,

" had found him so disposed to be communicative about what he
meant to do. Thoucrh he had had a return of his illness but the day
before, he continued for an hour or more to walk backwards and for-

wards on the o-reen, talking; and lausjhinc?—he told us he was sure he
should make a hit in a Glasgow weaver, whom he w^ould ravel up
vith Bob ; and fairly outshone the Cobbler, in an extempore dialogue
between the bailie and the cateran—something not unlike what the

book gives us as passing in the Glasgow tolbooth."

Mr. Puff might well exult in the "
full and entire success" of this

trip to Abbotsford. His friend had made it a sine qua non in the bar-

gain with Constable, that he should have a third share in the booksell-

er's moiety of the copyright
—and though Johnny had no more trouble

about the publishing or selling of Rob Roy than his own Cobbler of

lielso, this stipulation had secured him a bonus of £1200, before two

years passed. Moreover, one must admire his adroitness in per-

suading Constable, during their journey back to Edinburgh, to relieve

him of that fraction of his own old stock, with which his unhazardous
share in the new bargain was burdened. Scott's kindness continued

as long as John Ballantyne lived to provide for him a constant succes-

sion of similar advantages at the same easy rate ; and Constable, trom

deference to Scott's wishes, and from his own liking for the humorous

auctioneer, appears to have submitted with hardly a momentary
grudge to this heavy tax on his most important ventures.
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The same week Scott received Southcy's celebrated letter to Mr.

William Smith, M. P. for Norwich. The poet of Keswick had also

forwarded to him somewhat earlier his Pili:;riinnLre to Waterloo, which

piece contains a touching allusion to the ailliclion the author had

recently sustained in the death of a fine boy. Scott's letter on this

occasion was as follows :
—

To Robert Souihty Esq., Keswick.

"
Selkirk, May 9th, 1817.

" My dear Southcy,
" I have been a stranfrcly tiprrlipront correspondent for some months past, more

especially as I have had you rarely out of my thoutrhts, for I think you will hardly
doubt of my sincere sympathy in events which have happened since 1 have written.

I shrd siiioere tears over the Pilp^rimao;e to Waterloo. But in the crucible of hu-

man life, the purest gold is tried by the strongest heat, and I can only hope for the

continuance of your present family blessings to one so well formed to enjoy the

pure happiness they atford. My health has, of late, been very indilferent. 1 was

very nearly succumbing under a violent inflammatory attack, and still feel the

effects of tlie necessary treatment. I believe they took one-third of th(> blood of

my system, and blistered in proportion ; so that both my flesh and my blood have

been In a wofully reduced state. I got out here some weeks since, where, by dint

of the insensible exercise which one takes in the country, I feel myself gathering

strenijtb daily, but am still obliged to observe a severe regimen. It was not to

croak about myself, however, that I took up the pen, but to wish you joy of your

triumphant answer to that coarse- minded William Smith. He deserved all he has

got, and, to say the truth, you do not spare him, and have no cause. His attack

seems to have proceeded from the vulgar insolence of a low mind desirous of at-

tacking genius at disadvantage. It is the ancient and eternal strife of which the

witch speaks in Thalaba, Such a man as he feels he has no alliance with such as

you, and his evil instincts lead him to treat as hostile whatever he cannot compre-
hend. I met Smith once during his stay in Edinburgh,* and had, what I seldom

have with any one in society, a high (piarrel with him. His mode of travelling

had been from one gentleman's seat to another, abusing the well-known hospitality

of the Highland lairds by taking possession of their houses, even during their

absence, domineering in them when they were present, and not only eating the

dinner of to-day, but requiring that the dinner of to-morrow should also be made

ready and carried forward with him, to save the expense of inns. All this was no

business of mine, but when, in the middle of a company consisting of those to

whom he had owed his hospitality, he abused the country, of which he knew little

the language, of which he knew nothing—and the people, who have their faults,

but are a much more harmless, moral, and at the same time high-spirited popula-
tion than, I venture to say, he ever lived amongst—I thought it was really too bad,

and so e'en took up the debate, and gave it him over the knuckles as smartly as I

could. Your pamphlet, therefore, fed fat my ancient grudge against him as well

as the modern one, for you cannot doubt that my blood boiled at reading the report

of his speech. Enough of this gentleman, who, I think, will not walk out of the

round in a hurry again, to slander the conduct of individuals.
" I am at present writing at our head-court of freeholders—a set of quiet, unpre-

tendinir, but sound-judging country gentlemen, and whose opinions may be very
well taken as a fair specimen of those men of sense and honour, who are not likely

to be dazzled by literary talent, which lies out of their beat, and who, therefore,

cannot be of partial counsel in the cause ; and I never heard an opinion more gene-

rally, and even warmly expressed, than that your triumphant vindication brands

Smith as a slanderer in all time coming. 1 think you may not be displeased to

know this, because what men of keen feelings and literary pursuits must have felt

* Scott's meeting witli this Mr. Smith occurred at the tabic of his friend and colleague.

Hector Macdonaid Buchanan. The company, except Scott and Smith, were all, like their

hospitable landlord, Highlanders.
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cannot be unknown to you, ;uul you may not have the same access to know the

impression made upon the general chiss of society.
"

I have to thank you for the continuation of the History of Brazil—one of your
gigantic labours ; the fruit of a mind so active, yet so patient of labour. I ani not

yet far advanced in the second volume, reserving it usually for my hour's amuse-
ment in tlie evening, as children keep their dainties for himiic bmicke .- i)ut as fir as

I have come, it possesses all the interest of the commencement, though a more
faithless and worthless set than both Dutch and Portuguese I have never read of;
and it requires your knowledge of the springs of human action, and your lively

description of ' hair-breadth 'scapes,' to make one care whether the hog bites the

dog, or the dog bites the hog. Both nations were in rapid declension from their

short-lived age of heroism, and in the act of experiencing all those retrograde
movements which are the natural consequence of selfishness on the one hand, and

bigotry on the other.
" I am glad to see you are turning your mind to the state of the poor. Should

you enter into details on the subject of the best mode of assisting them, I would be

happy to tell you the few observations I have made—not on a very small scale

neither, considering my fortune, for I have kept about thirty of the labourers in my
neighbourhood in constant employment this winter. This I do not call charity,
because they executed some extensive plantations and other works, which 1 could

never have got done so cheaply, and which I always intended one day to do. But
neither was it altogether selfish on my part, because I was putting myself to in-

convenience in incurring the expense of several years at once, and certainly would
not have done so, but to serve mine honest neighbours, who were likely to want
work but for such exertion. From my observation, I am inclined greatly to doubt
the salutary effect of the scheme generally adopted in Edinburgh and elsewhere
for relieving the poor. At Edinburgh, they are employed on public works at so

much a-day—tenpence, I believe, or one shilling, with an advance to those who
have families. This rate is fixed below that of ordinary wages, in order that no

person may be employed but those who really cannot find work elsewhere. But it

is attended with this bad efTect, that the people regard it partly as charity, which is

humiliating,—and partly as an imposition, in taking their labour below its usual

saleable value ; to which many add a third view of the subject
—namely, that this

sort of half-pay is not given them for the purpose of working, but to prevent their

rising in rebellion. None of these misconceptions are favourable to hard labour,
and the consequence is, that I never have seen such a set of idle faineants as those

employed on this system in the public works, and I am sure that, notwithstanding
the very laudable intention of those who subscribed to form the fund, and the yet
more praiseworthy, because more difficult, exertions of those who superintend it,

the issue of the scheme will occasion full as much mischief as good to the people

engaged in it. Private gentlemen, acting on something like a similar system, may
make it answer better, because they have not the lazy dross of a metropolis to con-
tend with—because they have fewer hands to manage—and above all, because an
individual always manages his own concerns better than those of the country can
be managed. Yet all who have employed those who were distressed for want of

work at under wages, have had, less or more, similar comj)laints to make. I think
I have avoided this in mj'^ own case, by inviting the country-people to do piece-
work by the contract. Two things only are necessary

—one is, that the nature of

the work should be such as will admit of its being ascertained, when finished, to

have been substantially executed. All sort of spade-work and hoe-work, with

many other kinds of country labour, tall under this description, and the employer
can hardly be cheated in the execution, if he keeps a reasonable look-out. The
other point is to take care that the undertakers, in their anxiety for employment, do
not take the job too cheap. A little acquaintance with country labour will enable

one to regulate this ; but it is an essential point, for if you do not keep them to

their bargain, it is making a jest of the thing, and forfeiting the very advantage

you have in view—that, namely, of inducing the labourer to bring his heart and

spirit to his work. But this he will do where he has a fair bargain, which is to

prove a good or bad one according to his own exertions. In this case you make
the poor man his own friend, for the profits of his good conduct are all his own.
It is astonishing how partial the people are to this species of contrdct, and how
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dilijrently they labour, acquiring or maintaininfj all the while those habits which
render them honourable and useful members of society. I mention this to you,
because the rich, much to their honour, do not, in ufeneral, require to be so much
stimulated to benevolence, as to be directed in the most useful way to exert it.

"
I have still a word to say about the poor of our own parish of Parnassus. I

have been applied to by a very worthy friend, Mr. Scott of Sinton, in behalf of an
unfortunate Mr. Gilmour, who, it seems, has expended a little fortune in printinor,

upon his own account, poems which, from the sample I saw, seem exactly to answer
the description of Dean iSwifi's country house—

* Too bad for a blossin?, too pood for a curse,
I wish from my soul tlicy were belter or worse."

But you are the dean of our corporation, and, I am informed, take some interest in
this poor rrentleman. If you can point out any way in which I can serve him, I
am sure my inclination is not wantinaf, but it looks like a very hopeless case. 1 bea-

my kindest respects to Mrs. Southey, and ami always sincerely and affectionately
yours,

Walter Scott."

About this time Hogg toolc possession of Altrive Lake, and some
of his friends in Edinburgh set on foot a subscription edition of his

Queen's Wake (at a guinea each copy), in the hope of thus raising a
sum adequate to the storking of the little form. The following letter

alludes to this affair; and also to the death of Frances Lady Douglas,
sister to Duke Henry of Buccleuch, whose early kindness to Scott has
been more than once mentioned.

To the Bight Hoiiourahle Lord Montagu, ^c. ^~c. ^'c.

"
Abbotsford, June 8th, 1817.

" My dear Lord,
"

I am honoured with your letter, and will not fail to take care that the Shepherd
profits by your kind intentions, and those of Lady Montaau. This is a scheme
which I did not devise, for I fear it will end in disappointment, but for which I
have done, and will do all I possibly can. There is an old sayino^ of the seamen's,
«

every man is not born to be a boatswain,' and I think I have heard of men bom
under a sixpenny planet, and doomed never to be worth a g^roat. I fear somethino-
of this vile sixpenny influence had gleamed in at the cottage window when poor
Hogg first came squeaking into the world. All that he made by his original book
he ventured on a flock of sheep to drive into the Highlands to a" farm he had taken
there, but of which he could not get possession, so that all the stock was ruined
and sold to disadvantage. Then he tried another farm, which proved too dear, so
that he fairly broke upon it. Then put forth divers publications, which had little

sale—and brought him accordingly few pence, though some praise. Then came
this Queen's Wake, by which he migrbt and ought to have made from £lOO to £200—for there were, I think, three editions—when lo I his bookseller turned bankrupt,
and paid him never a penny. The Duke has now, with his wonted generosity,
given him a cosie bield, and the object of the present attack upon the public, is to

get if possible as much cash together as will stock it. But no one has loose

guineas now to give to poor poets, and I greatly doubt the scheme succeeding, unless
it is more strongly patronised than can almost be expected. In bookselling matters,
an author must either be the conjuror, who commands the devil, or the witch who
seniles him—and few are they whose situation is sufficiently independent to enable
them to assume the higher character—and this is injurious to the indigent author
in every respect, for not only is he oliliged to turn his pen to every various kind of
composition, and so to injure himself with the' public by writing hastily, and on
subjects unfitted for his genius ; but moreover, those honest gentlemen, the book-
sellers, from a natural association, consider the books as of least value, which they
find they can get at least expense of copy-money, and therefore are proportionally
careless in pushing the sale of the work. Whereas a good round sum out of their
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purse, like a moderate rise of rent on a farm, raisrs the work thus arquirod in their
own eyes, and serves as a spur to make thfin clear away every clianii"!, l)y which

they can discharge their quires upon the puhlic. So much for bookselling, the most
ticklish and unsafe, and hazardous of all professions, scarcely with the exception of

horse-jockey ship.
" You cannot d()u])t the sincere interest I take in Lady Montagu's healtli. I was

very glad to learn from the Duke, that the late melancholy event had produced no

penuanent effect on her constitution, as I know how much her .heart must have
suffered.* I saw our regretted friend for the last time at the Theatre, and made

many schemes to be at 13othwell this next July. But thus the world glides from

us, and those we most love and honour are withdrawn from tiie stage before us. I

know not why it was that among the few for whom I had so much respectful

regard, I never had associated the idea of early deprivation with Lady Douglas.
Her excellent sense, deep information, and the wit which she wielded with so

much good humour, were allied apparently to a healthy constitution which might
have permitted us to enjo)', and be instructed by her society for many years. Dis
aliter visum, and the recollection dwellino- on all the delight which she afforded to

society, and the good which she did in private life, is what now remains to us of

her wit, wisdom, and benevolence. The Duke keeps his usual health, with always
just so much of the gout, however, as would make me wish that he had more—a

kind wish for which I do not observe that he is sufficiently grateful. I hope to

spend a few days at Drumlanrig Castle, when that ancient mansion shall have so

far limited its courtesy as to stand covered in the presence of the wind and rain,

Avhich I believe is not yet the case. I am no friend to ceremony, and like a house
as well when it does not carry its roof en chapeau bras. I heartily wish your
Lordship joy of the new mansion at Ditton, and hope my good stars will permit
me to pay my respects there one day. The discovery of the niches certainly bodes

good luck to the house of Montagu, and as there are three of them, I presume it is

to come three-fold. From the care with which they were concealed, I presume
they had been closed in the days of Cromwell, or a little before, and that the artist

employed (like the General, who told his soldiers to fight bravely against the

Pope, since they were Venetians before they were Christians) had more professional
than religious zeal, and did not even, according to the practice of the time, think

it necessary to sweep away Popery with the besom of destruction.! I am here

on a stolen visit of two days, and find my mansion gradually enlarging. Thanks
to Mr. Atkinson (who found out a practical use for our romantic theory), it pro-
mises to make a comfortable station for offering your Lordship and Lady Montagu
a pilgrim's meal, when you next visit Melrose Abbey, and that without any risk

of your valet (who I recollect is a substantial person) sticking between the wall

of the parlour and the backs of the chairs placed round the table. This literally

befel Sir Harry Macdougal's fat butler, who looked like a ship of the line in the

loch at Bowhill, altogether unlike his master, who could glide wherever a weasel

might make his way. Mr. Atkinson has indeed been more attentive than I can

express, when I consider how valuable his time must be.:}: We are attempting no
castellated conundrums to rival those Lord Napier used to have executed in sugar,
when he was Commissioner, and no cottage neither, but an irregular somewhat—
like an old English hall, in which your squire of i£500 a-year used to drink his ale

in days of yore.
•' I am making considerable plantations (that is considering), being greatly

encouraged by the progress of those I formerly laid out. Read the veracious Gul-

*
Lady Montagu was the daughter of the late Lord Douglas by his first marriage with

Lady Lucy Grahame, daughter of the second Duke of Montrose.

t Lord Montagu's house at Ditton Park, near Windsor, had recently been destroyed by
fire—and the ruins revealed some niches with antique candlesticks, &c., belonging to a

domestic chapel that had been converted to other purposes from the time, I believe, of

Henry VIII.

t Mr. Atkinson, of St. John's Wood, was the architect of Lord Montagu's new man-
sion at Ditton, as well as the artist ultimately employed ia arranging Scott's interior at

Abbotsford.
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liver's account of the Windsor Forest of Lilliput, and you will have some idea of
the solemn gloom of mv Druid shades.

Your Lordship's truly faithful

Walter Scott.

'• This is the 8th of June, and not an ash tree in leaf yet. The country cruelly
backwArd. and whole fields destroyed by the grub. I dread this next season."

CHAPTER III.

EXCURSION TO THE LENNOX—GLASGOW—AND DRUMLANRIG-PURCHASE OF
TOFTFrELD-ESTABLISlLMENT OF THE FERGUSON FAMILY AT HUNTLY BURN
— LINES WRITTEN IN ILLNESS- VISITS OF WASHINGTON IRVING — LADY
BYRON—AND SIR DAVID WILKIE—PROGRESS OF THE BUILDING AT ABBOTS-
FORD—LETTERS TO MORRITT—TERRY, &c.—CONCLUSION OF ROB ROY. — 1817.

During the summer term of 1817, Scott seems to have laboured

chiefly on his History of 1815, for the Register, which was pubHshed
in August ; but he also found time to draw up the Introduction for a

richly embellished quarto, entitled "Border Antiquities,"' which came
out a month later. This valuable essay, containing large additions to

the information previously embodied in the jMinstrelsy, has been in-

cluded in the late collection of his Miscellaneous Prose, and has thus

obtained a circulation not to be expected for it in the original costly
form.

Upon the rising of the Court in July, he made an excursion to the

Lennox, chiefly that he might visit a cave at the head of Loch Lo-

mond, said to have been a favourite retreat of his hero, Rob Roy. He
was accompanied to the seat of his friend, Mr. Macdonald Buchanan,

by Captain Adam Ferguson
—the long Linton of the days of his ap-

prenticeship ; and thence to Glasgow, where, under the auspices of
a kind and intelligent acquaintance, Mr. John Smith, bookseller, he

refreshed his recollection of the noble cathedral, and other localities

of the birth-place of Bailie Jarvie. Mr. Smith took care also to show
the tourists the most remarkable novelties in the great manufacturing
establishments of his flourishing city; and he remembers particularly
the delight which Scott expressed on seeing the process of singeing
muslin—that is, of divesting the finished web of all superficial knots

and irregularities, by passing it, with the rapidity of lightning, over a

rolling bar of red-hot iron. " The man that imagined this," said Scott,
" was the Shakspeare of the Wahsters—

'

Things out of hope are compass'd oft with vent'ring.'
"

The ibllowing note indicates the next stages of liis progress :
—

To his Grace the Duke of Buccleuch, Drumlanrig Castle.

"
Sanquhar, 2 o'clock, July 30, 1817.

" From Ross, where the clouds on Ben-Lomond arc sleeping
—

From Greenock, where Clyde to the Ocean is sweeping
—

From Largs, where the Scotch gave the Northmen a drilling
—

From Ardrossan, whose harbour cost many a shilling
—
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From Old Cumnock, where beds arc as hard as a plank, sir—
From a chop and i^rcen pease, and ;i thicken in Sjnquhar,
This eve, please tiie Fates, at Drumlanrig we anchor.

\V. S."

The Poet and Captain Ferguson rennaincd a week at Drumlanrig,
and thence repaired together to Abbotsford. By this time, the founda-

tions of that part of the existing house, which extends from the hall

westwards to the original court-yard, liad been laid ; and Scott ncAv

found a new source of constant occupation in watching the proceed-

ings of his masons. He had, moreover, no lack of employment fur-

ther a-field,
—for he was now negotiating with another neighbouring

landowner for the purchase of an addition, of more consequence than

any he had hitherto made to his estate. In the course of the autumn
he concluded this matter, and became, for the price of £10,000, pro-

prietor of the lands of Tuftfield,* on which there had recently been
erected a substantial mansion-house, fitted, in all points, for the accom-
modation of a genteel family. This circumstance ofiered a temptation
which much quickened Scott's zeal for completing his arrangement.
The venerable Professor Ferguson had died a year before ; Captain
Adam Ferguson was at home on half-pay ; and Scott now saw the

means of securing for himself, henceforth, the immediate neighbour-
hood of the companion of his youth, and his amiable sisters. Fergu-
son, who had written, from the lines of Torres Vedras, his hopes of

finding, when the war should be over, some sheltering cottage upon
the Tweed, within a walk of Abbotsford, was delighted to see his

dreams realized ; and the family took up their residence next spring
at the new house of Toftfield, on which Scott then bestowed, at the

ladies' request, the name of Huntly Burn:— this more harmonious

designation being taken from the mountain brook which passes through
its grounds and garden,

—the same famous in tradition as the scene of

Thomas the Rhymer's interview with the Queen of Fairy. The

upper part of the Rhymers Glen, through which this brook finds its

way from the Cauldshiels Loch to Toftfield, had been included in a

previous purchase. He was now master of all these haunts of " True

Thomas," and of the whole ground of the battle of Melrose from

Skirmish-Field to Turn-again. His enjoyment of the new ten'itories

was, however, interrupted by various returns of his cramp, and the

depression of spirit which always attended, in his case, the use of

opium,
—the only medicine that seemed to have power over the disease.

It was while struggling with such languor, on one lovely evening
of this autumn, that he composed the following beautiful verses. They
mark the very spot of their birth,

—
namely, the then naked height

overhanging the northern side of the Cauldshiels Loch, from which

Melrose Abbey to the eastward, and the hills of Ettrick and Yarrow
to the west, are now visible over a wide range of rich woodland,—
all the work of the poet's hand:—
*On complctinor this purchase, Scott writes to John Ballantyne:

—" Dear John,— I

have closed with U.-;hcr for his beautiful patrimony, which makes me a g-reat laird. I am
afraid the people will take me up for coining-. Indeed, these novels, while their attractions

last, are somethincr like it. I arn. very glad of your good prospects. Still, I cry, Pru-

dence ! Prudence .'
—Yours truly,

" • °'

Vol. II. G 5
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"The Piin upon the Weirdl.iw Hill,

In Ettrick's vale, is sinking swoct ;

The weslland wind is hush and still—
The lake lies slecpinfj at my feet.

Yet not the landscape to mine eye
Bears those brijjlit hues that once it bore ;

Though evening, with her richest dye,
Flames o'er the hills of Eltrick's shore.

" With listless look along^ the plain
I sec Tweed's silver current glide,

And coldly mark the holy fane

Of Melrose rise in ruin'd pride.

The quiet lake, the balmy air.

The hill, the stream, the tower, the tree,—
Are they still such as once they were.

Or is the dreary change in me ?

" Alas ! the warp'd and broken board.

How can it bear the painter's dye !

The harp of strain'd and tuneless chord,
How to the minstrel's skill reply !

To aching eyes each landscape lowers.

To feverish pulse each gale blows chill ;

And Araby's or Eden's bowers

Wore barren as this moorland hill."

He acain alludes to his illness in a letter to Mr. Morritt :
—

To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., Rokehy.
"
Abbotsford, Aug. 11, 1817.

" My dear Morritt,
" I am arrived from a little tour in the west of Scotland, and had hoped, in

compliance with your kind wish, to have indulored myself with a skip over the Bor-

der as far as Rokeby, about the end of this month. But my fate denies me this

pleasure ; for, in consequence of one or two blunders, during my absence, in exe-

cuting my new premises, I perceive the necessity of remaining at the helm while

they are going on. Our masons, though excellent workmen, are too little accus-

tomed to the gimcracks of their art, to be trusted with the execution of a bravura

plan, without constant inspection. Besides, the said labourers lay me under the

necessity of labouring a little myself; and I find I can no longer with impunity un-

dertake to make one week's hard work supply the omissions of a fortnight's idle-

ness. Like you, I have abridged my creature-comforts—as Old Mortality would

call them—renouncing beer and ale on all ordinary occasions ; also pastry, fruit,

&c., and all that tends to acidity. These are awkward warnings; but sat est vi'x-

isse. To have lived respected and regarded by some of the best men in our age, is

enough for an individual like me; the rest must be as God wills, and when he

wills.
" The poor laws into which you have ventured for the love of the country, form a

sad quagmire. They are like John Bunyan's Slough of Despond, into which, as

he obsen-es, millions of cart-loads of good resolutions have been thrown, without

perceptibly mending the way. From what you say, and from what I have heard

from others, there is a very natural desire to trust to one or two empirical remedies,

such as general systems of education, and so forth. But a man with a broken con-

stitution might as well put faith in Spilsbury or Godbold. It is not the knowledge,
but the use which is made of it, that is productive of real benefit. To say that the

Scottish peasant is less likely than the Englishman to become an incumbrance on

his parish, is saying, in other words, that this country is less populous,
—that there

are fewer villages and towns,—that the agricultural classes, from the landed pro-

prietor down to the cottager, are individually more knit and cemented together;—
above all, that the Scotch peasant has harder habits of life, and can endure from

his infancy a worse fare and lodging than your parish alms-houses otfer. There is
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a terrible evil in England to which we are strangers,
—the number, to wit, nf tip-

pling houses, where the labourer, as a matter of course, spends the overplus of his
earninn^s. In Scotland there are few ;

and the Justices are conimendably inexnra-
ble in rejecting all application for licenses where there appears no public necossitv
for grantingr them. A man, thejefore, cannot easily spend much money in liquor
since he must walk three or four miles to the place of suction and back an-ain

which infers a sort of malice prepeme of which few are capable; and the habitual

opportunity of indul<rence not being at hand, the habits of intemperance, and of
waste connected with it, are not acquired. If financiers would admit a general limi-
tation of the ale-houses over England to one-fourth of the number, I am convinced

you would find the money spent in that manner would remain with the peasant, as
a source of self-support and iiid(>pendenoe. All this applies chiefly to the country;
in towns, and in the manufacturing districts, the evil could hardly be diminished by
such regulations. There would, perhaps, be no means so effectual as that (which
will never be listened to) of taxing the manufacturers according to the number of
hands which they employ on an average, and applying the produce in maintaining
the manufacturing poor. If it should be alleged that this would injure the manu-
facturers, I would boldly reply,

—' And why not injure, or rather limit, speculations,
the excessive stretch of which has been productive of so much damage to the prin-

ciples of the country, and to the population, whom it has, in so many respects, de-

graded and demoralized ]' For a great many years, manufactures, taken in a gene-
ral point of view, have not partaken of the character of a regular profession, in

which all who engaged with honest industry and a suflicient capital might reason-

ably expect returns proportional to their advances and labour—but have, on the con-

trary, rather resembled a lottery, in which the great majority of the adventurers are
sure to be losers, although some may draw considerable advantage. Men continued
for a great many years to exert themselves, and to pay extravagant wages, not in

hopes that there could be a reasonable prospect of an orderly and regular demand
for the goods they wrought up, but in order that they might be the first to take ad-

vantage of some casual opening which might consume their cargo, let others shift

as they could. Hence extravagant wages on some occasions ; for these adventu-
rers who thus played at hit or miss, stood on no scruples while the chance of suc-
cess remained open. Hence, also, the stoppage of work, and the discharge of the

workmen, when the speculators failed of their object. All this while the country
was the sufferer ;

—for whoever gained, the result, being upon the whole a loss, fell

on the nation, together with the task of maintaining a poor, rendered effeminate and
vicious by over-wages and over-living, and necessarily cast loose upon society. I

cannot but think that the necessity of making some fund before-hand, for the provi-
sion of those whom they debauch, and render only fit for the alms-house, in prose-
cution of their own adventures, though it operated as a check on the increase of

manufactures, would be a measure just in itself, and beneficial to the community.
But it would never be listened to ;

—the weaver's beam, and the sons of Zeruiah,
w^ould be too many for the proposers." This is the eleventh of August ; Walter, happier than he will ever be again,

perhaps, is preparing for the moors. He has a better dog than Trout, and rather

less active. Mrs. Scott and all our family send kind love. Yours ever,
W. S."

Two or three days after this letter was written, Scott first saw

Washington Irving, who has recorded his visit in a dehghtful essay,

w^iich, however, having been penned nearly twenty years afterwards,

betrays a good many shps of memory as to names and dates. Mr.

Irving says lie arrived at Abbotsford on the 27th of August 1816 ;
but

he describes the walls of the new house as already overtopping the

old cottage ; and this is far from being the only circumstance he men-
tions which proves that he should have written 1817.* The picture

* I have before me two letters of Mr. Irving's to Scott, both written in September 1817,

from Edinburgh, and referring to his visit (which certainly was his only one at Abbots-
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which my amiable friend has drawn of his reception, shows to all

who rcnienibcr the Scott and the Abbotsford of those days, how con-

sistent accuracy as to essentials may be with forgctfulness of trifles.

Scott had received "the History of New York by Knickerbocker,"
shortly after its ap]iearance in ISTJ. from an accomplished American
traveller, JNlr. Brevoort ; and the admirable humour of this earlvwork
had led him to anticipate the brilliant career which its author has

since run. JMr. Thomas Campbell being no stranger to Scott's high
estimation of Irving's genius, gave him a letter of introduction, which,

halting his chaise on the high-road above Abbotsford, he modestly
sent down to the house " with a card, on which he had written, that

he was on his way to the ruins of Melrose, and wished to know
whether it would be agreeable to Mr. Scott to receive a visit froin him
in the course of the morning." Scott's family well remember the

delight with which he received this announcement—he was at break-

fast, and sallied forth instantly, dogs and children after him as usual,

to greet the guest, and conduct him in person from the highway to the

door.

"Tlip noise of my chaise," says Irving', '-'had disturbed fhe'H^uiet of the estab-

lishment. Out sallied the warder of the castle, a black (rreyhouiid, and leaping
on one of the blocks of stone, began a furious barking. This alarm brought out

the whole garrison of dogs, all open-mouthed and vociferous. In a little while, the

lord of the castle himself made his appearance. I knew him at once, by the like-

nesses that had been published of him. He came limping uj) the gravel walk,

aiding himself by a stout walking-staff, but moving rapidly and with vigour. By
his side jogged along a large iron-grey staghound, of most grave demeanour, who
took no part in the clamour of the canine rabble, but seemed to consider himself

bound, for the dignity of the house, to give me a courteous reception.
'' Before Scott reached the gate, he called out in a hearty tone, welcoming me to

Abbotsford, and asking news of Campbell. Arrived at the door of the chaise, he

grasped me warmly by the hand :
' Come, drive down, drive down to the house,'

said he ;
'

ye're just in time for breakfast, and afterwards ye shall see all the wonders
of the Abbey.'

" I would have excused myself on the plea of having already made my break-

fast. '

Hut, man,' cried he,
' a ride in the morning in the keen air of the Scotch

hills is warrant enough for a second breakfast.'
"

I was accordingly whirled to the portal of the cottage, and in a few moments
found myself seated at the breakfast-table. There was no one present but the

family, which consisted of Mrs. Scott; her eldest daughter, Sophia, then a fine girl
about seventeen ; JNIiss Ann Scott, two or three }'ears younger ; Walter, a well-

grown stripling; and Charles, a lively boy, eleven or twelve years of age.
"I soon felt myself quite at home, and my heart in a glow, with the cordial wel-

come I experienced. I had thought to make a mere morning visit, but found I was
not to be let otf so lightly.

' You must not think our neighbourhood is to be read

in a morning like a newspaper,' said Scott ;

'
it takes several days of study for an

observant traveller, that has a relish for auld-world trumpery. After breaklast you
shall make your visit to Melrose Abbey ; I shall not be able to accompany you, as

I have some household affairs to attciul to ; but I will put you in charge of my son

Charles, who is very learned in all things touching the old ruin and the neighbour-
hood it stands in ; and he, and my friend Joiinnie Bower, will tell you the whole
truth about it, with a great deal more that you are not called upon to believe, unless

ford) as immediately preceding'. There is also in my hands a letter from Scott to his friend

John Ricliardson, of Fludyor Street, dated 22d September, 1817, in which he says, "When
you see Tom Campbell, tell him, with my best love, that I have to thank him for making
me known to Mr. Washinfrton Irving, who is one of the best and pleasuntest acquaintances
I have made this many a day."



WASHINGTON IRVING— 1817. 53

you be a tnie and nothing'-doubtinsT antiquaryr. When you come back, I '11 take you
To-morrow we will l.ik(^ a lorjk at ilie

out on a ramble about the neighl)ourhood. i.j-.i....i.j.v v>i^ ^m uiki- u lorm ai me
Yarrow, and the next day we will drive over to Dryburcrh Abbey, which is a fine
old ruin, well worth your seeinor.'—In a word, before Scott had got through with
his plan, I found myself committed for a visit of several days, and it seemed as if

a little realm of romance was suddenly open before me."

After breakfast, while Scott, no doubt, wrote a chapter of Rob Roy,
Mr. Irving, under young Charles's guidance, saw Melrose Abbey, and
Johnnie Bower the elder, whose son long since inherited his oHice as

showman of the ruins, and all his enthusiasm about them and their

poet. The senior on this occasion " was loud in his praises of the

affability of Scott. ' He'll come here sometimes,' said he,
' with great

folks in his company, and the first Til know of it is hearing his voice

calhng out Johnny !
—

Johnny Bower !
—and when I go out I'm sure to

be greeted with a joke or a pleasant word. He'll stand and crack an'

laugh wi' me just like an auld wife,—and to think that of a man that

has such an airfii' knojchdge 0' histnri/!^"
On his return from the Abbey, Irving found Scott ready for a ram-

ble. I cannot reiuse myself the pleasure of extracting some parts of

his description of it.

" As we sallied forth, every dog in tlie establishment turned out to attend us.

There was the old staghound, Maida, that I have already mentioned, a noble animal,
and Hamlet, the black greyhound, a wild thoughtless youngster, not yet arrived at

the years of discretion ; and Finette, a beautiful setter, with soft, silken hair, long
pendent ears, and a mild eye, the parlour favourite. When in front of the house,
we were joined by a superannuated greyhound, who came from the kitchen wagging
his tail ; and was cheered by Scott as an old friend and comrade. In our walks,
he would frequently pause in conversation, to notice his dogs, and speak to them
as if rational companions; and, indeed, there appears to be a vast deal of rationality
in these faithful attendants on man, derived from their close intimacy with him.
Maida deported himself with a gravity becoming his age and size, and seemed to

consider himself called upon to preserve a great degree of dignity and decorum in

our society. As he jogged along a little distance ahead of us, the young dogs
would gambol about him, leap on his neck, worry at his ears, and endeavour to

tease him into a gambol. The old dog would keep on for a long time with imper-
turbable solemnity, now and then seeming to rebuke the wantonness of his young
companions. At length he would make a sudden turn, seize one of them, and
tumble him in the dust, then giving a glance at us, as much as to say,

' You see,

gentlemen, I can't help giving way to this nonsense,' would resume his gravity,
and jog on as before. Scott amused himself with these peculiarities.

' I make no

doubt,' said he,
' when Maida is alone with these young dogs, he throws gravity

aside, and plaj's the boy as much as any of them ; but he is ashamed to do so in

our company, and seems to say—Ha' done with your nonsense, youngsters : what
will the laird and that other gentleman think of me if I give way to such foolery T"

" Scott amused himself with the peculiarities of another of his dogs, a little

shamefaced terrier, with large glassy e)'es, one of the most sensitive little bodies

to insult and indignity in the world. ' If ever he whipped him,' he said,
' the little

fellow would sneak off and hide himself from the light of day in a lumber garret,
from whence there was no drawing him forth but by the sound of the chopping-
knife, as if chopping up his victuals, when he would steal forth with humiliated

and downcast look, but would skulk away again if any one regarded him.'
" While we were discussing the humours and peculiarities of our canine com-

panions, some object provoked their spleen, and produced a sharp and petulant

barking from the smaller fry; but it was some time before Maida was sufficiently

roused to ramp forward two or three bounds, and join the chorus with a deep-
mouthed bow wow. It was but a transient outbreak, and he returned instantly,

wagging his tail, and looking up dubiously in his master's face, uncertain whether

5*
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he would receive censure or applause.
'

Ay, ay, old boy !' cried Scott,
'

you have
done wonders; you liave shaken the Eildon hills with your roaring: you may now

lay by your artilK'ry for tlie rest of the day. Maida,' continued he,
'
is like the

great gTjn at Constantinople ; it takes so lonrr to get it ready, that the smaller guns
can fire off a dozen times first : but when it does go off, it plays the very devil !'

" These simple anecdotes may serve to show the delightful play of Scott's humours
and feelings in private life. His domestic animals were his friends. Every thing
about him seemed to rejoice in tlie light of his countenance.

" Our ramble took us on the hills commanding an extensive prospect. 'Now,'
said Scott,

'
I have brought you, like the pilgrim in the Pilgrim's Progress, to the

top of tlie Delectable Mountains, that I may show you all the goodly regions here-

abouts. Yonder is Lammcrniuir, and Smailholme ; and there you have Galashiels,

and Torwoodlee, and Gala Water ;
and in that direction you see Teviotdale and

the Braes of Yarrow, and Ettrick stream winding along like a silver thread, to

throw itself into the Tweed.' He went on thus to call over names celebrated in

Scottish song, and most of which had recently received a romantic interest from

his own pen. In fact, I saw a great part of the Border country spread out before

me, and could trace the scenes of those poems and romances which had in a man-
ner bewitched the world.

" I gazed about me for a time with mute surprise, I may almost say, with dis-

appointment, I beheld a mere succession of grey waving hills, line beyond line,

as far as my eye could reach, monotonous in their aspect, and so destitute of trees,

that one could almost see a stout fly walking along their profile ; and the far-famed

Tweed appeared a naked stream, flowing between bare hills, without a tree or

thicket on its banks ; and yet such had been the magic web of poetry and romance

thrown over tiie whole, that it had a greater charm for me than the richest scenery
I had beheld in England. I could not help giving utterance to my thoughts. Scott

hummed for a moment to himself, and looked grave ; he had no idea of having his

muse complimented at the expense of his native hills. ' It may be pertinacity,'

said he at length ;

' but to my eye, these grey hills, and all this wild^border coun-

trj', have beauties peculiar to themselves. I like the very nakedness of the land ;

it has something bold, and stern, and solitary about it. When I have been for some
time in the rich scenery about Edinburgh, which is like ornamented garden land, I

begin to wish myself back again among my own honest" grey hills ; and if I did

not see the heather, at least once a-3-ear, I think I should die!'' The last words were

said with an honest warmth, accompanied by a thump on the ground with his staff,

by way of emphasis, that showed his heart was in his speech. He vindicated the

Tweed, too, as a beautiful stream in itself; and observed, that he did not dislike it

for being bare of trees, probably from having been much of an angler in his time ;

and an angler does not like to have a stream overhung by trees, which embarrass

him in the exercise of his rod and line.

" I took occasion to plead, in like manner, the associations of early life for my
disappointment in respect to the surrounding scenery. I had been so accustomed

to see hills crowned with forests, and streams breaking their way through a wilder-

ness of trees, that all my ideas of romantic landscape were apt to be well wooded.
'

Ay, and that's the great charm of your country,' cried Scott. ' You love the

forest as I do the heather ;
but I would not have you think I do not feel the glory

of a great woodland prospect. There is nothing I should like more than to be in

the midst of one of your grand wild original forests, with the idea of hundreds of

miles of untrodden forests around me. I once saw at Leith an immense stick of

timber, just landed from America. It must have been an enormous tree when it

stood in its native soil, at its full height, and with all its branches. I gazed at it

with admiration ; it seemed like one of the gigantic obelisks which are now and

then brought from Egj-pt to shame the pigmy monuments of Europe; and, in fact,

these vast" aboriginal trees, that have sheltered the Indians before the intrusion of

the white men, are the monuments and antiquities of your country.'
" The conversation here turned upon Campbell's poem of Gertrude of Wyoming,

as illustrative of the poetic materials furnished by American scenery. Scott cited

several passages of it with great delight.
' What a pit)- it is,' said he,

' that Camp-
bell does not write more, and oftener, and give full sweep to his genius ! He has

wings that would bear him to the skies ;
and he does, now and then, spread them
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grandly, but folds them up ag-ain, and resumes his perch, as if he was afraid to
launch away. What a grand idea is that,' said he,

' about prophetic bodimr, or in
common parlance, second sight

—
'

Coming events cast tlicir shadows before I'—
The fact is,' added he,

'

Campbell is, in a manner, a bugbear to himself. The bright-
ness of his early success is a detriment to all his further efforts. He is afraid of the

shadow f/ial his ownfame casts
before

hirti.^

" We had not walked much farther, before we saw the two Miss Scotts advancing
along the hill-side to meet us. The morning's studies being over, they had set off

to take a ramble on the hills, and gather heather blossoms with which to decorate
their hair for dinner. As they came bounding lightly like young fawns, and their

dresses fluttering in the pure summer breeze, I was reminded of Scott's own descrip-
tion of his children, in his introduction to one of the cantos of Marmion :—

' My imps, though hardy, bold, and wild,
As best befits the mountain cliild,' &-c.

As they approached, the dogs all sprang forward, and gambolled around them. They
joined us witli countenances full of healtii and glee. Sopiiia, the eldest, was the

most lively and joyous, having much of her father's varied spirit in conversation,
and seeming to catch excitement from his words and looks ; Ann was of a quieter
mood, rather silent, owing, in some measure, no doubt, to her being some years

younger."

Having often, many years afterwards, heard Irving speak warmly
of William Laidlaw, I must not omit the following passage :

—
" One of my pleasantest rambles with Scott about the neighbourhood of Abbots-

ford, was taken in company with Mr. William Laidlaw, the steward of his estate.

This was a gentleman for whom Scott entertained a particular value. He had been
born to a competency, had been well educated, his mind was richly stored with
varied information, and he was a man of sterling moral worth. Having been
reduced by misfortune, Scott had got him to take charge of his estate. He lived at

a small farm, on the hillside above Abbotsford, and was treated by Scott as a
cherished and confidential friend, rather than a dependant.

" That day at dinner we had Mr. Laidlaw and his wife, and a female friend, who
accompanied them. The latter was a very intelligent respectable person, about the

middle age, and was treated with particular attention and courtesy by Scott. Our
dinner was a most agreeable one, for the guests were evidently cherished visiters

to the house, and felt that they were appreciated. When they were gone, Scott

spoke of them in the most cordial manner. ' I wished to show you,' said he,
' some of our really excellent, plain Scotch people : not fine gentlemen and ladies,
for such you can meet everywhere, and they are everywhere the same. The cha-
racter of a nation is not to be learnt from its fine folks.' He then went on with a

particular eulogium on the lady who had accompanied the Laidlaws. She was the

daughter, he said, of a poor country clergyman, who had died in debt, and left her

an orphan and destitute. Having had a good plain education, she immediately set

up a child's school, and had soon a numerous flock under her care, by which she
earned a decent maintenance. That, however, was not her main object. Her first

care was to pay off her father's debts, that no ill word or ill will might rest upon his

memory. This, by dint of Scotch economy, backed by filial reverence and pride,
she accomplished, though in the effort she subjected herself to every privation. Not
content with this, she in certain instances refused to take pay for the tuition of the

children of some of her neighbours, who had befriended her father in his need, and
had since fallen into poverty.

' In a word,' added Scott,
' she's a fine old Scotch

girl, and I delio-ht in her more than in many a fine lady I have known, and I have

known many of the finest.'

"The evening passed away delightfully in a quaint-looking apartment, half

study, half drawing-room. Scott read several passages from the old romance of

Arthur, with a fine deep sonorous voice, and a gravity of tone that seemed to suit

the antiquated black-letter volume. It was a rich treat to hear such a work read by
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such a person, and in such a place ; and his appearance, as he sat reading, in a large

arm-chair, with his favourite hound Maida at his feet, and snrrounded by books and

reliques, and Border trophies, would have formed an admirable and most character-

istic picture. When I retired for the night, I found it almost impossible to sleep :

the idea of being under the roof of Scott ; of being on the Borders of the Tweed ; in

the very centre of that region which had, for some time past, been the favourite

scene of romantic fiction ; and, above all, the recollections of the ramble I had taken,

the company in which I had taken it, and the conversation which had passed, all

fermented in my mind, and nearly drove sleep from my pillow.
" On the following morning the sun darted his beams from over the hills through

the low lattice of my window. I rose at an early hour, and looked out between the

branches of eglantine which overhung the casement. To my surprise, Scott was

already up, and forth, seated on a fragment of stone, and chatting with the workmen

employed in the new building. I had supposed, after the time he had wasted upon
me yesterday, he would be closely occupied this morning: but he appeared like a

man of leisure, who had nothing to do but bask in the sunshine, and amuse himself.

I soon dressed myself and joined him. He talked about his proposed plans of Ab-
botsford : happy would it have been for him could he have contented himself with

his delightful little vine-covered cottage, and the simple, yet hearty and hospitable,

style in which he lived at the time of my visit !"

Among other visiters ^vho succeeded the distinguished American
that autumn were Lady Byron, the wife of the poet, and the great
artist, Mr., now Sir David Wilkie, who then executed for Captain

Fergtison that pleasing Httle picture, in which Scott and his family are

represented as a group of peasants, while the gallant soldier himself

figures by them in the character of a gamekeeper, or perhaps poacher.
Mr. Irving has given, in the little work from which I have quoted so

liberally, an amusing account of the delicate scruples of Wilkie about

sohciting Scott to devote a morning to the requisite sitting, until, after

lingering for several days, he at length became satisfied that, by what-
ever magic his host might contrive to keep Ballantyne's presses in full

play, he had always abundance of leisure for matters less important than

Ferguson's destined heirloom. I shall now, however, return to his cor-

respondence ; and begin with a letter to Joanna Baillie on Lady Byron's
\'isiL

To Miss Joanna Baillie, Hampstead.
"
Abbotsford, Sept. 26, 1817.

" My dear Miss Baillie,
" A series of little trinkety sort of business, and occupation, and idleness,

have succeeded to each other so closely that I have been scarce able, for some three
weeks past, to call my time my own for half an hour together ; but enough of apo-
logies

—
they are vile things, and I know you will impute my negligence to any thing

rather than forgetting or undervaluinof your friendship. You know, by this time,
that we have had a visit from Lady Byron, delightful both on its own account, and
because it was accompanied with good news and a letter from you. I regret we
could not keep her longer than a day with us, which was spent on the banks of the
"i arrow, and I hope and believe she was pleased with us, because I am sure she
will be so with every thing that is intended to please her : meantime her visit gave
me a most lawyer-like fit of the bile. I have lived too long to be surprised at any
instance of human caprice, but still it vexes me. Now, one would suppose Lady
Byron, young, beautiful, with birth, and rank, and fortune, and taste, and high
accomplishments, and admirable good sense, qualified to have made happy one
whose talents are so high as Lord Byron's, and whose marked propensity it is to

like those who are qualified to admire and understand his talents ; and yet it has

proved otherwise. I can safely say, my heart ached for her all the time we were

together ; there was so much patience and decent resignation to a situation which
must have pressed on her thoughts, that she was to me one of the most interesting
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creatures I had seen for a score of years. I am sure I should not have felt snrh
strong kindness towards her had she been at the height of her fortune, and in "he
full enjoyment of all the brilliant prospects to which she seemed destined V, n
will wish to hear of my complaint. I think, thank God, that it is leavincr me—not
suddenly, however, for I have had some repetitions, but they have become fainit-r
and fainter, and I have not been disturbed by one for these three weeks. I trust by
care and attention, my stomach will return to its usual tone, and I amas careful as
I can. I have taken hard exercise with good effect, and am often six hours on foot
without stopping or sitting down, to which my plantations and inclosures contribute
not a little. I have, however, given up the gun this season, finding myself unable
to walk up to the dogs ; but Walter has taken it in hand, and promises to be a first-
rate shot; he brought us in about seven or eight brace of birds the evenino- Lady
Byron came to us, which papa was of course a little proud of. The black cocks
are getting very plenty on our moor ground at Abbotsford, but I associate them so
much with your beautiful poem,* that I have not the pleasure I used to have in

knocking them down. I wish I knew how to send you a brace. I get on with niy
labours here ; ray house is about to be roofed in, and a comical concern it is. Yours
truly,

W. S."

The next letter refers to the Duke of Buccleuch's preparations for
a cattle-show at Bowhill, which was followed by an entertainment on
a large scale to his Grace's Selkirkshire neighbours and tenantry, and
next day by a fox-hunt, after Dandie Dinmont's fashion, among the
rocks of the YaiTow. The Sheriff attended icith his tail on; and
Wilkie, too, went with him. It was there that Sir David first saw
Hogg, and the Shepherd's greeting was graceful. He eyed the great
painter for a moment in silence, and then stretching out his hand, said,— " Thank God for it. I did not know that you were so young a
man !"

To the Duke of Buccleuch, ^c. §'c, ^c. Drumlanrig Castle.

" My dear Lord Duke,
" I am just honoured with your Grace's of the 27th. The posts, which are

as cross as pye-crust, have occasioned some delay. Depend on our attending at

Bowhill on the •20th, and staying over the show. I have written to Adam Fergu-
son, who will come with a whoop and a hollo. So will the Ballantynes

—
flageo-

let]" and all—for the festival, and they shall be housed at Abbotsford. I have an

inimitably good songster in the person of Terence Magrath, who teaches ray girls.
He beats almost all whom I have ever heard attempt Moore's songs, and I can

easily cajole him also out to Abbotsford for a day or two. In jest or earnest, 1

never heard a better singer in a room, though his voice is not quite full enough for

a concert ; and for an after-supper song, he almost equals Irish Johnstone.j:
" Trade of every kind is recovering, and not a loom idle in Glasgow'. The most

faithful respects of this family attend the Ladies and all at Drumlanrig. I ever

am your Grace's truly obliged and grateful
Walter Scott."

* " Good morrow to thy sable beak,
And glossy plumage dark and sleek,

Thy crimson moon, and azure eye,
Cock of tlie heath, so wildly shy I" &c.

t The flageolet alludes to Mr. Alexander Ballantyne, the tliird of the brothers—a fine

musician, and a most amiable and modest man, never connected with Scott in any busi-

ness matters, but always much his favourite in private.

t Mr. Maarrath has now been long established in his native city of Dublin. His musi-

cal excelli nee was by no means the only merit that attached Scott to his society while ho

remained in Edinburgh.

Vol. II. H



58 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

" Given from my Castle of Grawacky,
this second day of the month called

October, One Thousand Eight Hun-
dred and Seventeen Years.

" There is a date nearly as long as the letter.

" I hope we shall attack the foxes at Bowhill. I will hazard Maida."

We have some allusions to this Bowhill party in another letter ; the

first of several which I shall now insert according to their dates, leav-

ing them, with a few marginal notes, to tell out the story of 1817:—
To Daniel Terry, Esq., London.

"
Abbotsford, October 24, 1817.

" Dear Terry,
" Bullock has not gone to Skye, and I am very glad he has not, for to me who

knew the Hebrides well, the attempt seemed very perilous at this season. I have

considerably enlarged my domains since I wrote to you, by the purchase of a

beautiful farm adjacent. The farm-house, which is new and excellent, I have let

to Adam Ferguson and his sisters. We will be within a pleasant walk of each

other, and hope to end our lives, as they began, in each other's society. There is

a beautiful brook, with remnants of natural wood, which would make Toftfield

rival Abbotsford, but for the majestic Tweed. I am in treaty for a field or two
more ; one of which contains the only specimen of a Peel-house, or defensive resi-

dence of a small proprietor, which remains in this neighbourhood. It is an orchard,
in the hamlet of Darnick, to which it gives a most picturesque effect. Blore

admires it very much. We are all well here, but crowded with company. I have
been junketing this week past at Bowhill. Mr. Magrath has been with us these

two or three days, and has seen his ward, Hamlet,* behave most princelike on
Newark Hill and elsewhere. He promises to be a real treasure. Notwithstand-

ing, Mr. Magrath went to Bowhill with me one day, where his vocal talents gave
great pleasure, and I hope will procure him the notice and protection of the Buc-
cleuch family. The Duke says my building engrosses, as a common centre, the

thoughts of Mr. Atkinson and Mr. Bullock, and wishes he could make them equally
anxious in his own behalf. You may believe this flatters me not a little.

U'
" P. S.—I agree with you that the tower will look rather rich for the rest of the

building; yet you may be assured, that with diagonal chimneys and notched

gables, it will have a very fine eifect, and is in Scotch architecture by no means

incompatible. My house has been like a cried fair, and extreme the inconvenience
of having no corner sacred to my own use, and free from intrusion. Ever truly

yours,
W. S."

To the same.

" Abbotsford, 29th October, 1817.
" My dear Terry,

" I enclose a full sketch of the lower story, with accurate measurements of

rooms, casements, door-ways, chimneys, &c. that Mr. Atkinson's good will may
not want means to work upon. I will speak to the subjects of your letter

separately, that I may omit none of them. 1st, I cannot possibly surrender the
window to the west in the

library,-)- although I subscribe to all you urge about it.

Still it is essential in point of light to my old eyes, and the single northern aspect
would not serve me. Above all, it looks into the yard, and enables me to summon

* This fine greyhound, a gift from Terry, had been sent to Scotland under the care of
Mr. M;igrath. Terry had called the dog Marmion, but Scott rechristened him Hamlet, in

honour of his "inky coat."

t Before the second and larger part of the present house of Abbotsford was built, the

small room, subsequently known as the breakfast parlour, was during several years
Scott's sanctum.
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Tom Purdie -without the intervention of a third party. Indeed, as I can have but a
few books about me, it is of the less consequence. 2d]y, I

rosigTi the idea of cnmns
the library to your better judgment, and I think the Stirlfng Heads* will bo
admirably disposed in the glass of the armoury window. 1 have chano-ed my
mind as to having doors on the book-presses, which is, after all, a great bore. No
person will be admitted into my sanctum, and I can have the door locked durincr

my absence. 3dly, I expect Mr. Bullock here every day, and should be glad to have
the drawings for the dining-room wainscot, as he could explain them to the artists

who are to work them. This (always if quite convenient) Avould be the more
desirable, as I must leave this place in a fortnight at farthest—the more's the pity—and, consequently, the risk of blunders will be considerably increased. I should
like if the panneling of the wainscot could admit of a press on each side of the

sideboard. I don't mean a formal press with a high door, but some crypt, or, to

speak vulgarly, cupboard, to put away bottles of wine, &c. You know I am my
own butler, and such accommodation is very convenient. We begin roofing to-

morrow. Wilkie admires the whole as a composition, and that is high authority.
I agree that the fountain shall be out of doors in front of the green-house ; there

may be an inclosure for it with some ornamented mason-work, as in old gardens,
and it will occupy an angle, which I should be puzzled what to do with, for turf

and gravel would be rather meagre, and flowers not easily kept. I have the old

fountain belonging to the Cross of Edinburgh, which flowed with wine at the

coronation of our kings and on other occasions of public rejoicing. I send a

sketch of this venerable relic, connected as it is with a thousand associations. It

is handsome in its forms and proportions
—^a free-stone basin about three feet in

diameter, and five inches and a half in depth, very handsomely hollowed. A piece
has been broken off one edge, but as we have the fragment, it can easily be

restored with cement. There are four openings for pipes in the circumference—
each had been covered with a Gothic masque, now broken oflT and defaced, but

which may be easily restored. Through these the wine had fallen into a larger
and lower reservoir. I intend this for the centre of my fountain. I do not believe

I should save £100 by retaining Mrs. Redford, by the time she was raised, altered,

and beautified, for, like the Highlandman's gun, she wants stock, lock, and barrel

to put her into repair. In the mean time,
' the cabin is convenient.' Yours ever,

W. S."

To Mr. William Laidlaw, Kaeside.
"
Edinburgh, Nor. 15th, 1817.

" Dear Willie,
" I have no intention to let the Whitehaugh without your express approbation,

and I wish you to act as my adviser and representative in these matters. I would

hardly have ventured to purchase so much land without the certainty of your coun-

sel and co-operation On the other side you will find a small ordex on the

banker at Galashiels, to be renewed half-yearly ;
not by way of recompensing your

friendship
' with a load of barren money,' but merely to ease my conscience in

some degree for the time which I must necessarily withdraw from the labour which

is to maintain your family. Believe me, dear Willie, yours truly,
W. Scott."

To the Same,
"
Edinburgh, I9th Nov. 1817.

" Dear Willie,
" I hope you will not quarrel with my last. Believe me that, to a sound-

judging, and philosophical mind this same account of Dr. and Cr., which fills up

so much time in the world, is comparatively of very small value. When you get

rich, unless I thrive in the same proportion, I will request your assistance for less,

for little, or for nothing, as the case may require ; but while I wear my seven-

league boots to stride in triumph over moss and muir, it would be very silly m

» This alludes to certain pieces of painted glass, representing the heads of some of the

old Scotch kings, copied from the carved ceiling of the presence-chamber
m bt.rimg

Castle. There are engravings of them in a work called "Lacunar btrcveUnense.

Edinb. 4to, 1817.
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either of us to let a cheque twice a-year of £25 make a difference between us.

But all this we will talk over when we meet. I meditate one day a coup-de-maitre,

which will make my friend's advice and exertion essential—indeed worthy of much

better remuneration. When you come, I hope you will bring us information of all

my rural proceedings. Though so lately come to town, I still remember, at my
waking hours, that'll can neither see Tom Purdie nor Adam Paterson,* and rise

Avith the mo«e unwillingness. I was unwell on Monday and Tuesday, but am quite

recovered. Yours truly, W. S."

To Thomas Scott, Esq., Paymaster, lOth Regiment, Kingston, Canada.

"
Edinburgh, 13th Dec, 1817.

" My dear Tom,
" I should be happy to attend to your commission about a dominie for your

boy, but I think there will be much risk in yoking yourself with one for three or

four years. You know what sort of black cattle these are, and how difficult it is to

discern their real character, though one may give a guess at their attainments.

When they get good provender in their guts, they are apt to turn out very different

animals from what they were in their original low condition, and get frisky and

troublesome. I have made several inquiries, however, and request to know what

salary you would think reasonable, and also what acquisitions he ought to possess.

There is no combating the feelings which you express for the society of your son,

otherwise I really think that a Scottish education would be highly desirable ; and

should you at any time revert to this plan, you may rely on my bestowing the same

attention upon him as upon my own boys.
" I asnree entirely with you on the necessity of your remaining in the regiment

while it is stationary, and retiring on half-pay when it marches
;
but I cannot so

easily acquiesce in your plan of settling in Canada. On the latter event taking »

place, on the contrary, I think it would be highly advisable that you should return

to your native country. In the course of nature you must soon be possessed of con-

siderable property, now life-rented by our mother, and I should think that even your

present income would secure you comfort and independence here. Should you re-

main in Canada, you must consider your family as settlers in that state, and as I

cannot believe that it will remain very long separated from America, I should almost

think this equal to depriving tliem of the advantages of British subjects
—at least

of those which they might derive from their respectable connexions in this country.
With respect to your son, in particular, I have little doubt that I could be of consi-

derable service to him in almost any line of life he might chance to adopt here, but

could of course have less influence on his fortunes, were he to remain on the Nia-

gara. I certainly feel anxious on this su!)ject, because the settlement of your resi-

dence in America would be saying, in other words, that we two, the last remains

of a family once so numerous, are never more to meet upon this side of time. My
own health is very much broken up by the periodical recurrence of violent cramps
in the stomach, which neither seem disposed to yield to medicine nor to abstinence.

The complaint, the doctors say, is not dangerous in itself, but I cannot look forward

to its continued recurrence, without being certain that it is to break my health, and

anticipate old age in cutting me short. Be it so, my dear Tom—Sat est vixisse—
and I am too much of a philosopher to be anxious about protracted life, which, with
all its infirmities and deprivations, I have never considered as a blessing. In the

years which may be before me, it would be a lively satisfaction to me to have the

pleasure of seeing you in this country, with the prospect of a comfortable settle-

ment. I have but an imperfect account to render of my doings here. I have amused

myself with making an addition to my cottage in the country ; one little apartment
is to he fitted up as an armoury for my old relics and curiosities. On the wicket I

intend to mount your deer''s fuot\
—as an appropriate knocker. I hope the young

* Adam Paterson was the intelligent foreman of the company of masons then employed
at Abbotsford.

+ Thomas Scott liad sent liis brother the horns and feet of a gigantic stag, shot by him
in Canada. The feet were ultimately suspended to bell-cords in the armoury at Abbots-
ford ; and the horns mounted as drinking cups.
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ladies liked their watches, and that all your books, stationary, &c., came safe to
hand. I am told you have several kinds of the oak peculiar "to America. If vou
can send me a few good acorns with the names of the kinds they belono- to, I will
liave them reared with great care and attention. The heaviest and smoothest' acorng
should be selected, as one would wish them, sent from such a distance, to succetjd
which rarely happens unless they are particularly well ripened. I shall be as much
obliged to you as Sancho was to the Duchess, or, to speak more correctly, the
Duchess to Sancho, for a similar favour. Our mother keeps her health surprisingly
well now, nor do I think there is any difference, unless that her deafness is rather
increased. My eldest boy is upwards of six feet high ; therefore born, as Sero-eant
Kite says, to be a great man. I should not like such a rapid growth, but that he
carries strength along with it ; my youngest boy is a very sharp little fellow—and
the girls give us great satisfaction. Ever affectionately yours,

Walter Scott."

The following note is without date. It accompanied, no doubt, the

last proof-sheets of Rob Roy, and was therefore in all probability-
written about ten days before the "S 1st of December, 1817—on which

day the novel was published.

To Mr. James Ballantyne, St. John Street.

" Dear James,

With great joy
I send you Roy.
'Tvvas a toug-h job,
But we're done with Rob.

" I forget if I mentioned Terry in my list of Friends. Pray send me two or three

copies as soon as you can. It were pity to make the Grinder* pay carriage. Yours

ever,
W. S."

The novel had indeed been " a tough job"
—for lightly and airily as

it reads, the author had struggled almost throughout with the pains of

cramp or the lassitude of opium. Calhng on him one day to dun him

for copy, James Ballantyne found him with a clean pen and a blank

sheet before him, and uttered some rather solemn exclamation of sur-

prise.
"
Ay, ay, Jemmy," said he,

"
't is easy for you to bid me get

on, but how the deuce can I make Rob Roy's wife speak with such a

curmurring in my guts ?'

*
They called Daniel Terry among themselves " The Grinder," in double allusion to the

song of Terry the Grinder, aud to some harsh under-notes of their friend's voice.

6
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CHAPTER IV.

ROB KOY PUBnSHED-NEGOTIATION CONCERNING THE SECOND SERIES OF

T\LESOF MY LANDLORD-COMMISSION TO SEARCH FOR THE SCOTTISH RE-

(; \LI \—LETTERS TO THE DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH—MR. CROKER—MR. MOR-

RITT-MR. MURRAY-MR. MATURIN, &c—CORRESPONDENCE ON RURAL

AFFAIRS WITH MR. LAIDLAW—AND ON THE BUILDINGS AT ABBOTSFORD

WITH MR. TERRY—DEATH OF MRS. MURRAY KEITH AND MR. GEORGE BUL-

LOCK. — 1818.

Rob Rov and his wife, Baillie Nicol Jarvie and his house-keeper,

Die A'ernon and Rashleigh Osbaldistone—these boldly drawn and most

happily contrasted personages were welcomed as warmly as the most

fortunate of their predecessors. Constable's resolution to begin with

an edition of 10,000, proved to have been as sagacious as bold; for

within a fortnight a second impression of 3000 was called for ; and

the subsequent sale of this novel has considerably exceeded 40,000

more.

Scott, howeV'Cr, had not waited for this new burst of applausa As

soon as he came within view of the completion of Rob Roy, he de-

sired John Ballantyne to propose to Constable and Co. a second series

of the Tales of My Landlord, to be comprised, like the first, in four

volumes, and ready for publication by "the King's birth-day;" that is,

the 4th of June, 1*818. "I have hungered and thirsted," he wrote,
" to see the end of those shabby borrowings among friends ; they ha-\'e

all been wdped out except the good Duke's £4000—and I will not

sutler either new otfers of land or any thing else to come in the way
of that clearance. I expect that you will be able to arrange this

resurrection of Jedediah, so that £5000 shall be at my order."

Mr. Rigdum used to glory in recounting that he acquitted himself

on this occasion with a species of dexterity not contemplated in his

commission. He knew w^ell how sorely Constable had been wounded

by seeing the first Tales of Jedediah published by Murray and Black-

w^ood—and that the utmost success of Rob Roy would only double

his anxiety to keep them out of the field, when the hint should be dropt
that a second MS. from Gandercleuch might shortly be looked for.

He, therefore, took a convenient opportunity to mention tlie new scheme
as if casually

—so as to give Constable the impression that the author's

purpose was to divide the second series also between his old rival in

Albemarle Street, of whom his jealousy was always most sensitive,

and his neighbour Blackwood, whom, if there had been no other

grudge, the recent conduct and rapidly increasing sale of his Maga-
zine would have been sufficient to make Constable hate him with a

perfect hati'ed. To see not only his old Scots Magazine eclipsed, but

the authority of the Edinburgh Review itself bearded on its own soil

by this juvenile upstart, was to him gall and wormwood ; and, more-

over, he himself iiad come in for his share in some of those grotesque

jeux (Vesprit by which, at this period, Blackwood's young Tory wags
delighted to assail their elders and betters of the Whig persuasion. To



SCOTTISH REGALIA— 1818. ^3

prevent the proprietor of this new journal from acquiring any thinf^
like a hold on the author of Waverley, and thus competing with hiin^
self not only in periodical literature, but in the highest of the time
was an object for which, as John Ballantyne shrewdly guessed, ('on-

stable would have made at that moment almost any sacrifice. When,
therefore, the haughty but trembling bookseller—"The Lord High
Constable" (as he had been dubbed by these jesters)

—
signilicd liis

earnest hope that the second Tales of My Landlord were destined to

come out under the same auspices with Rob Roy, the plenipotentiary
answered with an air of deep regret, that he feared it would be im-

possible for the author to dispose of the work unless to publishers who
should agree to take with it the ichole of the remaining stock of "John

Ballantyne and Co. ;" and Constable, pertinaciously as he had stood out

against any more modest propositions of this nature, was so worked

upon by his jealous feelings, that his resolution at once gave way. He
agreed on the instant to do all that John seemed to shrink from asking—and at one sweep cleared the Augean stable in Hanover street of

unsaleable rubbish to the amount of £5270 ! I am assured by his

surviving partner that when he had finally re-disposed of the stock,

he found himself a loser by fully two-thii'ds of this sum.

Burthened with this heavy condition, the agreement for the sale of

10,000 copies of the embryo series was signed before the end of No-

vember, 1817; and on the 7th of January, 1818, Scott wrote as fol-

lows to his noble friend :
—

To the Duke of Buccleuch, ^c. ^c.

" My dear Lord Duke,
" I have the great pleasure of enclosing the discharged bond which your Grace

stood engaged in for me, and on my account. The accommodation was of the

greatest consequence to me, as it enabled me to retain possession of some valuable

literary propert}^ which I must otherwise have suflered to be sold at a time when
the bookseUers had no money to buy it. My dear Lord, to wish that all your
numerous and extensive acts of kindness may be attended with similar advantages
to the persons whom you oblige, is wishing you what to your mind will be the best

recompense ; and to wisli that they may be felt by all as gratefully as by me, though

you may be careless to hear about that part of the story, is only wishing what is

creditable to human nature. I have this moment your more than kind letter, and

congratulate your Grace that, in one sense of the word, you can be what you never

will be in any other, ambidexter. But I am sorry you took so much trouble, and I

{ear pains besides, to display your new talent. Ever your Grace's truly faithful

Walter Scott."

The closing sentence of this letter refers to a fit of the gout which

had disabled the Duke's right hand, but not cooled his zeal on a sub-

ject which, throughout January, 1818, occupied, I firmly believe

much more of his correspondent's thoughts by day and dreams by

night, than any one, or perhaps than all others, besides. The time now

approaclied when a Commission to examine the Crown-room in the

Castle of Edinburgh, which had sprung from one of Scott's conversa-

tions with the Prince Regent in 1815, was at length to be acted upon.

The minstrel of the "
Rough Clan" had taken care that the nauu> ()t

his chief should stand at the head of the document ;
but tlie Duke's



64 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

now precarious health ultimately prevented him from being present at

the discovery of the long buried and almost forgotten regalia of Scot-

land. The two following letters on this subject are of the same date
—

Edinburgh, 14th January, 1818.

To the Duke of Buccleuch, ^c. ^c. Bowhill.

•' My dear Lord,
" You will hear from the Advocate, that the Commission for opening- the Re-

galia is arrived, and that the Commissioners held their first meeting- )'esterday.

They have named next Wednesday (in case your Grace can attend) for opening the

mysterious chest. So this question will be put to rest for ever.
" I remember among the rebel company which debauched my youth, there was

a drunken old Tory, who used to sing a ballad made about these same regalia at

the time of the Union, in which they were all destined to the basest uses; the

crown, for example,
' To make a can for Brandy Nan
To puke in when she 's tipsy.'

The rest of the song is in a tone of equally pure humour ; the chorus ran—
'
Farewell, thou ancient kina^dom—

Farewell, thou ancient kinj^dom,
Who sold thyself for English pelf

—
Was ever such a thing done V

I hope your Grace feels yourself sufficiently interested in the recovery of these

ancient symbols of national independence, so long worn by your forefathers, and
which were never profiined by the touch of a monarch of a foreign dynasty.

—Here
is fine planting weather. I trust it is as good in the Forest and on Tweed side.

Ever your Grace's truly faithful

Walter Scott."

To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., Rokeby.
" Dear Morritt,

" Our fat friend has remembered a petition which I put up to him, and has

granted a Commission to the Officers of State and others (my unworthy self inclu-

ded)—which trusty and well-beloved persons are to institute a search after the

Regalia of Scotland. There has an odd mystery hung about the fate of these royal

symbols of national independence. The spirit of the Scotch at the LInion clang
fondly to these emblems

; and to soothe their jealousy, it was specially provided by
an article of the Union, that the Regalia should never be removed, under any pre-
text, from the kingdom of Scotland. Accordingly, they were deposited, with much
ceremony, as an authentic instrument bears, in a strong chest, secured by many
locks, and the chest itself placed in a strong room, which again was carefully bolt-

ed up and secured, leaving to national pride the satisfaction of pointing to the

barred window, with the consciousness that there lay the Regalia of Scotland. But
this gratification was strangely qualified by a surmise, which somehow became

generally averred, stating, that the Regalia had been sent to London ; and you may
remember that we saw at the Jewel Office a crown, said to be the ancient Crown of
Scotland. If this transfer (by the way highly illegal) was ever made, it must have
been under some secret warrant

; for no authority can be traced for such a pro-
ceeding in the records of the Secretary of State's Office. Fifteen or twenty years
ago, the Crown-room, as it is called, was opened by certain Commissioners, under

authority of a sign-manual. They saw the fatal chest, strewed with the dust of an
hundred years, about six inches thick : a coating of like thickness lay on the floor;
and I have heard the late President Blair say, that the uniform and level appear-
ance of the dust warrantod them to believe that the chest, if opened at all after

1707, must have been violated within a short time of that date, since, had it been

opened at a later period, the dust accumulated on the lid, and displaced at opening
it, must have been lying around the chest. But the Commissioners did not think
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their warrant entitled them to force this chest, for which no keys conld be found •

especially as their warrant only entitled them to search for rtcord»—not for crowns
and sceptres.

" The mystery, therefore, remained unpenetrated ; and public curiosity was left
to console itself with the nursery rhyme—

'On Tintock tap there is a mist,
And in the mist there is a kist.'

Our fat friend's curiosity, however, goes to the point at once, authorizino- and en-

joining an express search for the Regalia. Our friend of Buccleuch is at" the head
of the commission, and will, I think, be as keen as I or any one to see the issue.

" I trust you have read Rob by this time. I think he smells of the cramp. Above
all, I had too much flax on my distaft'; and as it did not consist with my patience
or my plan to make a fourth volume, I was obliged at last to draw a rough, coarse,
and hasty thread. But the book is well liked here, and has reeled off in areat

style. I have two stories on the anvil, far superior to Rob Roy in point of interest.

Ever yours,
Walter Scott."

The Commissioners, who finally assembled on the 4th of February,
were, according to the record—" the Right Hon. Charles Hope, Lord
President of the Court of Session ; the Riwht Hon. David Bovle, Lord
Justice Clerk ; the Right Hon. William Adam, Lord Chief Commis-
sioner of the Jury Court ; Major-General John Hope (Commanding
the Forces in Scotland) ; the Solicitor General (James Wedderburn,
Esq.) ; the Lord Provost of Edinburgh (Kincaid Mackenzie, Esq.) ;

Wiiham Clerk, Esq., Principal Clerk of the Jury Court ; Henry Jar-

dine, Esq., Deputy Remembrancer in the Exchequer; Thomas Thomp-
son, Esq., Deputy Clerk Register of Scotland ; and Walter Scott, Esq.,
one of the Principal Clerks of Session."

Of the proceedings of this day, the reader has a full and particular
account in an Essay which Scott penned shortly afterwards, and which
is included in his Prose Miscellanies (vol. vii.) But I must not omit

the contemporaneous letters in which he announced the success of the

quest to his friend the Secretary of the Admiralty, and through him to

the Resent—'O

To J. W. Croker, Esq. M. P., ^'c. ^c. Admiralty, London.

Edinburgh, 4th Feb., 1818.

" My dear Croker,
" I have the pleasure to assure you the Regalia of Scotland were this day

found in perfect preservation. The Sword of State and Sceptre showed marks of

hard usage at some former period ; but in all respects agree with the description in

Thomson's work.* I will send you a complete account of the opening to-morrow,
as the official account will take some time to draw up. In the mean time, I hope

you will remain as obstinate in your unbelief as St. Thomas, because then you will

come down to satisfy yourself. I know nobody entitled to earlier information, save

ONE, to whom you can perhaps find the means of communicating the result of our

researches. The post is just going off. Ever yours truly,
Walter Scott."

To the Same.
"
Edinburgh, 5th February, 1818,

" My dear Croker,
" I promised I would add something to my report of yesterday, and yet I find

I have but little to say. The extreme solemnity of opening sealed doors of

* Collection of Inventories and other Records of the Royal Wardrobe and Jewel-

House. &c. Edin., 1815, 4to.

Vol. II. 1 6*
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oak and iron, and finally breaking open a chest which had been shut since 7th of

March, 1707, about a hundred and eleven years, gave a sort of interest to our re-

searches, which I can hardly express to you, and it would be very difficult to

describe the intense eagerness with which we watched the rising of the lid of the

chest, and the progress of the workmen in breaking it open, which was neither an

easy nor a speedy task. It sounded very hollow when they worked on it with

their tools, and I began to lean to your faction of the Little Faiths. However, I

never could assign any ])robable or feasible reason for withdrawing these memorials

of ancient independence ; and my doubts rather arose from the conviction that many
absurd things are done in public as well as in private life merely out of a hasty

impression of passion or resentment. For it was evident the removal of the Re-

galia might have greatly irritated people's minds here, and oflFered a fair pretext of

breaking the Union which, for thirty years, was the predominant wish of the Scot-

tish nation.
" The discovery of the Regalia has interested people's minds much more

strongly than I expected, and is certainly calculated to make a pleasant and favour-

able impression upon them in respect to the kingly part of the constitution. It

would be of the utmost consequence that they should be occasionally shown to

them, under proper regulations, and for a small fee. The Sword of State is a most
beautiful piece of workmanship, a present from Pope Julius II. to James IV. The
scabbard is richly decorated with filagree work of silver, double gilded, represent-

ing oak leaves and acorns, executed in a taste worthy that classical age in which
the arts revived. A draughtsman has been employed to make sketches of these

articles, in order to be laid before his Royal Highness. The fate of these Regalia,
which his Royal Highness' goodness has thus restored to light and honour, has, on
one or two occasions been singular enough. They were, in 1652, lodged in the

Castle of Dunnottar, the seat of the Earl IMarischal, by whom, according to his

ancient privilege, they were kept. The castle was defended by George Ogilvie of

Barra, who, apprehensive of the progress which the English made in reducing the

strong places in Scotland, became anxious for the safety of these valuable memo-
rials. The ingenuity of his lady had them conveyed out of the castle in a bag on
a woman's back, among some hards, as they are called, of lint. They were car-

ried to the Kirk of Kinneif, and entrusted to the care of the clergyman named

Grainger, and his wife, and buried under the pulpit. The Castle of Dunnottar,

though very strong and faithfully defended, was at length under necessity of sur-

rendering, being the last strong place in Britain on which the royal flag floated in

those calamitous times. Ogilvie and his lady were threatened with the utmost ex-

tremities by the Republican General Morgan, unless they should produce the Rega-
lia. The governor stuck to it that he knew nothing of them, as in fact they had
been carried away without his knowledge. The Lady maintained she had given
them to John Keith, second son of the Earl Marischal, by whom, she said, they
had been carried to France. They suflfered a long imprisonment, and much ill

usage. On the Restoration, the old Countess iMarischal, founding upon the story
Mrs. Ogilvie had told to screen her husband, obtained for her own son, John Keith,
the earldom of Kintore, and the post of Knight Marischal, with £400 a year, as if

he had been in truth the preserver of the Regalia. It soon proved that this reward
had been too hastily given, for Ogilvie of Barra produced the Regalia, the honest

clergyman refusing to deliver them to any one but those from whom he received
them. Ogilvie was made a Knight Baronet, however, and got a new charter of
the lands acknowledging the good service. Thus it happened oddly enough, that

Keith who was abroad during the transaction, and had nothing to do with it, got
the earldom, pension, &c., Ogilvie only inferior honours, and the poor clergyman
nothing whatever, or, as we say, the haremsfoot to lick. As for Ogilvie's lady, she
died before the Restoration, her health being ruined by the hardships she endured
from the Cromwellian satellites. She was a Douglas, with all the high spirit of
that proud family. On her death-bed, and not till then, she told her husband
where the honours were concealed, charging him to suffer death rather than betray
them. Popular tradition says, not very probably, that Grainger and his wife were
booted (that is, tortured with the engine called the boots). I think the Knight
Marischal's office rested in the Kintore family until 1715, when it was resumed°on
account of the bearded Earl's accession to the Insurrection of that year. He
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escaped well, for they might have taken his estate and his earldom. I must save
post, however, and conclude abruptly. Yours ever,

Walter Scott."

On the 5th, after the foregoing letter had been written at the Clerks'
table, Scott and several of his brother Commissioners revisited the

Castle, accompanied by some of the ladies of their families. His

daughter tells me that her father's conversation had worked her feel-

ings up to such a pitch, that when the lid was again removed, she

nearly fainted, and drew back from the circle. As she was retiring-,

she was startled by his voice exclaiming, in a tone of the deepest
emotion,

"
something between anger and despair," as she expresses it,—"

By G— No !*' One of the Commissioners, not quite entering into

the solemnity with which Scott regarded this business, had, it seems,
made a sort of motion as if he meant to put the crown on the head
of one of the young ladies near him, but the voice and aspect of the

Poet were more than sufficient to make the worthy gentleman under-

stand his error ; and respecting the enthusiasm with which he had not

been taught to sympathize, he laid down the ancient diadem with an
air of painful embarrassment. Scott whispered

"
pray, forgive me;"

and turning round at the moment, observed his daughter deadly pale,
and leaning by the door. He immediately drew her out of the room,
and when the air had somewhat recovered her, walked with her

across the Mound to Castle Street. '• He never spoke all the way
home," she says,

" but every now and then, I felt his arm tremble ;

and from that time I fancied that he began to treat me more like a

woman than a child. I thought he Uked me better, too, than he had
ever done before."

These little incidents may give some notion of the profound serious-

ness w'ith which his imagination had invested this matter. I am
obliged to add, that in the society of Edinburgh at the time, even in

the highest Tory circles, it did not seem to awaken much, even of cu-

riosity
—to say nothing of any deeper feeling ; there was, however, a

great excitement among the common people of the town, and a still

greater among the peasantry, not only in the neighbourhood, but all

over Scotland ; and the Crown-room, becoming thenceforth one of the

established lio7is of a city much resorted to, moreover, by stranger

tourists, was likely, on the most moderate scale of admission-fee, to

supply a revenue sufficient for remunerating responsible and respecta-
ble guardianship. This post would, as Scott thought, be a very suita-

ble one for his friend. Captain Adam Ferguson ; and he exerted all

his zeal for that purpose. The Captain was appointed : his nomination,

however, did not take place for some months after ; and the postscript

of a letter to the Duke of Buccleuch, dated May 14th, 1818, plainly

indicates the interest on which Scott mainly relied for its completion :

—" If you happen," he writes,
" to see Lord Melville, pray give him

a jog about Ferguson's affair; but between ourselves, I depend chieflv

on the kind offices of Willie Adam, who is an auld sneck-drawer."

The Lord Chief Commissioner, at all times ready to lend Scott his

influence wnth the Roval Family, had, on the present occasion, the

additional motive of warm and hereditary personal regard for Fergu-

son.
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I have placed together such letters as referred principally to the

episode of the Regalia ; but shall now give in the order of time, a few
which will sufficiently illustrate the usual course of his existence,

while the Heart of Mid-Lothian was in progress. It appears that he

resumed, in the beginning of this year, his drama of Devorgoil ; his

letters to Terry are of course full of that subject, but they contain, at

the same time, many curious indications of his views and feelings as

to theatrical atfairs in general
—and mixed up with these a most cha-

racteristic record of the earnestness with which he now watched the

interior fitting up, as he had in the season before the outward archi-

tecture of the new edifice at Abbotsford. Meanwhile it will be seen

that he found leisure hours for various contributions to periodical
works ; among others an article on Kirkton's Church History, and
another on (of all sul^jccts in the world) military bridges, for the Quar-

terly Review; a spirited version of the old German ballad on the Bat-

tle of Sempach, and a generous criticism on Mrs. Shelly's romance of

Frankenstein, for Blackwood's Magazine. This being the first winter

and spring of Laidlaw's establishment at Kaeside, communications as

to the aiiairs of the farm were exchanged weekly whenever Scott was
in Edinburgh, and they afford delightful evidence of that paternal soli-

citude for the well-being of his rural dependants, which all along kept

pace with Scott's zeal as to the economical improvement, and the pic-

turesque adornment of his territories.

To D. Terry, Esq., London

"
Edinburgh, 23d Jan. 1818.

" My dear Terry,
" You have by this time the continuation of the drama, dow^n to the commence-

ment of the third act, as I have your letter on the subject of the first. You will

understand that I only mean them as sketches ; for the first and second acts are too

short, and both want much to combine them with the third. I can easily add music
to Miss Devorgoirs part. As to Braham, he is a beast of an actor, though an

angel of a singer, and truly I do not see what he could personify. Let me know,
however, your thoughts and wishes, and all shall be moulded to the best of my
power to meet them ; the point is to make it take if we can ; the rest is all leather

and pnmella. A great many things must occur to you technically better, in the way
of alteration and improvement, and )'ou know well that, though too indolent to

amend things on my own conviction, I am always ready to make them meet my
friends' wishes if possible. We shall both wish it better than I can make it, but
there is no reason why we should not do for it all that we can. I advise you to

take some sapient friend into your counsels, and let me know the result, returning
the MS. at the same time.

" I am now anxious to complete Abbotsford. I think I told you I mean to do

nothing whatever to the present house, but to take it away altogether at some future

time, so that I finish the upper storj' without any communication with Mrs. Red-
ford's ci-devaiit mansion, and shall place the opening in the lower story, wherever
it will be most suitable for the new house, without regard to defacing the temporary
drawing-room. I am quite feverish about the armoury. I have two pretty com-

plete suits of armour, one Indian one, and a cuirassier's, with boots, casque, &c. ;

many helmets, corslets, and steel caps, swords and poniards without end, and about
a dozen of guns, ancient and modern. I have besides two or three battle-axes and
maces, pikes and targets, a Highlander's accoutrement complete, a great variety of
branches of horns, pikes, bovi's and arrows, and the clubs and creases of Indian
tribes. Mr. Bullock promised to give some hint about the fashion of disposing all

these matters ; and now our spring is approaching, and I want but my plans to get
on. I have reason to be proud of the finishing of my castle, for even of the tower
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for which I trembkd, not a stone has been shaken by the lain trrrific o-alc whirh
blew a roof clear off in the neighbourhood. It was lying in the road like a saddle
as Tom Purdie expressed it. Neither has a slate been lifted, thouo-h about two
yards of slating were stripped from the stables in the haugh, which you know
were comparatively less exposed.

" I am glad to hear of Mrs. Terry's improved health and good prospects. As for

young Master Mumblecrust, I have no doubt he will be a credit to us all. Yours
ever truly,

W. Scott."

As the letters to Mr. Laidlaw did not travel by post, but in the bas-

ket which had come laden with farm produce for the use of the family
in Edinburgh, they have rarely any date but the day of the week.
This is, however, of no consequence.

To Mr. Laidlaw, Kaeside.

"Wednesday. [Jan. 1818.]" Dear Willie,
" Should the weather be rough, and you nevertheless obliged to come to town,

do not think of riding, but take the Blucher.* Remember your health is of conse-

quence to your family. Pray, talk generally with the notables of Darnick—I mean
Rutherford, and so forth, concerning the best ordering of the road to the marie; and
also of the foot-road. It appears to me some route might be found more convenient

than the present, but that which is most agreeable to those interested shall also be
most agreeable for me. As a patriotic member of the community of Darnick, I

consider their rights equally important as my own.
" I told you I should like to convert the present steading at Beechland into a

little hamlet of labourers, which we will name Abbotstown. The art of making
people happy is to leave them much to their own guidance, but some little regula-
tion is necessary. In the first place I should like to have active and decent people
there ; then it is to be considered on what footing they should be. I conceive the

best possible is, that they should pay for their cottages, and cow-grass, and potato

ground, and be paid for their labour at the ordinary rate. I would give them some

advantages sufficient to balance the following conditions, which, after all, are condi-

tions in my favour— 1st, That they shall keep their cottages, and little gardens, and

doors, tolerably neat ; and 2d, That the men shall on no account shoot, or the boys
break timber, or take birds' nests, or go among the planting. I do not know any
other restrictions, and these are easy. I should think we might settle a few fami-

lies very happily here, which is an object I have much at heart, for I have no notion

of the proprietor who is only ambitious to be lord of the ' beast and the brute,' and

chases the human face from his vicinity. By the by, could we not manage to have

a piper among the colonists 1

" We are delighted to hear that your little folks like the dells. Pray, in your
walks try to ascertain the locality of St. John's Well, which cures the botts, and

which John Moss claims for Kaeside ; also the true history of the Carline's Hole.

Ever most truly yours,
W. Scott."

" I hope Mrs. Laidlaw does not want for any thing that she can get from the

garden or elsewhere."

To Daniel Terry, Esq.

" 8th February, 1818.

" My dear Terry,
'.' Yours arrived, unluckily, just half an hour after my packet was in the Post-

office, so this will cost you 9d., for which I grieve. To answer your principal

question first, the drama is

'

Yours, Terry, yours in every thougfht.'

* A stage-coach so called which runs betwixt Edinburgh and Melrose,
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" I should never have dreamed of making such an attempt in my own proper per-

son; and if I had such a vision, I should have been anxious to have made it some-

thing of a legitimate drama, such as a literary man, uncalled upon by any circum-

stance to connect himself with the stage, might have been expected to produce.
Now this is just what any gentleman in your situation might run off, to give a

little novelty to the entertainment of the year, and as such will meet a mitigated de-

gree of criticism, and have a better chance of that productive success, which is my
principal object in my godson's behalf. If any time should come when you might
wish to disclose the sex-ret, it will be in your power, and our correspondence will

always serve to show that it was only at my earnest request, annexed as the con-

dition of bringing the play forward, that you gave it your name—a circumstance

which, with all the attending particulars, will prove plainly that there was no as-

sumption on your part.
" A beautiful drama might be made on the concealment of the Scotch regalia

during the troubles. But it would interfere with the democratic spirit of the times,
and would probably

'

By party rage,
Or right or wrong-, be hooted from the stage.'

" I will never forgive you if j^ou let any false idea of my authorial feelings pre-
vent your acting in this affair as if you were the real parent, not the godfatlier of

the piece. Our facetious friend J. B. knows nought of such a matter being en

train, and never will know. I am delighted to hear my windows are finished.

Yours very truly,
Walter Scott."

To Mr, Laidlaw, Kaeside.

"
Wednesday, [Feb. 1818]." Dear Willie,

"I am not desirous to buy more land at present, unless I were to deal with
Mr. Rutherford or Hicton, and I would rather deal with them next year than this,

when I would have all my payments made for what I am now buying. Three or

four such years as the last would enable me with prudence and propriety to ask
Nicol* himself to flit and remove.

" I like the idea of the birch-hedge much, and if intermixed with holly and

thorns, I think it might make an impenetrable thicket, having all the advantages of
a hedge without the formality. I fancy you will also need a great number of

(black) Italian poplars which are among the most useful and best growers, as well
as most beautiful of plants which love a wet soil.

" I am glad the saws are going.f We may begin by and by with wrights, but I

cannot but think that a handy labourer might be taught to work at them. I shall

insist on Tom learning the process perfectly himself.
" As to the darkness of the garrets, they are intended for the accommodation of

travelling geniuses, poets, painters, and so forth, and a little obscurity will refresh
their shattered brains. I dar^ say Lauchieij: will shave his knoll, if it is required—
it may to the barbers with the Laird's hebdomadal beard—and Packwood would
have tliought it the easier job of the two.

" I saw Blackwood yesterday, and Hogg the day before, and I understand from
them you think of resigning the Chronicle department of the Magazine. Black-
wood told me that if you did not like that part of the duty, he would consider him-
self accountable for the same sum he had specified to you for Any other articles you
might communicate from time to time. He proposes that Hogg should do the

* Mr. Nicol M3'lne of Faldonside. This gentleman's property is a valuable and exten-
sive one, situated immediately to the westward of Abbotsford ; and Scott continued, year
after year, to dream of adding it also to bis own.

t A saw-mill had just been erected at Toftfield.

t A cocklaird adjoining Abbotsford at tlie eastern side. His farm is properly Lochhriest ;

but in the neighbourhood he was generally known as Laird Lauchie—or Lauchie Lang-
legs. Washington Irving describes him, in his "

Abbotsford," with high gusto. He was
a moBt absurd original.
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Chronicle : he will not do it so well as you, for he wants jud^ent and caution
and likes to have the appearance of eccentricity where eccentricity is least oraccful •

that, however, is Blackwood's affair. If you really do not like the Chronicle, there
can be no harnni in j'our ^ving it up. What strikes me is, that there is asom'ethiii<T
certain in having such a department to conduct, whereas you may sometimes hud
yourself at a loss when you have to cast about for a subject every month. Black-
wood is rather in a bad pickle just now—sent to Coventry by the trade, as the book-
sellers call themselves, and all about the parody of the two beasts.* Surely these

gentlemen think themselves rather formed of porcelain clay than of common pot-
ter's ware. Dealing in satire against all others, their own dignity suffers so cruelly
from an ill-imagined joke ! If B. had good books to sell, he might set them all at

defiance. His Magazine does well, and beats Constable's; but we will talk of this

when we meet.
" As for Whiggery in general, I can only say, that as no man can be said to be

utterly overset until his rump has been higher than his head, so I cannot read in

history of any free state which has been brought to slavery until the rascal and un-

instructed populace had had their short hour of anarchical government, which natu-

rally leads to the stern repose of military despotism. Property, morals, education,
are the proper qualifications for those who should hold political rights, and extend-

ing them very widely greatly lessens the chance of these qualifications being found

in electors. Look at the sort of persons chosen at elections, where the franchise is

very general, and you will find either fools who are content to flatter the passions
of the mob for a little transient popularity, or knaves who pander to their follies,

that they may make their necks a footstool for their own promotion. With these

convictions I am very jealous of Whiggery, under all modifications, and I must say
my acquaintance with the total want of principle in some of its wannest professors
does not tend to recommend it. Somewhat too much of this. My compliments to

the goodwife. Yours truly,
Walter. Scott."

* An article in one of the early numbers of Blackwood's Mag-azine, entitled The Chal-

dee MS., in which the literati and booksellers of Edinburgh were quizzed en 7nasse—Scott

himself among the rest. It was in this lampoon that Constable first saw himself designa-
ted in print by the sobriquet of " The Crafty," long before bestowed on him by one of his

own most eminent Whig supporters ; but nothing nettled him so much as the passages in

which he and Blackwood are represented entreating the support of Scott for their respec-
tive Magazines, and waved off by

" the Great Magician" in the same identical phrases of

contemptuous indifference. The description of Constable's visit to Abbotsibrd may be

worth transcribing
—for Sir David Wilkie, who was present when Scott read it, says he

was almost choked with laughter, and he afterwards confessed that the Chaldean author

had given a sufficiently accurate version of what really passed on the occasion :
—

" 26. But when the Spirits were gone, he (The Crafty) said unto himself, I will arise

and go unto a magician, which is of my friends : of a surety he will devise some remedy,
and free me out of all my distresses.

" 27. So he arose and came unto that great magician, which hath his dwelling in the

old fastness, hard by the River Jordan, which is by the Border.
" 28. And the magician opened his mouth and said, Lo 1 my heart wisheth thy good,

and let the thing prosper which is in thy hands to do it.

" 29. But thou seest that my hands are lull of working, and my labour is great. For,

lo, I have to feed all the people of my land, and none knoweth whence his food cometh ;

but each man openeth his mouth, and my hand filleth it with pleasant things.
" 30. Moreover, thine adversary also is of my familiars.

"31. The land is before thee : "draw thou up thine hosts for the battle on the mount of

Proclamation, and defy boldly thine enemy, which hath his camp in the place of Princes;

quit ye as men, and let favour be shown unto him which is most valiant.
" 32. Yet be thou silent ; peradventure will I help thee some little.

" 33. But the man which is Crafty saw that the magician loved him not. For he knew

him of old, and they had had many dealings ; and he perceived that he would not assist

him in the day of his adversity.
" 34. So he tui-ned about, and went out of his fastness. And he shook the dust from

his feet, and said, Behold, I have given this magician much money, yet see now, he hatli

Utterly deserted me. Verily, my fine gold hath perished."
—Chap. III.
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To the Sajne.

"Wednesday. [Feb. 1818.]
" Dear Willie,

" I have no idea Usher* will take the sheep land again, nor would I press it

on him. As mj' circumstances stand, immediate revenue is much less my object
than the real improvement of this propert}', which amuses me besides ; our wants
are amply supplied by my £1600 a year official income; nor have we a wish or a
motive to extend our expenses beyond that of the decencies and hospitality of our

station in life ; so that my other resources remain for buying land in future, or

improving what we have. No doubt Abbotsford, in maintaining our establishment

during the summer, may be reckoned jKl50 or £200 saved on what we must other-

wise buy, and if we could arrange to have mutton and beef occasionally, it would
be a still greater saving. All this you will consider: for Tom, thoroughly honest

and very clever in his way, has no kind of generalizing, and would often like to

save sixpence in his own department at the expense of my paying five shillings in

another. This is his fault, and when you join to it a Scotch slovenliness which
leads him to see things half-finished without pain or anxiety, I do not know any
other he has—but such as they are, these must be guarded against. For our house-

maid (for housekeeper we must not call her), I should like much a hawk of a nest

so good as that you mention ;
but would not such a place be rather beneath her

views ? Iler duty would be to look to scrupulous cleanliness within doors, and

employ her leisure in spinning, or plain-work, as wanted. When we came out for

a blink, she would be expected to cook a little in a plain way, and play maid of all

works ;
when we were stationar}', she would assist the housemaid and superintend

the laundry. Probably your aunt's granddaugiiter will have pretensions to some-

thing better than this; but as we are to be out on the 12th March, we will talk it

over. Assuredly a w^ell-connected steady person would be of the greatest conse-

quence to us, I like your plan of pitting much, and to compromise betwixt you and

Tom, do one half with superior attention, and slit in the others for mere nurses.

But I am no friend to that same slitting.
" I adhere to trying a patch or two of larches of a quarter of an acre each upon

the Athole plan, by way of experiment. We can plant them up if they do not
thrive. On the whole, three-and-a-half feet is, I think, the right distance. I have
no fear of the ground being impoverished. Trees are not like arable crops, which

necessarily derive their sustenance from the superficial earth—the roots of trees go
far and wide, and, if incommoded by a neighbour, they send out suckers to procure
nourishment elsewhere. They never hurt each other till their tops interfere, which

may be easily prevented by timely weeding.
" 1 rejoice in the saw-mill. Have you settled with Harper? and how do Ogg and

Bashanj- come on "? I cannot tell you how delighted I am with the account Hogg
gives me of Mr. Grieve. The great Cameron was chaplain in the house of my
great something grandfather, and so I hope Mr. Grieve will be mine. If, as the

King of Prussia said to Rousseau,
' a little persecution is necessary to make his

home entirely to his mind,' he shall have it ; and what persecutors seldom promise,
I will stop whenever he is tired of it. I have a pair of thumbikins also much at his

service, if he requires their assistance to glorify God and the Covenant. Sincerely,
I like enthusiasm of every kind so well, especially when united with worth of cha-

racter, that I shall be delighted with this old gentleman. Ever yours,
W. ScOTT."

The last paragraph of this letter refers to an uncle of Laidlaw's

(the father of Hogg's friend John Grieve), who at this time thought
of occupying a cottage on Scott's estate. He was a preacher of the

Cameronian sect, and had long ministered to a very small remnant of

* John Usher, the ex-proprictor of Toflfield, was eventually Scott's tenant on part of those
lands for many years. He was a man of far superior rank and intelligence to the rest of
the displaced lairds—and came presently to be one of Scott's trusty rural friends, and a

frequent companion of his sports.

t A yoke of oxen. •
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" the hill-folk" scattered among the wilds of Ettrick. He was a very
good man, and had a most \-enerable and apostolical benignity of
aspect; but his prejudices were as extravagant as those of Cameron
his patriarch himself could have been. The project of his removal
to Tweedside was never realized.

The following admirable letter was written at the request of Messrs,
Constable, who had, on Scott's recommendation, undertaken the pub-
lication of Mr. Maturin's novel, "Women, or Pour et Contre." The
reverend author's " Bertram" had, it may be remembered, undergone
some rather rough usage in Coleridge's

"
Biographia Literaria ;" and

he was now desirous to revenge himself by a preface of the polemical
sort :
—

To the Rev. C. R. Maturin, Dublin.

„ " 26th February, 1818.« Dear Sir,

" I am goinCT to claim the utmost and best priviletre of sincere friendship and

good-will, that of offering a few words of well-meant advice ; and you may be sure
that the occasion seems important to induce me to venture so far upon your tolerance.
It respects the preface to your work, which Constable and Co. have sent to me. It

is as well written as that sort of thing can be ; but will you forgive me if I say—it

is too much in the tone of the offence which gave rise to it, to be agreeable cither
to good taste or to general feeling. Coleridge's work has been little' read or heard
of, and has made no general impression whatever—certainly no impression unfa-
vourable to you or your Play. In the opinion, therefore, of many, you will be

resenting an injury of which they are unacquainted with the existence. If I see a
man beating another unmercifully, I am apt to condemn him upon the first blush of
the business, and hardly excuse him though I may afterwards learn he had ample pro-
vocation. Besides, your diatribe is not hujus loci. We take up a novel for amuse-

ment, and this current of controversy breaks out upon us like a stream of lava out
of the side of a beautiful green hill ; men will say you should have reserved your
disputes for reviews or periodical publications, and they will sympathize less

with your anger, because they will not think the time proper for expressing it. We
are bad judges, bad physicians, and bad divines in our own case; but, above all, we
are seldom able, when injured or insulted, to judge of the degree of sympathy which
the world will bear in our resentment and our retaliation. The instant, however,
that such degree of sympathy is exceeded, we hurt ourselves and not our adversary;
I am so convinced of this, and so deeply fixed in the opinion, that besides the uncom-
fortable feelings which are generated in the course of literary debate, a man lowers

his estimation in the public eye by engaging in such controversy, that, since I have

been dipped in ink, I have suffered no personal attacks (and I have been honoured

with them of all descriptions) to provoke me to reply. A man will certainly be

vexed on such occasions, and I have wished to have the knaves ivhere the muircock

was the bailie—or, as j/ou would say, upon the sod—but I never let the thing cling
to my mind, and always adhered to my resolution, that if my writings and tenor of

life did not confute such attacks, my words never should. Let me entreat you to

view Coleridge's violence as a thing to be contemned, not retaliated—the opinion
of a British public may surely be set in honest opposition to that of one disappointed
and wayward man. You should also consider, en bon Chretien, that Coleridge has

had some room to be spited at the world, and you are, I trust, to continue to be a

favourite with the public
—so that you should totally neglect and despise criticism,

however virulent, which arises out of his bad fortune and your good.
"I have only to add, that IMessrs. Constable and Co. are seriously alarmed for

the effects of the prefiice upon the public mind as unfavourable to the work. In this

they must be tolerable judges, for their experience as to popular feeling is very

great ; and as they have met your wishes, in all the course of the transaction, per-

haps you will be disposed to give some weight to their opinion upon a point hki>

this. Upon my own part I can only say, that I have no habits of friendsliip, and

Vol. II. K 7
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scarce even those of acquaintance with Coleridge—I have not even read his auto-

biography—but I consider hiin as a man of genius, struggling with bad habits and

difficult circumstances. It is, however, entirely upon your account that I take the

liberty of stating an opinion on a subject of such delicacy. I should wish to give

your excellent talents fair play, and to ride this race without carrying any super-
fluous weight; and I am so well acquainted with my old friend, the public, that I

could bet a thousand poiuids to a shilling that the preface (if that controversial part
of it is not cancelled) will greatly prejudice your novel.

" I will not ask your forgiveness for the freedom I have used, for I am sure you
will not suspect me of any motives but those which arise from regard to your talents

and person; but I shall be glad to hear (whether you follow my advice or no) that

you are not angry willi me for having volunteered to offer it.

" My health is, 1 think, greatly improved ; I have had some returns of my spas-
modic affection, but tolerable in degree, and yielding to medicine. I hope gentle
exercise and the air of my hills will set me up this summer. I trust you will soon

be out now. 1 have delayed reading the sheets in progress after vol. I., that I might
enjoy them when collected. Ever yours, &c.,

Walter Scott."

To Mr. Laidlaw.

"Edinburgh, Wednesday. [March, ]818.]" Dear Willie,
"

I am delighted to hear the plantings get on so well. The weather here has

been cruelly changeable—fresh one day—frost the next—snow the third. This

morning the snow lay three inches thick, and before noon it was gone, and blowing
a tempest. Many of the better ranks are ill of the typhus fever, and some deaths.

How do your poor folks come on ? Let Tom advance you money when it is wanted.
I do not propose, like the heroine of a novel, to convert the hovels of want into the

abodes of elegant plenty, but we have enough to spare to relieve actual distress, and
do not wish to economize where we can find out (which is difficult) where the

assistance is instantly useful.
" Don't let Tom forget hedgerow trees, which he is very unwilling to remember;

and also to plant birches, oaks, elms, and suchlike round-headed trees along the

verges of the Kaeside plantations ; they make a beautiful outline, and also a sort of

fence, and were not planted last j'ear because the earth at the sunk fences was too

newly travelled. This should be mixed with various bushes, as hollies, thorns, so

as to make a wild hedge, or thickety obstruction to the inroads of cattle. A few

sweetbriers, alders, honeysuckles, laburnums, &c., should be thrown in. A verdant
screen maybe made in this way of the wildest and most beautiful description, which
should never be dipt, only pruned, allowing the loose branches to drop over those

that are taken away. Tom is very costive about trees, and talks only of 300 pop-
lars. I shall send at least double that number ; also some hag-berries, &c. He
thinks he is saving me money, when he is starving my projects ; but he is a pearl
of honesty and good intention, and I like him the better for needing driving where

expense is likely. Ever yours,
W. Scott."

" Dear Murray

To John Murray, Esq., Albemarle Sired, London.
"
Abbotsford, 23d March, 1818.

' Grieve not or me, my dearest dear,

I am not dead, but sleepeth here'—
" I have little to plead for myself, but the old and vile apologies of laziness

and indisposition. I think I have been so unlucky of late as to have always the

will to work when sitting at the desk hurts me, and the irresistible propensity to be

lazy, when I might, like the man whom Hogarth introduces into Bridewell with
his hands strapped up against the wall,

' better work than stand thus.' I laid Kirk-

ton* aside half finished, from a desire to get the original edition of the lives of

* Scott's article on Kirkton's History of the Church of Scotland, edited by Mr. C. K.

Sliarpo, appeared in tlie 36th number of the Quarterly Review. See Miscellaneous Prose

Works, vol. xiv. p. 213.
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Cameron, &c., by Patrick Walker, which I had not seen since a boy, and now I
have got it, and find, as I suspected, that some curious morceaux have been cut out
by subsequent editors.* I will, without loss of time, finish the article, which I
think you will like. Blackwood kidnapped an article for his Matrazine on the
Frankenstein story,f which I intended for you. A very old friend and school com-
panion of mine, and a gallant soldier, if ever there was one, Sir Howard Doun-las
has asked me to review his work on Military Bridges. I must get a frio"nd's

assistance for the scientific part, and add some Balaam of mine own (as printers'
devils say) to make up four or five pages. I have no objection to attempt Lord
Orford if I have time, and find I can do it with ease. Though far from admiring
his character, I have always had a high opinion of his talents, and am well

acquainted with his works. The letters you have published are, I think, his very
best—lively, entertaining, and unaffected.:}: I am greatly obliged to you for these
and other literary treasures, which I owe to your goodness from time to time.

Although not thankfully acknowledged as they should be in course, these things are
never thanklessly received.

" I could have sworn that Beppo was founded on Whistlecraft, as both were on

Anthony Hall,§ who, like Beppo, had more wit than grace." I am not, however, in spirits at present for treating either these worthies, or

my friend Rose,|| though few have warmer wishes to any of the trio. But this

confounded changeable weather has twice within this fortnight brought back my
cramp in the stomach. Adieu. My next shall be with a packet. Yours truly,

W. Scott."

In the next letter we have Scott's lamentation over the death of

Mrs. Murray Keith—the Mrs. Bethune Baliol of his Chronicles of the

Canongate. The person alluded to under the designation of " Prince

of the Black Marble Islands," was Mr. George Bullock, already often

mentioned as, with Terry and Mr. Atkinson, consulted about all the

arrangements of the rising house at Abbotsford. Scott gave him this

title from the Arabian Nights, on occasion of his becoming the lessee

of some marble quarries in the Isle of Anglesea.

To D. Terry, Esq., London.
"
April 30th, 1818. Selkirk.

" My dear Terry,
" Your packet arrived this morning. I was much disappointed not to find the

Prince of the Black Islands' plan in it, nor have I heard a word from him since

anent it, or anent the still more essential articles of doors and windows. I heard

from Hector MacDonald Buchanan, that the said doors and windows were packing
a fortnight since, but there are no news of them. Surely our friend's heart has

grown as hard as his materials ; or the spell of the enchantress, which confined

itself to the extremities of his predecessor, has extended over his whole person.
Mr. Atkinson has kept tryste charmingly, and the ceiling of the dining-room will

be superb. I have got, I know not how many casts from Melrose and other places,

of pure gothic antiquity. I must leave this on the 12th, and I could bet a trifle the

* Scott expressed ^reat satisfaction on seeing the Lives of the Covenanters—Cameron,

Peden, Semple, Wellwood, Cargill, Smith, Renwick, &c., reprinted without mutilalion in

the "Bioffraphia Presbyteriana. Edin. 1827." The publisher of the collection
was^

the

late Mr. .lohn Stevenson, long chief clerk to John Ballantyne, and usually styled by Scott

" True .lock," in opposition to one of his old master's many aliases—viz.,
" Lecin'

Johnnie."

t See Scott's Prose Miscellanies, vol. xviii. p. 250.

X The Letters of Horace Walpole to George Montague.

§ Anthony Hall is only known as editor of one of Leiand's works. I have no doubt

Scott was thinking of John Hall Stevenson, author of "Crazy Talcs," the Friend, and (it

is said) the Eugenius of Sterne.

II I believe Mr. Rose's " Court and Parliament of Beasts," is here alluded to.
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doors, &c. will arrive the very day I set out, and be all ])ut up d la bonne avenfure.

Mean time I am keepinsf open house, not much to my convenience, and I am afraid

I shall be stopped in my plastcrinir by the want of these matters. The exposed
state of my house has led to a mysterious disturbance. The night before last we
were awaked by a violent noise, like drawing heavy boards along the new part of

the house. I fancied something had fallen, and thought no more about it. This
was about iwo in the morning. Last night, at the same witching hour, the very
same noise occnrred. Mrs. S., as you know, is rather timbersome, so up got I, with

Beardie's broad-sword under my arm,
' So bolt upright,
And ready to fight.'

But nothing was out of order, neither can I discover what occasioned the disturbance.

However, I went to bed, grumbling against Tenterden Street* and all its works.

If there was no entrance but by the key-hole, I should warrant myself against the

ghosts. We have a set of idle fellows called workmen about us, which is a better

way of accounting for nocturnal noises than any that is to be found in Baxter or

Glanville.
" When you see Mr. Atkinson, will you ask him how far he is satisfied with the

arch between the armoury and the ante-room, and whether it pleases him as it now
stands? I have a brave old oaken cabinet, as black as ebony, 300 years old at

least, which will occupj'^ one side of the ante-room for the present. It is seven feet

and a half long, about eighteen inches deep, and upwards of six feet high—a fine

stand for china, &c.
" You will be sorry to hear that we have lost our excellent old friend, Mrs.

Murray Keith. She enjoyed all her spirits and excellent faculties till within two

days of her death, when she was seized with a feverish complaint, which eighty-
two years were not calculated to resist. Much tradition, and of the very best kind,
has died with this excellent old lady ; one of the few persons whose spirits and

cleanliness, and freshness of mind and body, made old age lovely and desirable.

In the general case it seems scarce endurable.
" It seems odd to me that Rob Royf should have made good foitune ; pray let

me know something of its histor}'. There is in Jedediah's present work a thing

capable of being woven out a Bourgeoise tragedy. I think of contriving that it

shall be in your hands some time before the public sees it, that you may try to ope-
rate upon it yourself. This would not be difficult, as vol. 4, and part of 3d contain

a different story. Avowedly I will never write for the stage ;
if I do,

' call me
horse.'' And indeed I feel severely the want of knowledge of theatrical business
and effect : however, something we will do. 1 am writing in the noise and babble
of a head-court of freeholders, therefore my letter is incoherent, and therefore it is

written also on long paper ; but therefore, moreover, it will move by frank, as the

member is here, and stands upon his popularity. Kind compliments to Mrs. Terry
and WeJter. Yours very truly,

Walter Scott."

On the morning that Mr. Terry received the foregoing letter in

London, Mr. WiUiani Erskine was breakfasting with him ; and the

chief subject of their conversation was the sudden death of George
Bullock, which had occurred on the same night, and, as nearly as

they could ascertain, at the very hour when Scott was roused from
his sleep by the "mysterious disturbance" here described, and sallied

from his chamber with old Beardie's Killiecrankie claymore in his

hand. This coincidence, when Scott received Erskine's minute detail

of what had happened in Tenterden street, made a much stronger

impression on his mind that might be gathered from the tone of an

ensuing communication.

* Bullock's manufactory was in this street.

1 A drama founded on the novel of Rob Roy had been produced, with great success, on
the London stage.
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To D. Terry, Esq., London.
"
Abbotsford, 4th May, 1818." Dear Terry,

" I received with the ^eatest surprise, and the most sincere distress, the news
of poor George Bullock's death. In the full career of honest industry, dis-

tinguished hy his uncommon taste and talent,—esteemed by all who transacted
business with him,—and loved by those who had the pleasure of his more intimate

acquaintance,
—I can scarce conceive a more melancholy summons. It comes as a

particular shock to me, because I had, particularly of late, so much associated his
idea with the improvements here, in which his kind and enthusiastic temper led him
to take such interest; and in looking at every unfinished or projected circumstance,
I feel an impression of melancholy which will for some time take away the

pleasure I have found in them, I liked George Bullock because he had no trum-

pery selfishness about his heart, taste, or feelings. Pray let me know about the
circumstances of his family, &c, I feel most sincerely interested in all that con-
cerns him. It must have been a dreadful surprise to Mr. Atkinson and you who
lived with him so much. I need not, I am sure, beg you to be in no hurry about

my things. The confusion must be cruelly great, without any friend adding to it;
and in fact, at this moment, I am very indifferent on the subject. The poor kind
fellow ! He took so much notice of little Charles, and was so domesticated with
us all, that I really looked with a schoolboy's anxiety for his being here in the

season, to take his own quiet pleasures, and to forward mine. But God's will be
done. All that surviving friends can do upon such a loss is, if possible, to love

each other still better, I beg to be kindly remembered to Mrs, Terry and Monsieur
Walter, Ever most truly yours,

Walter Scott,"

To the Same.
"Edinburgh, 16th May, 1818.

" My dear Terry,
" Mr, Nasmyth* has obligingly given me an opportunity of writing to you a

few lines, as he is setting out for London. I cannot tell you how much I continue
to be grieved for our kind-hearted and enthusiastic friend Bullock. I trust he has
left his family comfortably settled, though with so many plans which required his

active and intelligent mind to carry them through, one has natural apprehensions

upon that score. When you can with propriety make enquiry how my matters

stand, I should be glad to know. Hector ^lacdonald tells me that my doors and
windows were ready packed, in which case, perhaps, the sooner they are embarked
the better, not only for safety, but because the}' can only be in the way, and the

money will now be the more acceptable. Poor Bullock had also the measures for

my chimney-pieces, for grates of different kinds, and orders for beds, dining-room
tables and chairs. But how far these are in progress of being executed, or whether

they can now be executed, I must leave to your judgment and enquiry. Your good
sense and delicacy will understand the fa<^un de faire better than I can point it out.

I shall never have the pleasure in these things that I expected,
"I have just left Abbotsford to attend the summer session—left it when the

leaves were coming out—the most delightful season for a worshipper of the country
like me. The Home-bank, which we saw at first green with turnips, will now
hide a man somewhat taller than Johnny Ballantyne in its shades. In fact, the

trees cover the ground, and have a very pretty bosky effect ; from six years to ten

or twelve, I think wood is as beautiful as ever it is afterwards until it figures as

aged and magnificent. Your hobble-de-hoy tree of twenty or twenty-five years'

standing is neither so beautiful as in its infancy, nor so respectable as in its age,
" Counsellor Erskine is returned much pleased with your hospitality, and giv-

ing an excellent account of you. Were you not struck with the fantastical coinci-

dence of our nocturnal disturbances at Abbotsford with the melancholy event that

followed "? I protest to you the noise resembled half-a-dozen men hard at work

putting up boards and furniture, and nothing can be more certain than that there

was nobody on the premises at the time. With a few additional touches, the story

* Mr. Alexander Nasmyth, an eminent landscape painter of Edinburgh, the father of

Mrs. Terry.
7*
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would figure in Glanville or Aubrey's Collection. In the mean time, you may set

it down with poor Dubisson's warnings,* as a remarkable coincidence coming
under your own observation. I trust w-e shall see you this season. I think we
could hammer a neat comedie bourgcojse out of the Heart of Mid-Lothian. Mrs.

Scott and family join in kind compliments to Mrs. Terry ;
and I am, ever yours

truly,
Walter Scott."

It appears from one of these letters to Terry, that, so late as the

30th of April, Scott still designed to include two separate stories in

the second series of the Tales of my Landlord. But he must have

changed his plan soon after that date ; since the four volumes, entirely

occupied with the Heart of INIid-Lothian, were before the public in the

course of .Tune. The story thus deferred, in consequence of the extent

to which that of Jeannie Deans grew on his hands, was the Bride of

Lammermoor.

CHAPTER V.

MAY 1818—DIXXER AT MR. HOME DRUMMOND'S—SCOTT'S EDINBURGH DEN-
DETAILS OF HIS DOMESTIC LIFE IN CASTLE STREET—HIS SUNDAY DINNERS
—HIS EVENING DRIVES, ETC.—HIS CONDUCT IN THE GENERAL SOCIETY OF
EDINBURGH— DINNERS AT JOHN BALLANTYNES VILLA—AND AT JAMES
BALLANTYNE'S IN ST. JOHN STREET ON THE APPEARANCE OF A NEW NOVEL
—ANECDOTES OF THE BALLANTYNES, AND OF CONSTABLE.— 1818.

On the 12th of May, as we have seen, Scott left Abbotsford, for

the summer session in Edinburgh.
At this moment, his position, take it for all in all, was, I am inclined

to believe, what no other man had ever won for himself by the pen
alone. His works were the daily food, not only of his countrymen,
but of all educated Europe. His society was courted by whatever

England could show of eminence. Station, power, wealth, beauty,
and genius, strove with each other in every demonstration of respect
and worshijD

—and, a few political fanatics and envious poetasters

apart, wherever he appeared in town or in country, whoever had
Scotch blood in him "

gentle or simple" felt it move rapidly through
his veins when in the presence of Scott. To descend to what many
looked on as higher things, he considered himself, and was considered

by all about him, as rapidly consolidating a large fortune :
—the annual

profits of his novels alone had, for several years, been not less than

£10,000: his domains were daily increased—his castle was rising
—

and perhaps few doubted that ere long he might receive from the just
favour of his Prince some distinction in the way of external rank,
such as had seldom before been dreamt of as the possible consequence
of a mere literary celebrity. It was about this time that the compiler
of these pages first had the opportunity of observing the plain easy
modesty which had survived the many temptations of such a career;
and the kindness of heart pervading, in all circumstances, his gentle

* See ante, vol. i., p, 391.
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deportment, which made him the rare, perhaps the
solitary, example

of a man signally elevated from humble beginnings, and loved more
and more by his earliest friends and connexions, in proportion as he
had fixed on himself the homage of the great, and the wonder of the
world.

It was during the sitting of the General Assembly of the Kirk in

May 1818, that I first had the honour of meeting him in private so-

ciety: the party was not a large one, at the house of a much-valued com-
mon friend—Mr. Home Drummond, of Blair Drummond, the grandson
of Lord Kames. Mr. Scott, ever apt to consider too favourably the

literary efforts of others, and more especially of very young persons, re-

ceived me, when I was presented to him, with a cordiality which I had
not been prepared to expect from one filling a station so exalted. This,

however, is the same story that every individual, who ever met with
him under similar circumstances, has had to tell. When the ladies re-

tired from the dinner-table, I happened to sit next him
; and he, having

heard that I had lately returned from a tour in Germany, made that

country and its recent literature the subject of some conversation. In
the course of it, I told him that when, on reaching the inn at Weimar,
I asked the waiter, whether Goethe was then in the town, the man
stared as if he had not heard the name before ; and that on my re-

peating the question, adding Goethe der gros dichter (the great poet,)
he shook his head as doubtfully as before—until the landlady solved

our difficulties, by suggesting that perhaps the traveller might mean
"the Hert^ Geheiiner-Raih (Privy-Counsellor) Von Goethe.''^ Scott

seemed amused with this, and said,
"

I hope you will come one of

these davs and see me at Abbotsford ; and when you reach Selkirk or

Melrose, be sure you ask even the landlady for nobody but the Sheriff."
He appeared particularly interested when I described Goethe as I

first saw him, ahghting from a carriage, crammed with wild plants
and herbs which he had picked up in the course of his morning's

botanizing among the hills above Jena. "
I am glad," said he,

" that

my old master has pursuits somewhat akin to my own. I am no

botanist, properly speaking ; and though a dweller on the banks of the

Tweed, shall never be knowing; about Flora's beauties ;* but how I

should like to have a talk with him about trees !" I mentioned how
much any one must be struck with the majestic beauty of Goethe's

countenance—(the noblest certainly that I have ever yet seen)
—"

well,"

said he,
" the grandest demigod I ever saw was Dr. Carlyle, minister

of Musselburgh, commonly called Jupiter Carlyle, from having sat

more than once for the kinsr of ffods and men to Gavin Hamilton—
and a shrewd, clever old carle was he, no doubt, but no more a poet
than his precentor. As for poets, I have seen, I believe, all the best of

our own time and country
—and, though Burns had the most glorious

eyes imaginable, I never thought any of them would come up to an

artist's notion of the character, except Byron." A reverend gentle-

man present, (I think, Principal Nicoll of St. Andrews), expressed his

* " What beauties does Flora disclose,

How sweet are her smiles upon Tweed," &c.
Crawford.
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regret that he had never seen Lord Byron.
" And the prints," re-

sumed Scott, "give one no impression of him—the lustre is there,

Doctor, but it is not Ughted up. Byron's countenance is a thing to

dream of,
A certain fair lady, whose name has been too often men-

tioned in connexion with his, told a friend of mine that, when she first

saw Byron it was in a crow ded room, and she did not know who it

was, but her eyes were instantly nailed, and she said to herself that

pale face is my fate. And poor soul, if a godlike face and godlike

powers could have made any excuse for devilry, to be sure she had

one." In tJie course of this talk, an old friend and schoolfellow of

Scott's asked iiim across the table if he had any faith in the antique
busts of Homer \

•' No, truly," he answered, smiling,
" for if there

had been either limners or stuccoyers worth their salt in those days,
the owner of such a headpiece would never have had to trail the poke.

They would have alimented the honest man decently among them for

a lay-figure."
A few days after this, I received a communication from the Messrs.

Ballantyne, to the eft'ect that Mr. Scott's various avocations had pre-
vented him from fulfilling his agreement with them as to the historical

department of the Edinburgh Annual Register for 1816, and that it

would be acceptable to him as well as them, if I could undertake to

supply it in the course of the autumn. This proposal was agreed to

on my part, and I had consequently occasion to meet him pretty often

during that summer session. He told me that if the war had gone on,
he should have liked to do the historical summary as before ; but that

the prospect of having no events to record but radical riots, and the

passing or rejecting of corn bills and poor bills, sickened him ; that his

health was no longer W'hat it had been ; and that though he did not

mean to give over writing altogether
—

(here he smiled significantly,
and glanced his eye towards a pile of MS. on the desk by him)

—he

thought himself now entitled to write nothing but what would rather

be an amusement than a fatigue to him—" Juniores ad labores^

He at this time occupied as his den a square small room, behind the

dining parlour in Castle Street. It had but a single Venetian window,
opening on a patch of turf not much larger than itself, and the aspect
of the place was on the whole sombrous. The walls were entirely
clothed with books ; most of them folios and quartos, and all in that

complete state of repair which at a glance reveals a tinge of biblio-

mania. A dozen volumes or so, needful for immediate purposes of

reference, w^ere placed close by him on a small moveable frame—
something like a dumb-waiter. All the rest were in their proper niches,
and wherever a volume had been lent, its room was occupied by a
wooden block of the same size, having a card with the name of the

borrower and date of the loan, tacked on its front. The old bindings
had obviously been retouched and regilt in the most approved manner;
the new, when the books w-ere of any mark, were rich but never gaudy—a large proportion of blue morocco—all stamped with his device of
the portcullis, and its motto clausus tutus ero—being an anagram of his

name in Latin. Every case and shelf was accurately lettered, and
the works arranged systematically; history and biography on one
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side—poetry and the drama on another—law books and dictionaries
behind his own chair. The only table was a massive piece of furniture
w^hich he had had constructed on the model of one at llokebv ; with
a desk and all its, appurtenances on either side, that an amanuensis

might work opposite to him when he chose ; and with small tiers of

drawers, reaching all round to the floor. The top displayed a goodly
array of session papers, and on the desk below were, besides the MS.
at which he was working, sundry parcels of letters, proof-sheets, and
so forth, all neatly done up with red tape. His own writing apparatus
was a very handsome old box, richly carved, hned with crimson vel-

vet, and containing ink-bottles, taper-stand, &c, in silver—the whole
in such order that it might have come from the silversmith's window
half an hour before. Besides his own huge elbow chair, there were
but two others in the room, and one of these seemed, from its position,
to be reserved exclusively for the amanuensis. I observed, during the

lirst evening I spent with him in this sanctum, that while he talked, his

hands were hardly ever idle. Sometimes he folded letter-covers—
sometimes he twisted paper into matches, performing both tasks with

great mechanical expertness and nicety ; and when there was no loose

paper fit to be so dealt with, he snapped his fingers, and the noble

Maida aroused himself from his lair on the hearth-rug, and laid his

head across his master's knees, to be caressed and fondled. The room
had no space for pictures except one, an original portrait of Claver-

house, which hung over the chimneypiece, with a Highland target on
either side, and broadswords and dirks (each having its own story),

disposed star-fashion round them. A few green tin-boxes, such as

sohcitors keep title-deeds in, were piled over each other on one side

of the window ; and on the top of these lay a fox's tail, mounted on
an antique silver handle, wherewith, as often as he had occasion to

take down a book, he gently biiished the dust off the upper leaves

before opening it. I think I have mentioned all the furniture of the

room except a sort of ladder, low, broad, well-carpeted, and strongly

guarded with oaken rails, by which he helped himself to books from

his higher shelves. On the top step of this convenience, Hinse of

Hinsfeidt,—(so called from one of the German ICinder-murchen)
—a

venerable tom-cat, fat and sleek, and no longer ver\^ locomotive, usually

lay watching the proceedings of his master and Maida with an air of

dignified equanimity ; but when Maida chose to leave the party, he

signified his inclinations by thumping the door with his huge paw, as

violently as ever a fashionable footman handled a knocker in Grosvenor

Square ";
the Sheritf rose and opened it for him with courteous alacrity,—and then Hinse came down purring from his perch, and mounted

guard by the foot-stool, vice Maida absent upon furlough. Whatever

discourse might be passing was broken, ever}- now and then, by some

affectionate apostrophe to these four-footed friends. He said they

understood eveiy thing he said to them, and I believe they did under-

stand a great deal of it. But at all events, dogs and cats, like children,

have some infallible tact for discovering at once who is, and v:ho is

not, really fond of their company; and I venture to say, Scott was

never five minutes in any room before the little pets of the family.

Vol. n. L
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whether dumb or lisping, had found out his kindness for all their gene-
ration.

I never thought it lawful to keep a journal of what passes in private

society, so that no one need expect from the sequel of this narrative

any detailed record of Scott's familiar talk. What fragments of it

have happened to adhere lo a tolerably retentive memory, and may be

put into black and wiiitc without wounding any feelings which my
friend, were he alive, would have wished to spare, I shall introduce

as the occasion suggests or serves ; but I disclaim on the threshold any
thinii more than this; and I also wish to enter a protest once for all

against the general fidelity of several literary gentlemen who have

kindlv forwarded to me private lucubrations of theirs, designed to

Bosxt'ellke Scott, and which they may probably publish hereafter. To

report conversations fairly, it is a necessary prerequisite that we should

be completely familiar with all the interlocutors, and understand

thoroughly all their minutest relations, and points of common know-

ledge, and common feeling, with each other. He who does not, must

be perpetually in danger of misinterpreting sportive allusion into seri-

ous statement ; and the man who was only recalling, by some jocular

phrase or half-phrase, to an old companion, some trivial reminiscence

of their boyhood or youth, may be represented as expressing, upon
some person or incident casually tabled, an opinion which he had never

framed, or if he had, would never have given words to in any mixed

assemblage
—not even among what the world calls friends at his own

board. In proportion as a man is witty and humorous, there will

always be about him and his a widening maze and wilderness of cues

and catchwords, which the uninitiated will, if they are bold enough to

try interpretation, construe, ever and anon, egregiously amiss—not

seldom into arrant falsity. For this one reason, to say nothing of many
others, I consider no man justified in journalizing what he sees and
hears in a domestic circle where he is not thoroughly at home ; and I

think there are still higher and better reasons why he should not do so

where he is.

Before I ever met Scott in private, I had, of course, heard many
people describe and discuss his style of conversation. Every body
seemed to agree that it overflowed with hearty good-humour, as well

as plain unafiected good sense and sagacity ; but I had heard not a
few persons of undoubted ability and accomplishment maintain, that

the genius of the poet and novelist rarely, if ever, revealed itself in

his talk. It is needless to say, that the persons I allude to were all his

own countrymen, and themselves imbued, more or less, with the con-
versational habits derived from a system of education in which the

study of metaphysics occupies a very large share of attention. The
best table-talk of Edinburgh was, and probably still is, in a very great
measure made up of brilliant disquisition

—such as might be transferred

without alteration to a professor's note-book, or the pages of a critical

Review—and of sharp word-catchings, ingenious thrusting and parry-
ing of dialects, and all the quips and quibblets of bar pleading. It was
the talk of a society to which lawyers and lecturers had, for at least a

iiundred years, given the tone. From the date of the Union, Edinburgii
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ceased to be the head-quarters of the Scotch nobility
—and Ion" before

the time of which I speak, they had all but entirely abandoned it as a
place of residence. I think I never knew above two or three of the

Peerage to have houses there at the same time—and these were usuallv

among the poorest and most insignificant of their oi'der. The wealth-
ier gentry had followed their example. Very few of that class ever

spent any considerable part of the year in Edinburgh, except for the

purposes of educating their children, or superintending the procuress
of a law-suit ; and these were not more likely than a score or two of
comatose and lethargic old Indians, to make head against the estab-
hshed influences of academical and forensic celebrity. Now Scott's

tastes and resources had not much in common with those who had in-

herited and preserved the chief authority in this provincial hierarchy
of rhetoric. He was highly amused with watching their dexterous

logomachies
—but his delight in such displays arose mainly, I cannot

doubt, from the fact of their being, both as to subject-matter and style
and method, remote a Sccevolce studiis. He sat by, as he would have
done at a stage-play or a fencing-match, enjoying and applauding the

skill exhibited, but without feeling much,ambition to parade himself as
a rival cither of the foil or the buskin. I can easily believe, therefore,
that in the earlier part of his life—before the blaze of universal fame
had overawed local prejudice, and a new generation, accustomed to

hear of that fame from their infancy, had grown up
—it may have

been the commonly adopted creed in Edinburgh, that Scott, however

distinguished otherwise, was not to be named as a table-companion in

the same day with this or that master of luminous dissertation or

quick rejoinder, who now sleeps as forgotten as his grandmother. It

was natural enough that persons brought up in the same circle with

him, who remembered all his beginnings, and had but slowly learned

to acquiesce in the justice of his claim to unrivalled honour in litera-

ture, should have clung all the closer for that late acquiescence to their

original estimate of him as inferior to themselves in other titles to ad-

miration. It was also natural that their prejudice on that score should

be readily taken up by the young aspirants who breathed, as it were,
the atmosphere of their professional renown. Perhaps, too, Scott's

steady Toryism, and the effect of his genius and example in modifying
the intellectual sway of the long dominant Whigs in the north, may
have had some share in this matter. However all that may have

been, the substance of what I had been accustomed to hear certainly

was, that Scott had a marvellous stock of queer stories, which he often

told with happy effect, but that, bating these drafts on a portentous

memory, set off with a simple old-fashioned naivete of humour and

pleasantry, his strain of talk was remarkable neither for depth of re-

mark nor felicity of illustration ;
that his views and opinions on the

most important topics of practical interest were hopelessly perverted

by his blind enthusiasm for the dreams of by-gone ages ;
and that, but

for the grotesque phenomenon presented by a great writer of the 19th

century gravely uttering sentiments worthy of his own Dundees and

Invernahyles, the main texture of his discourse would be pronounced

by any enlightened member of modern society rather bald and poor
than otherwise. I think the epithet most in vogue was commonplace.
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It will easily be believed, that, in companies such as I have been

alludino- to, made up of, or habitually domineered over by voluble

Whiirs and political economists, Scott was often tempted to put forth

his Tory doctrines and antiquarian prejudices in an exaggerated

shape
—in colours, to say the truth, altogether different from what they

assumed under other circumstances, or which had any real influence

upon his mind and conduct on occasions of practical moment. But 1

fancy it will seem equally credible, that the most sharp-sighted of these

social critics may not always have been capable of tracing, and doing

justice to, the powers which Scott brought to bear upon the topics

which they, not he, had chosen for discussion. In passing from a gas-
lit hall into a room with wax candles, the guests sometimes complain
that they have left splendour for gloom ; but let them try by what sort

of light it is most satisfactory to read, write, or embroider, or consider

under which of the two either men or women look their best.

The strongest, purest, and least observed of all lights is, however,

daylight ; and his talk was commonplace, just as sunshine is, which

gilds the most indifferent objects, and adds brilliancy to the brightest.
As for the old-world anecdotps which these clever persons were con-

descending enough to laugh at as pleasant extravagances, serving

merely to relieve and set off the main stream of debate, they were
often enough, it may be guessed, connected with the theme in hand

by links not the less apt that they might be too subtle to catch their

bedazzled and self-satisfied optics. There might be keener knowledge
of human nature than was " dreamt of in their philosophy"

—wdiich

passed w^ith them for coinmowplace, only because it was clothed in

plain famihar household words, not dressed up in some pedantic

masquerade of antithesis. " There are people," says Landor,
" who

think they write and speak finely, merely because they have forgotten
the language in which their fathers and mothers used to talk to them ;"

and surely there are a thousand homely old proverbs, which many a

dainty modern would think it beneath his dignity to quote either in

speech or writing, any one of which condenses more wit (take that

word in any of its senses) than could be extracted from all that was
ever said or written by the doctrinaires of the Edinburgh school.

Many of these gentlemen held Scott's conversation to be commonplace
exactly for the same reason that a child thinks a perfectly limpid
stream, though perhaps deep enough to drowai it three times over,
must needs be shallow. But it wall be easily believed that the best

and highest of their own idols had better means and skill of measure-
ment : I can never forget the pregnant expression of one of the ablest

of that school and party
—Lord Cockburn—who, when some glib youth

chanced to echo in his hearing the consolatory tenet of local medioc-

rity, answered quietly
— "I have the misfortune to think differently

from you
—in my humble opinion, Walter Scott's sense is a still more

wonderful thing than his genius.^'
Indeed I have no sort of doubt that, long before 1818, full justice

was done to Scott, even in these minor things, by all those of his

Edinburgh acquaintance, whether Whig or Tory, on whose personal
opinion he could have been supposed to set much value. With few
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exceptions, the really able lawyers of his own or nearly similar stand-

ing had ere that time attained stations of judicial dignity, or were in
the springtide of practice; and in either case they were likely to con-
sider general society much in his own fashion, as the joyous relaxation
of life, rather than the theatre of exertion and display. Their tables

were elegantly, some of them sumptuously spread ; and they lived in

a pretty constant interchange of entertainments upon a large scale, in

every circumstance of which, conversation included, it was their am-
bition to imitate those voluptuous metropolitan circles, wherein most
of them had from time to time mingled, and several of them with dis-

tinguished success. Among such prosperous gentlemen, like himself

past the mez-o cammin, Scott's picturesque anecdotes, rich easy hu-

mour, and gay involuntary glances of mother-wit, were, it is not dif-

ficult to suppose, appreciated above contributions of a more ambitious

stamp ;
and no doubt his London reputation de salon (which had by

degrees risen to a high pitch, although he cared nothing for
it) was

not without its effect in Edinburgh. But still the old prejudice lingered
on in the general opinion of the place, especially among the smart

praters of the Outer-House, whose glimpses of the social habits of their

superiors were likely to be rare, and their gall-bladders to be more
distended than their purses.

In truth it was impossible to listen to Scott's oral narrations, whether

gay or serious, or to the felicitous fun with which he parried absurdi-

ties of all sorts, whhout discovering better qualities in his talk than

icit—and of a higher order ; I mean especially a power of vivid paint-

ing
—the true and primary sense of what is called Imagination. He

was like Jacques
—

though not a "
melancholy Jacques ;" and " moral-

ized" a common topic
" into a thousand similitudes." Shakspeare and

the banished Duke would have found him "
full of matter." He dis-

liked mere disquisitions in Edinburgh, and prepared impromptus in

London; and puzzled the promoters of such things sometimes by
placid silence, sometimes by broad merriment. To such men he seem-

ed commonplace
—not so to the most dexterous masters in what was

to some of them almost a science ; not so to Rose, Hallam, or Moore,

Rogers,
—to Ellis, Macintosh, Croker, or Canning.

Scott managed to give and receive such great dinners as I have
been alluding to at least as often as any other private gentleman in

Edinburgh ; but he very rarely accompanied his wife and daughters
to the evening assemblies, which commonly ensued under other roofs

—for early to rise, unless in the case of spare-fed anchorites, takes for

granted early to bed. When he had no dinner engagement, he fre-

quently gave a few hours to the theatre ; but still more frequently
when the weather was fine, and still more, I believe, to his own satis-

faction, he drove out with some of his family, or a single friend, in an

open carriage ; the favourite rides being ehher to the Blackford Hills,

or to Ravelston, and so home by Corstorphine ; or to the beach of

Portobello, where Peter was always instructed to keep his horses as

near as possible to the sea. More than once, even in the first summer

of my acquaintance with him, I had the pleasure of accompanying
him on these evening excursions ; and never did he seem to enjoy him-

8



86 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

self more fully than when placidly surveying at such sunset or moon-

light hours, either the massive outlines of his " own romantic town,"
or the tranquil expanse of its noble estuary. He delighted too, in

passing, when he could, through some of the quaint windings of the

ancient city itself, now deserted, except at mid-day, by the upper world.

How often have I seen him go a long way round about, rather than

miss the opportunity of halting for a few minutes on the vacant espla-

nade of Ilolyrood, or under the darkest shadows of the Castle rock,

where it overhangs the Grassmarket, and the huge slab that still marks
where the gibbet of Porteous and the Covenanters had its station. His

coachman knew him too well to move at Jehu's pace amidst such

scenes as these. No funeral hearse crept more leisurely than did his

landau up the Canongate or the Cowgate ; and not a queer tottering

gable but recalled to him some long-buried memory of splendour or

bloodshed, which, by a few words, he set before the hearer in the

reality of life. His image is so associated in my mind with the an-

tiquities of his native place, that I cannot now revisit them without

feeling as if I were treading on his gravestone.
Wliatever might happen on the other evenings of the week, he

always dined at home on Sunday, and usually some few friends were
with him, but never any person with whom he stood on ceremony.
These were, it may readily be supposed, the most agreeable of his

entertainments. He came into the room rubbing his hands, his face

gleesome, like a boy arriving at home for the holydays, his Peppers
and Mustards gambolling about his heels, and even the stately Maida

grinning and wagging his tail in sympathy. Among the most regular

guests on these happy evenings were, in my time, as had long before

been the case, Mrs. Maclean Clephane of Torloisk, (with whom he

agreed cordially on all subjects except the authenticity of Ossian), and
her daughters, whose guardian he had become, at their own choice.

The eldest of them had been for some years married to the Earl Comp-
ton (now Marquis of Northampton), and was of course seldom in the

north ; but the others had much of the same tastes and accomplish-
ments which so highly distinguished the late Lady Northampton ; and
Scott delighted especially in their proficiency in the poetry and music
of their native isles. Mr. and Mrs. Skene of Rubislaw were frequent
attendants—and so were the Macdonald-Buchanans of Drumakiln,
whose eldest daughter, Isabella, was his chief favourite among all his

nieces of the Clerk's table—as was, among the nepheus, my own dear
friend and companion, Joseph Hume, a singularly graceful young man,
rich in the promise of hereditary genius, but, alas ! cut ofl' in the early
bloom of his days. The well-beloved Erskine was seldom absent;
and very often Terry or James Ballantyne came with him—some-

times, though less frequently, Constable. Among other persons w^ho
now and then appeared at these " dinners without the silver dishes,"
as Scott called them, I may mention—to say nothing of such old cro-

nies as Mr. Clerk, Mr. Thompson, and My. Kirkpatrick Sharpe—Sir

Alexander Boswell of Auchinleck, who had all his father Bozzifs clev-

erness, good humour, and joviality, without one touch of his meaner

qualities,
—wrote Jenny dang the Weaver, and some other popular
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songs, which he sang capitally
—and was moreover a thorough biblio-

maniac ; the late Sir Alexander Don of Newton, in all courteous and
elecrant accompUshments the model of a cavalier ; and last, not least,

William Allan, R. A., who had shortly before this time returned to

Scotland from several years' travel in Russia and Turkey. At one of

these plain hearty dinners, however, the company rarely exceeded

three or four, besides the as yet undivided family.
Scott had a story of a topping goldsmith on the Bridge who prided

himself on being the mirror of Amphitryons, and accounted for his

success by stating that it was his invariable custom to set his own
stomach at ease, by a beef-steak and a pint of port in his back-shop,
half an hour before the arrival of his guests. But the host of Castle

Street had no occasion to imitate this prudent arrangement, for his

appetite at dinner was neither keen nor nice. Breakfast was his chief

meal. Before that came he had gone through the severest part of

his day's work, and he then set to with the zeal of Crabbe's Squire
Tovell—

•' And laid at once a pound upon his plate."

No foxhunter ever prepared himself for the field by more suljstantial

appliances. His table was always provided, in addition to the usually

plentiful delicacies of a Scotch breakfast, with some sohd article, on

which he did most lusty execution—a round of beef—a pasty, such as

made Gil Bias's eyes water—or, most welcome of all, a cold sheep's

head, the charms of which primitive dainty he has so gallantly defended

against the disparaging sneers of Dr. Johnson and his bear-leader.*

A huge brown loaf flanked his elbow, and it was placed upon a broad

wooden trencher, that he might cut and come again with the bolder

knife. Often did the Clerks' coach, commonly called among themselves

the Lively
— which trundled round every morning to pick up the

brotherhood, and then deposited them at the proper minute in the

Parliament Close—often did this lumbering hackney arrive at his door

before he had fully appeased what Homer calls " the sacred rage of

hunger;" and vociferous was the merriment of the learned uncles,

when the surprised poet swung forth to join them, with an extemporized

sandwich, that looked like a ploughman's luncheon, in his hand. But

this robust supply would have served him in fact for the day. He
never tasted any thing more before dinner, and at dinner he ate almost

as sparingly as Squire Tovell's niece from the boarding-school
—

-" Who cut the sanguine flesh in frustums fine,

And marvelled much to see the creatures dine.'

The only dishes he was at all fond of were the old-fashioned ones,

to which he had been accustomed in the days of Saunders Fairford ;

and which really are excellent dishes,
—such, in truth, as Scotland bor-

rowed from France before Catherine de Medicis brought in her Italian

virtuosi to revolutionize the kitchen like the court. Of most of these,

I believe, he has in the course of his novels found some opportunity to

record his esteem. But, above all, who can forget that his King

Jamie, amidst the splendours of Whitehall, thinks himself an ill-used

monarch unless his first course includes cockyleekie
?

* See Croker's Boswell (edit. 1831), vol. iii. p. 38.
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It is a fact, which some philosophers may think worth setting down,

that Scott's organization, as to more tlian one of the senses, was the

reverse of exquisite. He had very Utile of wliat musicians call an

ear ;
his smell was hardly more delicate. I have seen him stare about,

quite unconscious of the cause, when his whole company betrayed
their uneasiness at the approach' of an over-kept haunch of venison;

and neither by the nose nt)r the palate could he distinguish corked

wine from sound. He could never tell Madeira from Sherry
—

nay,

an Oriental friend having sent him a butt of sheeraz, when he remem-

bered the circumstimre some time afterwards, and called lor a bottle

to have Sir .lohn Malcolm's oj)inion of its quality, it turned out that

his butler, mistaking the label, had already served up half the binn as

sherry. Port he considered as physic : he never willingly swallowed

more than one glass of it, and was sure to anathematize a second, if

ottered, by repeating Joiin Home's epigram
—

" Bold and erect the Caledonian stood,

Old was his mutton, and liis claret good ;

Let him drink port, the Enalish statesman cried—
He drank the poison, and his spirit died."

In truth, he liked no wines except sparkling Champagne and claret
;

but even as to this last he was no connoisseur ; and sincerely preferred
a tumbler of whisky-toddy to the most precious

"
liquid ruby" that

ever tlowed in the cup of a prince. He rarely took any other potation
when quite alone with his family ; but at the Sunday board he circu-

lated the Champagne briskly during dinner, and considered a pint of

claret eacJi man's fair share afterwards. I should not omit, however,
that his Bourdcaux was uniformly preceded by a small libation of the

genuine mountain dew, which he poured with his own hand, more

majorum, for each guest
—making use for the purpose of such a mul-

tifarious collection of ancient Highland quaighs (little cups of curiously
dove-tailed wood, inlaid with silver) as no Lowland sideboard but his

was ever equipped with—but commonly reserving for himself one that

was peculiarly precious in his eyes, as having travelled from Edin-

burgh to Derby in the canteen of Prince Charlie. This relic had been

presented to " the wandering Ascanius" by some very careful follower,
for its bottom is of glass, that he who quaffed might keep his eye the
while upon the dirk hand of his companion.
The sound of music—(even, I suspect, of any sacred music but

psalm-singing)
—would be considered indecorous in the streets of

Edinburgh on a Sunday night; so, upon the occasions I am speaking
of, the harp was silent, and Otterhurne and The Bonny House of Airlie

must needs be dispensed with. To make amends, after tea* in the

drawing-room, Scott usually read some favourite author, for the
amusement of his little circle ; or Erskine, Ballantyne, or Terry did
so, at his request. He himself read aloud high poetry with far greater
simi>li(nty, depth, and eflect, than any other man I ever heard

; and, in

Macbeth or Julius Casar, or the like, I doubt if Kemble could have
been more impressive. Yet the changes of intonation were so gently
managed, that he contrived to set the different interlocutors clearly
before us, without the least approach to theatrical artifice. Not so
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the others I have mentioned ; they all read cleverly and agreeably, but
with the decided trickery of stage recitation. To them he usually

gave the book when it was a comedy, or, indeed, any other drama
than Shakspeare's or Joanna Baillie's. Dryden's Fables, Johnson's

two Satires, and certain detached scenes of Beaumont and Fletcher,

especially that in the Lover''s Progress, where the ghost of the musical

inn-keeper makes his appearance, were frequently selected. Of the

poets, his contemporaries, however, there was not one that did not

come in for his part. In Wordsworth, his pet pieces were, I think,

the Song for Brougham Castle, the Laodamia, and some of the early
sonnets :

—in Southey, Queen Orraca, Fernando Ramirez, the Lines on

the Holly Tree—and, of his larger poems, the Thalaba. Crabbc was

perhaps, next to Shakspeare, the standing resource ; but in those days

Byron was pouring out his spirit fresh and full ; and, if a new piece
from his hand had appeared, it was sure to be read by Scott the Sun-

day evening afterwards, and that with such delighted emphasis, as

showed how completely the elder bard had kept all his enthusiasm for

poetry at the pitch of youth, all his admiration of genius free, pure,
and unstained by the least drop of literary jealousy. Rare and beau-

tiful example of a happily constituted and virtuously disciplined mind
and character!

Very often something read aloud by himself or his friends suggested
an old story of greater compass than would have suited a dinner-table

—and he told it, whether serious or comical, or, as more frequently

happened, part of both, exactly in every respect in the tone and style
of the notes and illustrations to his novels. A great number of his

best oral narratives have, indeed, been preserved in those parting lucu-

brations ; and not a few in his letters. Yet very many there were of

which his pen has left no record—so many, that, were I to task my
memory, I could, I believe, recall the outlines at least of more than

would be sufficient to occupy a couple of moderate-sized volumes.

Possibly, though w^ell aware how little justice I could do to such

things, rather than think of their perishing for ever, and leaving not

even a shadow behind, I may at some future day hazard the attempt.
Let me turn, meanwhile, to some dinner-tables very different from

his own, at which, from this time forward, I often met Scott. It is

very true of the societies I am about to describe, that he was "
among

them, not of them ;" and it is also most true that this fact was ap-

parent in all the demeanour of his bibliopolical and typographical
allies towards him whenever he visited them under their roofs—not a

bit less so than when they were received at his own board ; but still,

considering how^ closely his most important worldly affairs were con-

nected with the personal character of the Ballantynes, I think it a part,

though neither a proud nor a very pleasing part, of my duty as his

biographer, to record my reminiscences of them and their doings in

some detail.

James Ballantyne then lived in St. John Street, a row of good, old-

fashioned, and spacious houses, adjoining the Canongate and Holyrood,
and at no great distance from his printing establishment. He had

married a few years before the daughter of a wealthy farmer in Ber-

VoL. II. M 8*
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wickshire—a quiet, amiable woman, of simple manners, and perfectly
domestic habits : a group of fine young children were growing up
about him: and he usually, if not' constantly, had under his roof his

aged mother, his and his" wile's tender care of whom it was most

pleasing to witness. As far as a stranger might judge, there could not

be a more exemplary household, or a hap})ier one ; and I have occa-

sionally met the poet in St. .John Street when there were no other

guesis" but Erskine, Terry, George Hogarth,* and another intimate

friend or two, and when James Ballantyne was content to appear in

his own true and best colours, the kind head of his family, the respect-

ful but honest school-fellow of Scott, the easy landlord of a plain,

comforlable table. But when any great event was about to take place
in the business, especially on the eve of a new novel, there were doings
of a higher strain in St. John Street ; and to be present at one of those

scenes was truly a rich treat, even—if not especially
—for persons who,

like mvsclt". had no more knowledge than the rest of the world as to

the authorship of Waverley. Then were congregated about the

printer all his own literary allies, of whom a considerable number
were by no means personally familiar with " the great unknown ;"

—
who, by the way, owed to him that widely adopted title ;

—and He
appeared among the rest with his usual open aspect of buoyant good-
humour—although it was not difficult to trace, in the occasional play
of his features, the diversion it afforded him to watch all the procedure
of his swelling confidant, and the curious neophytes that surrounded
the well-spread board.

The feast was, to use one of James's own favourite epithets, gor-

geous ; an aldermanic display of turtle and venison, with the suitable

accompaniments of iced punch, potent ale, and generous Madeira.
When the cloth was drawn, the hurley preses arose, with all he could
muster of the port of John Kemble, and spouted with a sonorous voice
tlie formula of Macbeth—

" Fill full !

I drink to the general joy of tlie whole table !"

This was followed by
" the King, God bless him !" and second came—"

Gentlemen, there is another toast which never has been nor shall

be omitted in this house of mine—I give you the health of Mr. Walter
Scott, with three times three !"—All honour having been done to this

health, and Scott having briefly thanked the company with some ex-

pressions of warm afTection to their host, Mrs. Ballantyne retired ;
—

the bottles passed round twice or thrice in the usual way ;
—and then

James rose once more, every vein on his brow distended, his eyes
solemnly fixed upon vacancy, to propose, not as before in his sten-
torian key, but with "

'bated' breath," in the sort of whisper by which
a stage conspirator thrills the gallery

—"
Gentlemen, a bumper to the

immortal jhttfior nf Waverley /"—The uproar of cheering, in which
Scott made a fashion of joining, was succeeded by deep silence, and
then Ballantyne proceeded—

•
Gcorpe Hoparlh, Esq., W. S., brother of Mrs. James Ballantyne. This gentleman is

now well known in the literary world
; especially by a History of Music, of which all who

understand that science F{x;ak highly.
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" In his Lord-Burkigh-look, serene and serious,

A something of imposing and mysterious"—
to lament the obscurity in which his iihistrious but too modest corre-

spondent still chose to conceal himself iVom the plaudits of the world—to thank the company for the manner in which the nominis umbra
had been received—and to assure them that the Author of Waverley
would, when informed of the circumstance, feel highly delighted—
" the proudest hour of his life," &c. &c. The cool, demure iun of >Scott's

features during all this mummery was perfect ; and Erskine's attempt
at a gay non-chalance was still more ludicrously meritorious. Aldibo-

rontiphoscophornio, however, bursting as he was, knew too well to

allow the new novel to be made the subject of discussion. Its name
was announced, and success to it crowned another cup ; but after that

no more of Jedediah. To cut the thread, he rolled out unbidden some
one of his many theatrical songs, in a style that would have done no
dishonour to almost any orchestra—The Maid of Lodi, or, perhaps,
The Bay of Biscay, oh !—or The sweet little cherub that sits up aloft.

Other toasts followed, interspersed with ditties from other performers ;

old George Thomson, the friend of Burns, was ready for one with
The Moorland Wedding, or Willie breiifd a peck o' maut ;

—and so it went

on, until Scott and Erskine, with any clerical or very staid personage
that had chanced to be admitted, saw fit to withdraw. Then the

scene was changed. The claret and oliv^es made way for broiled

bones and a mighty bowl of punch ;
and when a few glasses of the

hot beverage had restored his powers, James opened ore rotunda on
the merits of the forthcoming romance. " One chapter

—one chapter

only" was the cry. After "
?iay, bi/r Lady, nay /" and a few more

coy shifts, the proof-sheets were at length produced, and James, with

many a prefatory hem, read aloud what he considered as the most

striking dialogue they contained.

The first I heard so read was the interview between Jeanie Deans,
the Duke of Argyle, and Queen Caroline, in Richmond Park ; and

notwithstanding some spice of the pompous tricks to which he was

addicted, I must say he did the inimitable scene great justice. At all

events, the effect it produced was deep and memorable, and no won-
der that the exulting typographer's one bumper more to Jedediah

Cleishbotham preceded his parting-stave, which was uniformly The
last words of Marmion, executed certainly with no contemptible rivalry
of Braham.
What a different affair was a dinner, although probably including

many of the same guests, at the junior partner's. He in those days
retained, I think, no private apartments attached to his auction-rooms

in Hanover Street, over the door of which he still kept emblazoned
" John Ballantyne and Company, Booksellers." At any rate, such of

his entertainments as I ever saw Scott partake of, were given at his

villa near to the Frith of Forth, by Trinity ; a retreat which the little

man had named "
Harmony Hall," and invested with an air of dainty

voluptuous finery, contrasting strikingly enough with the substantial

citizen-like snugness of his elder brother's domestic appointments.
His house was surrounded by gardens so contrived as to seem oi
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considerable extent, havina; many a shady tuft, trellised alley, and

nivsterions alcove, intersjuM'scd among their briLrht parterres. It was
a iairv-like labyrinth, and there was no want of pretty Armidas, such

as thev nii,::ht "be, to glide half-seen among its mazes. The
sitting-

rooinsop'ned u|x)n gay and perfumed conservatories, and John's pro-

fessional cxrnrsions to Paris and Brussels in quest of objects of virtu,

had siii)|)licd
both the temptation and the means to set forth the inte-

rior in a fashion that might have satisfied the most fastidious petite

maiti-rssr of Norwood or St. Denis. John too was a married man:
he had, ho\v««vrr, «M-crted for himself a private wing, the access to

which whcthtM- from the main building or the boscjuet, were so narrow

tliat it was phvsicallv impossible for the handsome and portly lady
who b«ire his name to force her jierson through any one of them.

Ills dinners were in all respects Parisian, for his wasted palate dis-

dained such John IJull luxuries as were all in all with James. The

piquant pasty of Strasburg or Perigord was never to seek ; and even

the pitce de'rt'sistancc was probably a boar's head from Coblcntz, or

a turkey rcadv stuffed with truffles from the Palais Royal. The pic-

tures scattered among John's innumerable mirrors, were chiefly of

theatrical subjects
—many of them portraits of beautiful actresses—the

same Peg Wollingtons, Bellamys, Kitty Clives, and so forth, that found

their wa_v in the sequel to (Charles Matthews's gallery at Highgate.
Here that exquisite comedian's own mimicries and parodies were the

life and soul of many a festival, and here, too, he gathered from his face-

tious host not a few of the richest materials for his at homes and mono-

pnlyh^itrs. But, indeed, whatever actor or singer of eminence visited

Edinburgh, of the evenings when he did not perform several were
sure to be reserved for Trinity. Here Braham quavered, and here

Liston drolled his best— here .Johnstone, and Murray, and Yates,
mixed jest and stave— here Kean revelled and rioted— and here

the Roman Keinble often played the Greek from sunset to dawn. Nor
did the ]-)opular cantatrice or danseuse of the time disdain to freshen

her roses, after a laborious week, amidst these Paphian arbours of

Harmony Hall.

Johnny had other tastes that were equally expensive. He had a
well-furnished stable, and followed the fox-hounds whenever the cover
was within an easy distance. His horses were all called after heroes
in Scott's poems or novels ; and at this time he usually rode up to his

auction on a tall inilk-whitc hunter, yclept Old Mortaiity, attended by
a leash or two of greyhounds,

—Die Vernon, Jenny Dennison, and so

forth, by name. The featherweight himself appeared imiformly, ham-
mcr-in-hand, in the half-dress of some sporting club—a light grey frock,
with emlilems of the chase on its silver buttons, white cord breeches,
and jockey boots in Meltonian order. Yet he affected in the pulpit
rather a grave adflress ; and was really one of the most plausible and

imposing of the Puff tribe. Probably'Scott's presence overawed his

hidicrous
propensities;

for the poet was, when sales were going on,
almost a daily attendant in Hanover Street, and himself not the least

energetic of the numerous competitors for Johnny's uncut j^/iee/iers,
Venetian lamps, Milanese cuirasses, and old Dutch cabinets.

'

Maida,
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by the way, was so well aware of his master's habits, that about the

time when the Com't of Session was hkely to break up for the day, he

might usually be seen couched in expectation among Johnny's own
tail of greyhounds at the threshold of the mart.

It was at one of those Trinity dinners this summer, that I first saw
Constable. Being struck with his appearance, I asked Scott wiio he

was, and he told me—expressing some surprise that anybody should

have lived a winter or two in Edinburgh without knowing, by sight at

least, a citizen whose name was so familiar to the world. I happened
to say that I had not been prepared to find the great bookseller a man
of such gentlemanlike and even distinguished bearing. Scott smiled

and answered— "Ay, Constaljle is indeed a grand-looking chield. He

puts me in mind of Fielding's apology for Lady Booby—to wit, that

Joseph Andrews had an air which, to those who had not seen many
noblemen, would give an idea of nobility." I had not in those days
been much initiated in the private jokes of what is called, by way of

excellence, the trade, and was ])uzzled when Scott, in the course of

the dinner, said to Constable,
" Will your Czarish Majesty do me the

honour to take a glass of Champagne ?' I asked the master of the

feast for an explanation.
" Oh !" said he,

" are you so green as not to

know that Constable long since dubbed himself The Czar of Muscovy,
John Murray The Emperor of the West, and I^ongman and his string
of partners The Divan?"—"And what title," I asked, "has Mr. John

Ballantyne himself found in this new almanac imperial?"
—"Let tiiat

ilee stick to the wa'," quoth Johnny; "When I set up for a bookseller,

The Crafty christened me The Dey of JlUjeers
—but he now considers

me as next thing to dethroned." He added— "His Majesty the auto-

crat is too fond of these nicknames. One day a partner of the house

of Longn:ian was dining with him in the country, to settle an important

piece of business, about which there occurred a good deal of difficulty.
' What fine swans you have in your pond there,' said the Londoner,

by way of parenthesis.
— 'Swans!' cried Constable— 'they are only

geese, man. There are just five of them, if you please to observe,
and their names are Longman, Hurst, Rees, Orme, and Brown.' This

skit cost The Crafty a good bargain."
It always appeared to me that James Ballantyne felt his genius

rebuked in the presence of Constable; his manner was constrained, his

smile servile, his hilarity elaborate. Not so with Johnny : the little

fellow never seemed more airily frolicsome than when he capered for

the amusement of the Czar.* I never, however, saw those two toge-

ther, where I am told the humours of them both were exhibited to the

richest advantage
—I mean at the Sunday dinners with which Consta-

ble regaled, among others, his own circle of literary serfs, and when
" Jocund Johnny" was very commonly his croupier. There are sto-

ries enough of practical jokes upon sucii occasions, some of them near

akin to those which the author of Humphrey Clinker has thought fit

* " Now, John," cried Constable one evening' after he had told one of his best stories—
" Now, John, is that true ?"—His object evidently was, in lagfo's phrase, to let down the

pegs; but Rig-duni answered gaily,
"
True, indeed ! Not one word of it !

—any blockhead

may stick to truth, niy hearty
—but 'tis a sad hampcrer of genius."
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to record of his own suburban villa, in the most diverting of young
Melford's letters to Sir VVatkin Philips. I have heard, for example, a

luculont description of poor Khhcnder CamphcU, and another drudge
of the same class, running' a race after dinner for a new pair of

brec<'hos. which Mr. David Bridges—tailor in ordinary to this north-

em p)tentatc. himself a wit. a virtuoso, and the croupier on that day
in hen ..f Ui-:dum—had been instructed to bring with him. and display

bof.»re the threadbare rivals. But I had these pictures from John Bal-

lantvne. and I dare sav they might be overcharged. That Constable

was a most bountiful and generous patron to the ragged tenants of

Grub Strrcf. there ran. however, be no doubt; and as little that .Tohn

himsi-lf artcd on all occasions by them in the same spirit, and this to

an extent crrcativ beyond what prudence (if he had ever consulted that

guide in any thing) would have dictated.

When I visited ('onstable, as I often did at a period somewhat later

than that of which I now speak, and for the most part in company
with Scott. I found the bookseller established in a respectable country

gentleman's seat, some six or seven miles out of Edinburgh, and doing
the honours of it with all the ease that might have been looked for had

he hccn the long-descended owner of the place. There was no foppery,
no show, no idle luxury, but to all appearance the plain abundance

and simple enjoyment of hereditary weahh. His conversation was
manlv and vigorous, abounding in Scotch anecdotes of the old time,

which he told with a degree of spirit and humour only second to his

great author's. No man could more effectually control, when he had
a mind, either the extravagant vanity which, on too many occasions,

made him ridiculous, or the despotic temper, which habitually held in

fear and trembling all such as were in any sort dependent on his

Czarish Majesty's pleasure. In him I never saw (at this period) any
thing but the unobtrusive sense and the calm courtesy of a well-bred

gentleman. His very equipage kept up the series of contrasts be-

tween him and the two Ballantynes. Constable went back and for-

ward between the town and PoUon in a deep-hung and capacious

green barouche, without any pretence at heraldic blazonry, drawn by
a pair of sleek, black, long-tailed horses, and conducted by a grave
old coachman in plain blue livery. The Printer of the Canongate
drove himself and wife about the streets and suburbs in a snug ma-
chine, whirh did not overburthen one powerful and steady cob; while
the gay auctioneer, whenever he left the saddle for the box, mounted
a bright blue dog-cart, and rattled down the Newhaven road with two
high-mettled steeds, prancing tandem before him, and most probably

—
«•>-['• 'cially if he was on his way to the races at Musselburgh

—with
some ''sweet singer of Israel" teaming, with all her feathers, beside
him. On such occasions, by the by, .lohnny sometimes had a French
horn with him, and he played on it with good skill, and with an energy
by no means jtrudcnt in the state of his lungs.
The Shcriir told with peculiar unction the following anecdote of

this .spark. The first time he went over to pick up curiosities at Paris,
it hapjx^nod that he met, in the course of his traffickings, a certain

brother bookseller of Edinburgh, as unlike hun as one man could well
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be to another—a grave, dry Presbyterian, as rigid in all his notions as

the buckle of his wig. This precise worthy having ascertained John's

address, went to call on him, a day or two afterwards, with the news
of some richly illuminated missal, which he might possibly be glad to

make prize of. On asking for his friend, a smiling luquais de place
informed him that Monsieur had gone out, but that Madamr was at

liome. Not doubting that Mrs. Ballantyne had accompanied her hus-

band on his trip, he desired to pay his respects to Madame, and was
ushered in accordingly.

" But oh, Mr. Scott !" said, or rather groaned
the austere elder, on his return from this modern Babylon

—"
oh, Mr.

Scott, there w-as nae Mrs. John yonder, but a painted Jezebel sittin' up
in her bed, wi' a wheen impudent French limmers like hersel', and twa
or three whiskered blackguards, takin' their collation o' nicknacks

and champagne wine ! I ran out o' the house as if I had been shot.

What judgment will this wicked warld come to! The Lord pity us!'*

Scott was a severe enough censor in the general of such levities, but

somehow, in the case of Rigdumfunnidos, he seemed to regard them
with much the same toleration as the naughty tricks of a monkey in

the " Jardin des Plantes."

Why did Scott persist in mixing up all his most important concerns

with such people as I have been describing l I asked himself that ques-
tion too unceremoniously at a long subsequent period, and in due time

the reader shall see the answer I received. But it left the main ques-

tion, to my apprehension, as much in the dark as ever. I shall return

to the sad subject hereafter more seriously ; but in the meantime let

it suffice to say, that he was the most patient, long-suifering, aflection-

ate, and charitable of mankind ; that in the case of both the Ballan-

tynes he could count, after all, on a sincerely, nay, a passionately devoted

attachment to his person ; that, with the greatest of human beings,
use is in all but unconquerable power; and that hew'ho so loftily tossed

aside the seemingly most dangerous assaults of flattery, the blandish-

ment of dames, the condescension of princes, the enthusiasm of crowds—had still his weak point upon which two or three humble besiegers,
and one unwearied, though most frivolous underminer, w^ell knew how
to direct their approaches. It was a favourite saw of his own, that

the wisest of our race often reserve the average stock of folly to be

all expended upon some one flagrant absurdity.

CHAPTER VI.

PUBLICATION OF THE HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN—ITS RECEPTION IN EDIN-

BURGH AND IN ENGLAND—ABBOTSFORD IN OCTOBER—MELROSE ABBEY—
DRYBURGH, ETC.—LION-HUNTERS FROM AMERICA—TRAGEDY OF THE CHE-
ROKEE LOVERS—SCOTT'S DINNER TO THE SELKIRKSHIRE YEOMEN.— ISIS

HopiXG to be forgiven for a long digression, the biographer willingly

returns to the thread of Scott's story. The Heart of Mid-Lothian

appeared, as has been mentioned, before the close of June 1818; and
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among the letters wWwh he received soon afterwards from the friends

by this time in the secret, there is one which (though I do not venture

to name the writer) I am tempted to take the Uberty of quoting:
—

" Now for it, 1 can speak to the purpose, as I have not only read it

myself. Imt am in a house where everybody is tearin<j it out of each other's hands,
and ulkiiig of nothing idse. So much for its success—the more flattering, because

it ovrroonn^s a j)r<judice. People were beginning to say the author would wear
hiiiisi If out; it was \rou\<x on too ]on«T in the same key, and no striking notes could

possibly bo produced. On the contrary, I think the interest is stronger here than

in any i>f the former ones—(always excepting my first-love Wavcrley)—and one

may congnitulate you upon having effected what many have tried to do, and nobody
vet' succ('((l(d in. "making the perfectly good character the most interesting. Of
late days, especially since it has been the fashion to write moral and even religious

novels," one might almost say of some of the wise good heroines, what a lively

pirl once said to •••** of her well-meaning aunt—'

Upon my word she is enough
to make anybody wicked.' And though beauty and talents are heaped on the

right side, the writer, in spite of himself, is sure to put agreeableness on the

wrong ; the person, from whose errors he means you should take warning, runs

away with your secret partiality in the mean time. Had this very story been con-

ducted by a common hand, Effie would have attracted all our concern and sym-
pathy, .leanie only cold approbation. Whereas Jeanie, without youth, beauty,

genius, warm passions, or any other novel-perfection, is here our object from

beginning to end. This is
'

enlisting the affections in the cause of virtue' ten times

more than ever Richardson did ; for whose male and female pedants, all-excelling
as they are, I never could care half so much as I found myself inclined to do for

Jeanie before I finished the first volume.
" You know I tell you my opinion just as I should do to a third person, and I

trust the freedom is not unwelcome. I was a little tired of your Edinburgh law-

yers in the introduction ; English people in general will be more so, as well as

impatient of the passages alluding to Scotch law throughout. Mr. Saddletree will

not entertain them. The latter part of the fourth volume unavoidably fiags to a
certain degree; after .Teanie is happily settled at Roseneath, we have no more to

wish for. But the chief fault I have to find relates to the reappearance and shock-

ing fate of the boy. I hear on all sides—' Oh I do not like that!'—I cannot say
what I would have had instead ; but I do not like it either ; it is a lame, huddled
conclusion. I know you so well in it, by the by !

—you grow tired yourself, want
to get rid of the story, and hardly care how. Sir George JStaunton finishes his
career very fitly ; he ought not to die in his bed, and for Jeanie's sake one would
not have him hanged. It is unnatural, though, that he should ever have gone
within twenty miles of tiie tolbooth, or shown his face in the streets of Edinburgh,
or dined at a public meeting, if the Lord Commissioner had been his brother. Here
ends my per cimira account. The opposite page would make my letter too long, if

I entered equally into particulars. Carlisle and Corby-castles in Waverley did not
affect me more deeply than the prison and trial scenes. The end of poor ]Madge
%\ildfire is also most pathetic. The meeting at Muschat's cairn tremendous.

Dumbiedykes and Rory Bean are delightful. And I shall own that my prejudices
were secretly gratified by the light in which you place John of Argyle, whom Mr.
Coxe so ran down to please Lord Orford. You have drawn him to the very life.

I heard so much of him in my youth, so many anecdotes, so often ' as the Duke of

Argyle used to say'
—tliat I really believe 1 am almost as good a judge as if I had

Been and lived with him. The late Lady
****** told me, that when she married,

he was still remarkably handsome ; with manners more graceful and engaging than
she ever saw in any one else ; the most agreeable person in conversation, the best
teller of a story. When fiftj'-seven thus captives eighteen, the natural powers of

pleasing must be extraordinary. Y"ou have likewise coloured Queen Caroline

exactly right
—but I was bred up in another creed about Lady Suffolk, of whom,

as a ver)' old deaf woman, I have some faint recollection. Lady ****** knew
her intimately, and never would allow she had been the King's mistress, though
she owned it was currently believed. She said he had just enough liking for her
to make the Queen very civil to her, and very jealous and spiteful ; the rest remain-
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ed always uncertain at most, like a similar scandal in our days, •where I, for one,

imagine love of seeming influence on one side, and love of lounging, of an easy
house and a good diiuier on the other, to bo iiU the criminal passions concerned.

However, I confess. Lady
****** had that in herself which made her not ready

to think tlie worst of iier fellow-women.
" Did you ever hear the history of John Duke of Argyle's marriage, and con-

stant attachment, before and after, to a woman not handsomer or much more ele-

gant than Jeanie Deans, though very unlike her in understanding? I can give it

you, if you wish it, for it is at my finger's ends. Now I am ancient myself, I

should be a great treasure of anecdote to anybody who had the same humour,—
but I meet with few who have. They read vulgar tales in books, Wraxall, and so

forth, what the footmen and maids only gave credit to at the moment, but they
desire no fartiier information. I dare swear many of your readers never lieard of

the Duke of Argyle before, '

Pray, who was Sir Robert Walpole,' they ask me,
'and when did he live?'—or perhaps

—'Was not the great Lord Chatham in

Queen Anne's days?'
" We have, to help us, an exemplification on two legs in our country apothecary,

whom you have painted over and over without the honour of knowing him ; an

old, dry, arguing, prosing, obstinate Scotcliman, very shrevpd, rather sarcastic, a

sturdy Whig and Presbyterian, tiranl tin pen sur le democrat. Your berks are

birdlime to him, however; he hovers about the house to obtain a volume when
others have done with it. I long to ask him whether douce Davie was any way
sib to him. He acknowledges he would not noiv go to Muschat's Cairn at night
for any money—he had such a horror of it

'

sixty years ago' when a laddie. But
I am come to the end of my fourth page, and will not tire you with any more

scribbling."

" P. S.—If I had known nothing, and the whole world had told me the con-

trary, I should have found you out in that one parenthesis,
—' for the man was

mortal, and had been a schoolmaster.' "

This letter was addressed from a great country house in the south ;

and may, I presume, be accepted as a fair index of the instantaneous

English popularity of Jeanie Deans. From the choice of localities,

and the splendid blazoning of tragical circumstances that had left the

strongest impression on the memory and imagination of every inhabit-

ant, the reception of this tale in Edinburgh was a scene of all-engross-

ing enthusiasm, such as I never witnessed there on the appearance of

any other literary novelty. But the admiration and delight were the

same all over Scotland, Never before had he seized such really noble

features of the national character as were canonized in the person of

his homely heroine : no art had ever devised a happier running contrast

than that of her and her sister—or interwoven a portraiture of lowly
manners and simple virtues, with more graceful delineations of polished

life, or with bolder shadows of terror, guilt, crime, remorse, madness,
and all the agony of the passions.

In the introduction and notes to the Heart of Mid-Lothian, drawn

up in 1830, we are presented with details concerning the suggestion
of the main plot, and the chief historical incidents made use of, to

which I can add nothing of any moment.
The 12th of July restored the author as usual to the supervision of

his trees and carpenters ; but he had already told the Ballantynes, that

the story which he had found it impossible to include in the recent

series of Jedediah should be forthwith taken up as the opening one of

a third ; and instructed John to embrace the first favourable opportu-
VoL. II. N 9
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nity of offerini: Constable the publication of this, on the footing of

lOioOO copies ar^ain forming the first edition; but now at length with-

out any more stipulations connected with the unfortunate " old stock"

of the Hanover Street Company.
Before he settled himself to his work, however, he made a little tour

of the lavourite description with his wife and children—halting for a

few days at Drumlanrig, thence crossing the Border to Carlisle and

Rokcbv. and returning bv way of Alnwick. On the 17th August, he

writes 'thus to .John Ballantyne from Drumlanrig ;—" This is heavenly

weather, and I am making'the most of it, as I shall have a laborious

autumn before me. I may say of my head and fingers as the farmer

of his mare, when he indu'lged her with an extra feed—
' Ye ken that Masfffie winna sleep

For that or Simmer.'

We have taken our own horses with us, and I have my pony, and ride

when 1 find it convenient."

The following seems to have been among the first letters he wrote

after his return.

To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., Rokehy.

"
Abbotsford, 10th Sept., 1818.

" My dear Morritt,
" We have been cruizing to and fro since we left your land of woods and

streams. Lord Melville wished me to come and stay two days with him at Mel-

ville Castle, which has broken in upon my time a little, and interrupted my purpose
.of tellinor you as how we arrived safe at Abbotsford, without a drop of rain, thus

completing a tour of three weeks in the same fine weather in which we commenced
it—^a thintr which never fell to my lot before. Captain Ferguson is inducted into

the office of Keeper of the Regalia, to the great joy, I think, of all Edinburgh. He
has entered upon a farm (of eleven acres) in consequence of this advancement, for

you know it is a general rule, that whenever a Scotsman gets his head above water,

he immediately turns it to land. As he has already taken all the advice of all the

notables in and about the good village of Darnick, we expect to see his farm look

like a tailor's book of patterns, a snip of ever)' several opinion which he has receiv-

ed occupying its appropriate corner. He is truly what the French call un droit de

corps.
" I wish you would allow your coachman to look out for me among your neigh-

bours a couple of young colts (rising three would be the best age) that would match
for a carriage some two years hence. 1 have plenty of grass for them in the mean
while, and should never know the expense of their keep at Abbotsford. He seemed
to think he could pick them up at from £25 to £30, which would make an immense

saving hereafter. Peter Matheson and he had arranged some sort of plan of this

kind. For a pair of very ordinarj' carriage-horses in Edinburgh they ask £140 or

more ; so it is worth while to be a little provident. Even then you only get one

good horse, the other being usually a brute. Pray you excuse all this palaver
—

' These little things are great to little men.'

Our harvest is almost all in, but as farmers always grumble about something, they
are now growling about the lightness of the crop. All the young part of our house-
hold are wrapt up in uncertainty concerning the Queen's illness—for—if her Ma-

jesty parts cablp, there will be no Forest Ball, and that is a terrible prospect. On
Wednesday (when no post arrives from London) Lord Melville chanced to receive

a letter with a black seal by express, and as it was of course argued to contain the

expected intelligence of poor Charlotte, it sold a good many ells of black cloth and
stuffs before it was ascertained to contain no such information. Surely this came
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within the line of high treason, being an imagining of the Queen's death. Ever
yours truly,

Walter Scott.

" P, S.—Once more anent the colts. I am indifferent about colour; but catteris

paribus, would prefer black or brown to bright bay or grey. 1 mention two off—as

the age at which they can be best judged of by the buyer."

Of the same date I find written in pencil, on what must have been

the envelope of some sheriff's-process, this note, addressed to Mr.

Charles Erskine, the sheriff-substitute of Selkirkshire :
—
"
September 10, 1818.

" Dear Charles,
" I have read these papers with all attention this morning—but think you will

agree with me that there must be an Eke to the Condescendence. Order the Eke

against next day. Tom leaves with this packet a blackcock, and (more's the pity)
a grey hen. Yours,^

W. S."

And again he thus writes by post to James Ballantyne :
—

"
Abbotsford, September 10, 1818.

" Dear James,
" I am quite satisfied with what has been done as to the London bills. I am

glad the presses move. I have been interrupted sadly since my return by tourist

gazers
—this day a confounded pair of Cambridge boys have robbed me of two good

hours, and you of a sheet of copy—though whether a good sheet or no, deponent
saith not. The story is a dismal one, and I doubt sometimes whether it will bear

working out to much length after all. Query, if I shall make it so effective in two
volumes as my mother does in her quarter of an hour's crack by the fire-side. But
nil desperandum. You shall have a bunch to-morrow or next day—and when the

proofs come in, my pen must and shall step out. By the by, I want a supply of

pens
—and ditto of ink. Adieu for the present, for I must go over to Toftfield, to

give orders anent the dam and the foot-path, and see item as to what should be done

anent steps at the Rhymer's Waterfall, which I think may be made to turn out a

decent bit of a linn, as would set True Thomas his worth and dignity. Ever yours,
W. S."

It must, I think, be allowed that these careless scraps, when com-

bined, give a curious picture of the man who was brooding over the

first chapters of the Bride of Lammermoor. One of his visiters of

that month was Mr. R. Cadell, who was of course in all the secrets

of the house of Constable ; and observing how his host was harassed

with lion-hunters, and what a number of hours he spent daily in the

companv of his work-people, he expressed, during one of their walks,

his wonder that Scott should ever be able to write books at all while

in the country.
"

I know," he said,
" that you contrive to get a few

hours in your own room, and that may do for the mere pen-work ; but

when is it that you think ?" "
O," sa'id Scott,

'•
I lie simmering over

things for an hour or so before I get up
—and there's the time I am

dressing to overhaul my half-sleeping half-waking projet de chapitre
—

and wiien I get the paper before me, it commonly runs off pretty

easily. Besides, I often take a doze in the plantations, and, while Tom
marks out a dyke or a drain as I have directed, one's fancy may be

running its ain riggs in some other world."
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It was in the month following that I first saw Abbotsford. He
invited my friend John Wilson (now Professor of Moral Philosophy

at Edinburgh) and mvself to visit him for a day or two on our return

from an excursion to "Mr. Wilsons beautiful villa on the Lake of Win-

dermere, but named the particular day (October 8th) on which it

would be most convenient for him to receive us ; and we discovered

on our arrival, that he had fixed it from a good-natured motive. We
found him walking in one of his plantations, at no great distance from

the house, with live or six young people, and his friends Lord Mel-

ville and Captain Ferguson.' Having presented us to the First Lord

of the Admiralty, he fell back a little and said, "I am glad you came

to-day, for I thought it might be of use to you both, some time or

other, to be known to my old schoolfellow here, who is, and I hope

will long continue to be, the great giver of good things in the Parlia-

ment House. I trust you have had enough of certain pranks with

your triend Ebony, and if so. Lord JNIelville will have too much sense

to remember them."* We then walked round the plantation, as yet

in a very young state, and came back to the house by a formidable

work which he was constructing for the defence of his havgh against

the wintry violences of the Tweed ; and he discoursed for some time

with keen interest upon the comparative merits of different methods

of embankment, but stopped now and then to give us the advantage of

any point of view in which his new building on the eminence above

ple'ased his eye. It had a fantastic appearance
—

being but a fragment
of the existing edifice—and not at all harmonizing in its outlines with

" Mother Retford's" original tenement to the eastward. Scott, how-

ever, expatiated con amore on the rapidity with which, being chiefly

of darkish granite, it was assuming a " time-honoured" aspect. Fer-

guson, with a grave and respectful look, observed,
"
yes, it really has

much the air of some old fastness hard by. the river Jordan." This

allusion to the Chaldee MS., already quoted, in the manufacture of

which Ferguson fancied Wilson and myself to have had a share, gave
rise to a burst of laughter among Scott's merry young folks and their

companions, while he himself drew in his nether lip, and rebuked the

Captain with "
Toots, Adam ! toots, Adam !" He then returned to his

embankment, and described how a former one had been entirely swept

away in one night's flood. But the Captain was ready with another

verse of the Chaldeee MS., and groaned out, by way of echo—"
A^erily

my fine gold hath perished!" Whereupon the" "Great Magician" ele-

vated his huge oaken staff" as if to lay it on the waggish soldier's

back—but flo'urished it gaily over his own head, and laughed louder

than the youngest of the company. As we walked and talked, the

Pepper and Mustard terriers kept snufling among the bushes and hea-

ther near us, and started every five minutes a hare, which scudded

away before them and the ponderous staghound Maida—the Sheriff"

and all his tail hollowing and cheering in perfect confidence that the

*
Ebony was Mr. Blackwood's own usual designation in the jeux d'csprit of his young

Magazine, in many of which tlie
persons

thus addressed by Scott were conjoint culprits.

They both were then, as may be inferred, sweeping the boards of the Parliament House

as " briefless barristers."
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dogs could do no more harm to poor puss than the venerable torn-<:al,
Hinse of Hinsfeldt, who pursued the vain chase with the rest.

At length we drew near Peterhouse, and found sober Peter himself
and his brother-in-law, the facetious factotum Tom INinlie, siii)erin-

tending, pipe in moutii, three or four sturdy labourers busy in laviriy
down the turf for a bowhng-green.

"
I have planted hollies all round

it, you see," said Scott,
" and laid out an arbour on the right-hand

side for the laird; and here I mean to have a game at bowls after

dinner every day in line weather—for I take that to have been among
the indispensables of our old vie de chateau." But I must not forget
the reason he gave me some time afterwards for having fixed on that

spot for his bowling-green. "In truth," he then said, "I wished to

have a smooth walk and a canny seat for myself within ear-shot of

Peter's evening psalm." The coachman was a devout Presbyterian,
and many a time have I in after-years accompanied Scott on his

evening stroll, when the principal object was to enjoy, from the bowl-

ing-green, the untailing melody of tliis good man's family worshiji
—

and heard him repeat, as Peter's manly voice led the humble (|uire

within, that beautiful stanza of Burns's Saturday Night :
—

"
They chaunt their artless notes in simple g'uise ;

They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim," &.C

It was near the dinner-hour before we reached the house, and pre-

sently I saw assembled a larger company than I should have fancied

to be at all compatible with the existing accommodations of the place ;

but it turned out that Captain Ferguson, and the friends whom I have

not as yet mentioned, were to find quarters elsewhere for the night.

His younger brother, Captain John Ferguson of the Royal Navy (a

favourite lieutenant of Lord Nelson's), had come over from Huntly
Burn ;

there w^ere present also, Mr. Scott of Gala, whose residence is

within an easy distance ; Sir Henry Hay MacDougal of Macker-

stone, an old baronet with gay, lively, and highly polished manners,

related in the same degree to both Gala and the Sheriff; Sir Alex-,

ander Don, the member for Roxburghshire, whose elegant social quali-

ties have been alluded to in the preceding chapter ; and Dr. Scott of

Darnlee, a modest and intelligent gentleman, who having realized a

fortune in the East India Company's medical service, had settled

within two or three miles of Abbotsford, and though no longer prac-

tising his profession, had kindly employed all the resources of his skill

in the endeavour to counteract his neighbour's recent liability to

attacks of cramp.
—Our host and one or two others appeared, as was

in those days a common fashion with country gentlemen, in the lieu-

tenancy uniform of their country. How fourteen or fifteen people con-

trived to be seated in the then dining-room of Abbotsford I know not—
for it seemed quite full enough when it contained only eight or ten :

but so it w^as—nor, as Sir Harry MacDougal's fat valet, warned by

former experience, did not join the train of attendants, was there any

perceptible difficulty in the detail of the arrangements. Every thing

about the dinner was, as the phrase runs, m excellent style ; and in

particular, the potage d la Meg Merrikes, announced as an attempt t(»

imitate a device of the Duke of Buccleuch's celebrated cook—by
9*
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name Monsieur Florence—seemed, to those at least who were better

acquainted with the Kaim of Derncleuch than with the cuisine of

Bowhill.* a very laudable specimen of the art. The champagne cir-

culated nimbly
—and I never was present at a gayer dinner. I had

advanced a little bevond the soup when it received an accompaniment
which would not, perhaps, have improved the satisfaction of Southern

guests, had anv such been present. A tall and stalwart bagpiper, in

complete Highland costume, appeared pacing to and fro on the green
before the house, and the window being open, it seemed as if he might
as well have been straining his lungs within the parloin\ At a pause
of his strenuous performance, Scott took occasion to explain that Jo/m

of Skyr was a recent acquisition to the rising hamlet of Abbotstown;
that the man was a capital hedger and ditcher, and only figured with

the pipe and philabeg on high occasions in the after-part of the day;
"but indeed," he added, laughing, "I fear .John will soon be discover-

ing: that the hook and mattock are unfavourable to his chanter hand."

When the cloth was drawn, and the never-failing salver of quaighs
introduced, John of Skye, upon some well-known signal, entered the

room, but m ynilitairr. without removing his bonnet, and taking his

station behind the landlord, received from his hand the largest of the

Celtic bickers brimful of Glenlivet. The man saluted the company in

his own dialect, tipped off the contents (probably a quarter of an Eng-
lish pint of raw aqua vita?) at a gulp, wheeled about as solemnly as

if the whole ceremony had been a movement on parade, and forthwith

recommenced his pibrochs and gatherings, which continued until long
after the ladies had left the table, and the autumnal moon was stream-

ing in upon us so brightly as to dim the candles.

I had never before seen Scott in such buoyant spirits as he showed
this evening

—and I never saw him in higher afterwards ; and no

wonder, for this was the first time that he, Lord Melville, and Adam
Ferguson, daily companions at the High-school of Edinburgh, and

partners in many joyous scenes of the early volunteer period, had met
since the commencement of what I may call the serious part of any
of their lives. The great poet and novelist was receiving them under
his own roof, when his fame was at its acme, and his fortune seemed

culminating to about a corresponding height
—and the generous exu-

berance of his hilarity might have overflowed without moving the

spleen of a Cynic. Old stories of the Yards and the Crosscanseicay
were reliev'ed by sketches of real warfare, such as none but Fergu-
son (or Charles Matthews, had he been a soldier) could ever have

given ; and they toasted the memory of Greenbreeks and the health

of the Beau with equal devotion.

When we rose from table, Scott proposed that we should all ascend
his western turret, to enjoy a moonlight view of the valley. The
younger part of his company were too happy to do so : some of the

seniors, who had tried the thing before, found pretexts for hanging

* I understand that this now celebrated soap was extemporised by M. Florence on
Scott's first visit to Bowhill after the publication of Guy Mannerin^. Florence had
served—and Scott having on some sporting- party made his personal acquaintance, he used
often afterwards to gratify the Poet's military propwasities by sendiiig up magnificent
representations in pastry of citadels taken by the Emperor, &c.
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back. Tlie stairs were dark, narrow, and steep; but the Slieritf

piloted the way, and at length there were as many on the
tr,j, a^ U

could well afiord footing for. iVothing could be more lovely than iIm;

panorama; all the harsher and more naked features being li.si in th.;

delicious moonlight ; the Tweed and the Gala winding and sparkiini'
beneath our feet; and the distant ruins of Melrose apjxjaring, an if

carved of alabaster, under the black mass of the Eildons. The tMJct,

leaning on his battlement, seemed to hang over the beautiful vision ai
if he had never seen it before. "If I live," he exrjaimed. '•

I will build
me a higher tower, with a more spacious platform, and a staircase

better fitted for an old fellow's scrambling." The
i)i[)er was heard

retuning his instrument below, and he called to him for LovhnhT no
more. John of Skye obeyed, and as the music rose, softened by the

distance, Scott repeated in a low key the melancholy words of the

song of exile.

On descending from the tower, the whole company were assembled

in the new dining-room, which was still under the hands of the car-

penters, but had been brilliantly illuminated for the occasion. John
of Skye took his station, and old and young danced reels to his melo
dious accompaniment until they were weary, while Scott and the

Dominie looked on with gladsome faces, and beat time now and then,

the one with his staff, the other with his wooden leg. A tray with

mulled w'me and whisky punch was then introduced, and Lord Mel-

ville proposed a bumper, with all the honours, to the Roof-tree. Captain

Ferguson having sung Johnnie Cope, called on the young ladies for

Kenmure^s on and awa'; and our host then insisted that the whole

party should join, standing in a circle hand-in-hand more majorum, in

the hearty chorus of

" Wcel may we a' be,

111 may we never see,

God bless the kin^ and the gude companie I"

—which being duly performed, all dispersed. Such was the handsel,

for Scott protested against its being considered as the house-heating,
of the new Abbotsford.

When I began this chapter I thought it would be a short one, but it

is surprising how, when one digs into his memory, the smallest details

of a scene that was interesting at the time, shall by degrees come to

light again. I now recall, as if I had seen and heard them yesterday,
the looks and words of eighteen years ago. Awaking between six

and seven next morning. I heard Scott's voice close to me. and looking

out of the Uttle latticed window of the then detached cottai^e called

the chapel, saw him and Tom Purdie pacing together on the green
before the door, in earnest deliberation over what seemed to be a rude

daub of a drawing, and every time they approached my end ot their

parade I was sure to catch the words Blue Bank. It turned out in

the course of the day, that a field of clay near Toft field went by this

name, and that the draining of it was one of the chief operations
tlu-n

in hand. My friend Wilson, mean while, who lodged also in the

chapel, tapped at my door, and asked me to rise and take a walk with

him by the river, for he had some angling project in his head. He
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went out and joined in the constdtation about the Blue Bank, while I

was dressing ; presently Scott hailed me at the casement, and said he
had observed a volume of a new edition of Goethe on my table—
would I lend it him for a little ? He carried off' the volume accord-

ingly, and retreated with it to his den. It contained the Faust, and, I

believe, in a more complete shape than he had before seen that master-

piece of his old favourite. When we met at breakfast a couple of
hours after, he was full of the poem—dwelt with enthusiasm on the

airy beauty of its lyrics, the terrible pathos of the scene before the
Mater Dolorosa, and the deep skill shown in the various subtle shadings
of character between Mephistophiles and poor Margaret. He remark-
ed, however, of the Introduction (which I suspect was new to him)
that blood would out—that, consummate artist as he was, Goethe was
a German, and that nobody but a German would ever have provoked
a comparison with the book of Job,

" the grandest poem that ever was
written." He added, that he suspected the end of the story had been
left in obscuro, from despair to match the closing scene of our own
Marlowe's Doctor Faustus. Mr. Wilson mentioned a report that Cole-

ridge was engaged on a translation of the Faust. "
I hope it is so,"

said Scott ;

"
Coleridge made Schiller's Wallenstein far finer than he

found it, and so he will do by this. No man has all the resources of

poetry in such profusion, but he cannot manage them so as to bring
out any thing of his own on a large scale at all worthy of his genius.
He is hke a lump of coal rich with gas, which hes expending itself in

puffs and gleams, unless some shrewd body will clap it into a cast-iron

box, and compel the compressed element to do itself justice. His

fancy and diction would have long ago placed him above all his con-

temporaries, had they been under the direction of a sound judo-ment
and a steady will.* I don't now expect a great original poem from

Coleridge, but he might easily make a sort of fame for himself as a

poetical translator, that would be a thing completely unique and sui

generis.''^

W^hile this criticism proceeded, Scott was cutting away at his brown
loaf and a plate of kippered salmon in a style which strongly remind-
ed me of Dandie Dinmont's luncheon at Mump's Hall ; nor was his
German topic at all the predominant one. On the contrary, the sen-
tences which have dwelt on my memory dropt from him now and
then, in the pauses, as it were, of his main talk ;

—
for, though he could

not help recurring, ever and anon, to the subject, it would have been

quite out of his way to make any literary matter the chief theme of

* In the Introduction to The Lay of the Last Minstrel, 1S30, Sir Walter says, "Were
I ever to take the unbecoming freedom of censuring a man of Mr. Coleridg-e's extraordi-

nary talents, it would be on account of the caprice and indolence with which he has thrown
from him, as in mere wantonness, those unfinished scraps of poetry, which, like the Torso
of antiquity, defy the skill of his poetical brethren to complete them. The charming frag-
ments which the author abandons to their fate, are surely too valuable to be treated like
the proofs of careless engravers, the sweepings of whose studios often make the fortune
of some pains-taking collector." And in a note to The Ahhot, alluding to Coleridge's beau-
tifbl and tantalizing fragment of Christabel, he adds,

" Has not our own imaginative poet
cause to fear that future ages will desire to summon him from his place of rest, as Milton

longed
' To call up him who left half told
The story of Cambuscan bold.'

"



OCTOBER 9, 1818. ^q^

his conversation, when there was a single person present who wns n..t

Hkely to feel much interested in its discussion.—How often huve I

heard him quote on such occasions Mr. Vellum's advice to the hutlcr
in Addison's excellent play of the Drummer—"Your conjurer, John,
is indeed a twofold personage

— but he eats and drinks like oiht-,-

people /"

I may, however, take this opportunity of observinjT, that nothing
could have been more absurdly unfounded than the statement which 1

have seen repeated in various sketches of his Life and Manners, that

he habitually abstained from conversation on literary topics. In point
of fact, there were no topics on which he talked more openly or more

earnestly ; but he, when in society, lived and talked for the persons
with whom he found himself surrounded, and if he did not always
choose to enlarge upon the subjects whicii his companions for the time

suggested, it was simply because he thought or fancied that these had

selected, out of deference or flattery, subjects about which they

really cared little more than they knew. I have already repeated,
over and over again, my conviction that Scott considered literature

per se, as a thing of far inferior importance to the high concerns of

political or practical life ; but it would be too ridiculous to question that

literature nevertheless engrossed, at all times and seasons, the greater

part of his own interest and reflection : nor can it be doubted, that his

general preference of the society of men engaged in the active busi-

ness of the world, rather than that of, so called, literary people, was

grounded substantially on his feeling that literature, worthy of the

name, was more likely to be fed and nourished by the converse of the

former than by that of the latter class.

Before breakfast was over the post-bag arrived, and its contents

w^ere so numerous, that Lord Melville asked Scott what election was
on hand—not doubting that there must be some very particular reason

for such a shoal of letters. He answered that it was much the same

most days, and added,
"
though no one has kinder friends in tlie frank-

ing line,' and though Freeling and Croker especially are always ready
to stretch the point of privilege in my favour, I am nevertheless a fair

contributor to the revenue, for I think my bill for letters seldom comes

under £150 a-year; and as to coach-parcels tliey are a perfect ruina-

tion." He then told with high merriment a disaster tliat had befallen

him. " One morning last spring," he said,
"

I opened a huge lump of

a despatch, without looking how it was addressed, never doubting

that it had travelled under some omnipotent frank like the First Lord

of the Admirahy's, when, lo and behold, the contents proved to be a

MS. plav, by a young lady of New York, who kindly requested me
to read and correct it, equip it with prologue and epilogue, procure for

it a favourable reception from the manager of Drury Lane, and make

Murray or Constable bleed handsomely for the copyright ; and on in-

specting the cover, I found that I had been charged five pounds odd

for the postage. This was bad enough—but there was no help, so I

groaned and submitted. A fortnight or so after, another packet, ot not

less formidable bulk, arrived, and I was absent enough to break its

seal too without examination. Conceive my horror when out lumucd

Vol. II. O
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the same identical tragedy of The Cherokee Lovers, with a second

epistle from the authoress, stating that, as the winds had been boister-

ous, she feared the vessel intrusted with her former communication

might have been foundered, and therefore judged it prudent to forward
a duplicate."

Scott said he must retire to answer his letters, but that the sociable

and the ponies would be at the door by one o'clock, when he proposed
to show Melrose and Dryburgh to Lady Melville and any of the rest

of the party that chose to accompany them ; adding that his son Wal-
ter would lead anybody who preferred a gun to the likeliest place for

a blackcock, and that Charlie Purdie (Tom's brother) would attend

upon Mr. Wilson and whoever else chose to try a cast of the salmon-
rod. He withdrew when all this was arranged, and appeared at the

time appointed, with perhaps a dozen letters sealed for the post, and a

coach-parcel, addressed to James Ballantyne, which he dropt at the

turnpike-gate as we drove to Melrose. Seeing it picked up by a

dirty urchin, and carried into a hedge pothouse, where half-a-dozen

nondescript wayfarers were smoking and tippling, I could not but

wonder that it had not been the fate of some one of those innumerable

packets to fall into unscrupulous hands, and betray the grand secret.

That very morning we had seen two post-chaises drawn up at his

gate, and the enthusiastic travellers, seemingly decent tradesmen and
their families, who must have been packed in a manner worthy of
Mrs. Gilpin, lounging about to catch a glimpse of him at his going
forth. But it was impossible in those days to pass between Melrose
and Abbotsford without encountering some odd figure, armed with a

sketch-book, evidently bent on a peep at the Great Unknown ; and it

must be allowed that many of these pedestrians looked as if they
might have thought it very excusable to make prize, by hook or by
crook, of a MS. chapter of the Tales of My Landlord.

Scott showed us the ruins of Melrose in detail ; and as we proceeded
to Dryburgh, descanted learnedly and sagaciously on the good efiects

which must have attended the erection of so many great monastic
establishments in a district so peculiarly exposed to the inroads of the

English in the days of the Border wars. "
They were now and then

violated," he said,
" as their aspect to this hour bears witness ; but for

once that they suffered, any lay property similarly situated must have
been harried a dozen times. The bold Dacres, Liddells, and Howards,
that could get easy absolution at York or Durham for any ordinary
breach of a truce with the Scots, would have had to dree a heavy dole

had they confessed plundering from the fat brothers, of the same order

perhaps, whose lines had fallen to them on the wrong side of the Che-
viot." He enlarged too on the heavy penalty which the Crown of
Scotland had paid for its rash acquiescence in the wholesale robbery
of the church at the Reformation. " The proportion of the soil in the

hands of the clergy had," he said, "been very great
—too great to be

continued. If we may judge by their share in the public burdens,

they must have had nearly a third of the land in their possession. But
this vast wealth was now distributed among a turbulent nobility, too

powerful before ; and the Stuarts soon found .that in the bishops and
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lord abbots they had lost the only means of bnlanrin^T their factions
so as to turn the scale in favour of law and order; and by and l)v tht'-

haughty barons themselves, who had scrambled for the world! vsi.nil
of the church, found that the spiritual influence had been concentrated
in hands as haughty as their own, and connected with jio fcelinirs

likely to buttress their order any more than the Crown—a new and
sterner monkery, under a diderent name, and essentially plebeian.
Presently the Scotch were on the verge of republicanism, "in state as
well as kirk, and, I have sometimes thought, it v/as only the accession
of King Jamie to the throne of England that could have given mon-

archy a chance of prolonging its existence here." One of his friends

asked what he supposed might have been the annual revenue of the

abbey of Melrose in its best day. He answered that he suspected,
if all the sources of their income were now in clever hands, the j)ro-
duce could hardly be under £100,000 a-year; and added, "making
every allowance for modern improvements, there can be no question
that the sixty brothers of Melrose divided a princely rental. The su-

periors were often men of very high birth, and the great majority of

the rest were younger brothers of gentlemen's families. I fancy they

may have been, on the whole, pretty near akin to your Fellows of

All Souls—who, according to their statute, must be bene nati, bene

vestiti, et mediocriter docli. They had a good house in Edinburgh,
where, no doubt, my lord abbot and his chaplains maintained a hospita-
ble table during the sittings of Parliament." Some one regretted that

we had no lively picture of the enormous revolution in manners that

must have followed the downfall of the ancient Church in vScotland.

He observed that there were, he fancied, materials enough for con-

structing such a one, but that they were mostly scattered in records—" of which," said he,
" who knows any thing to the purpose except

Tom Thomson and John Riddell ? It is common to laugh at such

researches, but they pay the good brains that meddle with them ; and

had Thomson been as diligent in setting down his discoveries as he

has been in making them, he might, long before this time of day, have

placed himself on a level with Ducange or Camden. The change
in the country-side," he continued,

" must indeed have been terrific ;

but it does not seem to have been felt very severely by a certain Boni-

face of St. Andrews, for when somebody asked him, on the subsidence

of the storm, what he thought of all that had occurred,
'

Why,' an-

swered mine host,
'
it comes to this, that the moderautor sits in my

meikle chair, where the dean sat before, and in place of calling for

the third stoup of Bourdeaux, bids Jenny bring ben anithcr bowl of

toddy.'
"

At Dryburgh, Scott pointed out to us the sepulchral aisle of his Hali-

burton ancestors, and said he hoped, in God's appointed time, to lay

his bones among their dust. The spot was, even then, a suthciently

interesting and impressive one ; but I shall not say more ol it at pre-

sent.

On returning to Abbotsford, we found Mrs. Scott and her daughters

doing penance under the merciless curiosity of a couple of tourists

who had arrived from Selkirk soon after we set out for Melrose.
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They were rich specimens
—

tall, lanky young men, both of them rig-

ged out in new jackets and trowsers of the Macgregor tartan ; the one,
as they had revealed, being a lawyer, the other a Unitarian preacher,
from New England. These gentlemen, when told on their arrival that

Mr. Scott was not at home, had shown such signs of impatience, that

the servant took it for granted they must have serious business, and
asked if they would wish to speak a word with his lady. They
grasped at this, and so conducted themselves in the interview, that

Mrs. Scott never doubted they had brought letters of introduction to

her husband, and invited them accordingly to partake of her luncheon.

They had been walking about the house and grounds with her and her

daughters ever since that time, and appeared at the porch, when the

Sheriti' and his party returned to dinner, as if they had been already

fairly enrolled on his visiting list. For the moment he too was taken

in—he landed that his wife must have received and opened their cre-

dentials—and shook hands with them with courteous cordiality. But
Mrs. Scott, with all her overflowing good-nature, was a sharp ob-

server ; and she, before a minute had elapsed, interrupted the ecstatic

compliments of the strangers, by reminding them that her husband
would be glad to have the letters of the friends who had been so good
as to write by them. It then turned out that there were no letters to

be produced;
—and Scott, signifying that his hour for dinner approach-

ed, added, that as he supposed they meant to walk to Melrose, he could

not trespass further on their time. The two lion-hunters seemed quite

unprepared for this abrupt escape ; but there was about Scott, in per-
fection, when he chose to exert it, the power of civil repulsion ; he
bowed the overwhelmed originals to his door, and on re-entering the

parlour, found Mrs. Scott complaining very indignantly that they had

gone so far as to pull out their note-book, and beg an exact account,
not only of his age

—but of her own. Scott, already half relenting,

laughed heartily at this misery. He observed, however, that,
"
if he

were to take in all the world, he had better put up a sign-post at once—
'

Porter, ale, and British spirits,

Painted bright between twa trees ;'

and that no traveller of respectability could ever be at a loss for such

an introduction as would ensure his best hospitality." Still he was not

quite pleased with what had happened
—and as we were about to pass,

half an hour afterwards, from the drawing-room to the dining-room,
he said to his wife, "Hang the Yahoos, Charlotte—but we should have
bid them stay dinner." " Devil a bit," quoth Captain John Ferguson,
who had again come over from Huntly Burn, and had been latterly

assisting the lady to amuse her Americans— "Devil a bit, my dear,

they were quite in a mistake I could see. The one asked Madame
whether she deigned to call her new house Tullyveolan or Tullytud-
lem—and the other, when Maida happened to lay his nose against the

window, exclaimed pro-di-gi-ous ! In short, they evidently meant aU
their humbug not for you, but for the culprit of Waverley, and the

rest of that there rubbish." "
Well, well, Skipper," was the reply,

—
*' for a' that, the loons would hae been nane the waur o' their kail."

From this banter it may be inferred that Ferguson had not as yet
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been told the Waverley secret—which, to liirn of all men, could never
have been any mystery. Probably this, or some similar occasion soon
afterwards, led to his formal initiation; for during the many subsequent
years that the veil was kept on, I used to admire the tact with which,
when in their topmost high-jinks humour, both "Captain John" and
" The Auld Captain" eschewed any the most distant allusion to the

affair.

And this reminds me that, at the period of which I am writing, none
of Scott's own family, except of course his wife, had the advantage in

that matter of the Skipper. Some of them too, w^ere apt, like him, so

long as no regular confidence had been reposed in them, to avail

themselves of the author's reserve for their own sport among friends.

Thus, one morning, just as Scott was opening the door of the parlour,
the rest of the party being already seated at the breakfast table, the

Dominie was in the act of helping himself to an egg, marked with a

peculiar hieroglyphic by ]Mrs. Thomas Purdie, upon which Anne vScott,

then a lively rattling girl of sixteen, hsped out,
" That's a mysterious

looking egg, Mr. Thomson—what if it should have been meant for the

Great Unknownl" Ere the Dominie could reply, her father advanced
to the foot of the table, and having seated himself and deposited his

stick on the carpet beside him, with a sort of whispered whistle—
"What's that Lady x\nne's* saying," quoth he; "I thought it had been

well known that the keelavined e^^ must be a soft one for the SherraV
And so he took his egg, and while we all smiled in silence, poor Anne
said gaily, in the midst of her blushes, "Upon my word, papa, I

thought Mr. John Ballantyne might have been expected." This allu-

sion to Johnny's glory in being considered as the accredhed repre-

sentative of Jedediah Cleishbotham, produced a laugh
—at which the

Sheriff frowned—and then laughed too.

I remember nothing particular about our second day's dinner, except
that it was then I first met my dear and honoured friend William Laid-

law. The evening passed ra\her more quietly than the preceding one.

Instead of the dance in the new dining-room, we had a succession of

old ballads sung to the harp and guitar by the young ladies of the

house ; and Scott, when they seemed to have done enough, found some

reason for taking down a volume of Crabbe, and read us one of his

favourite tales—
" Grave Jonas Kindred, Sibyl Kindred's sire,

Was six feet high, and looked six inches higher," &C.

But jollity revived in full vigour when the supper tray was introduced ;

and to cap all merriment. Captain Ferguson dismissed us with the

Laird of Cochpeji. Lord and Lady Melville were to return to Melville

Castle next morning, and JMr. Wilson and I happened to mention, that

we were engaged to dine and sleep at the seat of my friend and rela-

tion, Mr. Pringle of Torwoodlee, on our way to Edinburgh. Scott

immediately said that he would send word in the morning to the Laird,

* When playing, in childhood, with the young ladies of the Buccleuch family, she had

been overheard saying to her namesake Lady Anne Scott,
"
Well, I do wish I were l.adjr

Anne too—it is so much prettier than Miss:" thencefortii she was commonly addressed lu

the family by the coveted title,

10
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that he and Adam Ferguson meant to accompany us—such being the

unceremonious style in which country neighbours in Scotland visit

each other. Next day accordingly we all rode over together to Mr,

Pringle's beautiful seat—the " distant Tonroodlee'^ of the Lay of the

Last Minstrel, but distant not above five or six miles from Abbotsford—
coursing hares as we proceeded, but inspecting the antiquities of the

Catrail to the interruption of our sport. We had another joyous even-

ing at Torwoodlee. Scott and Ferguson returned home at night, and
the morning after, as Wilson and I mounted for Edinburgh, our kind

old host, his sides still sore with laughter, remarked that " the Sheriff

and the Captain together were too much for any company."
There was much talk between the Sheriff and Mr. Pringle about

the Selkirkshire Yeomanry Cavalry, of which the latter had been the

original commandant. Young Walter Scott had been for a year or

more Cornet in the corps, and his father was consulting Torwoodlee
about an entertainment which he meant to give them on his son's

approaching birthday. It was then that the new dining-room was to be
first heated in good earnest ; and Scott very kindly pressed Wilson and

myself, at parting, to return for the occasion—which, however, we
found it impossible to do. The reader must therefore be satisfied with

what is said about it in one of the following letters :
—

To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., 31. P., Rokehy.

"
Abbotsford, 5th Nov. 1818.

" My dear Morritt,
"
Many thanks for your kind letter of 29th October. The matter of the colts

being as you state, I shall let it lie over until next year, and then avail myself of

your being in the neighbourhood to get a good pair of four-year-olds, since it would
be unnecessary to buy them a year younger, and incur all the risks of disease and

accident, unless they could have been had at a proportional under value,
"****** leaves us this morning after a visit of about a week. He improves

on acquaintance, and especially seems so pleased with every thing, that it would be

very hard to quarrel with him. Certainly, as the Frenchman said, il a un grand
talent pour le silence. I take the opportunity of his servant going direct to Rokeby
to charge him with this letter, and a plaid which my daughters entreat you to accept
of as a token of their warm good wishes. Seriously, you will find it a good bosom
friend in an easterly wind, a black frost, or when your country avocations lead you
to face a dry ivap of snow. I find it by far the lightest and most comfortable integu-
ment which I can use upon such occasions.

" We had a grand jollification here last week : the whole troop of Forest Yeo-

manry dining with us. I assure you the Scene was gay and even grand, with glit-

tering sabres, waving standards, and screaming bagpipes ; and that it might not

lack spectators of taste, who should arrive in the midst of the hurricane, but Lord
and Lady Compton, whose presence gave a great zest to the whole affair. Every
thing went off very well, and as cavalry have the great advantage over infantry
that their legs never get drunk, they retired in decent disorder about ten o'clock.

I was glad to see Lord and Lady Compton so very comfortable, and surrounded

with so fine a family, the natural bond of mutual regard and affection. She has

got very jolly, but otherwise has improved on her travels. I had a long chat with

her, and was happy to find her quite contented and pleased with the lot she has

drawn in life. It is a brilliant one in many respects, to be sure ;
but still I have

seen the story of the poor woman, who, after all rational subjects of distress had

been successively remedied, tormented herself about the screaming of a neighbour's

peacock
—I say t have seen this so often realized in actual life, that I am more

afraid of my friends making themselves uncomfortable, who have only imaginary
evils to indulge, than I am for the peace of those who, battling magnanimously
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with Teal inconvenience and danger, find a remedy in the very force of the exertion,
to which their lot compels them. ^Ai^mons

" I sympathize with you for the dole which you are dreeins; under the inflictions
of your honest proser. Of all the boring machines ever devised, your reauhir aiul
determined storyteller is the most peremptory and powerful in his operations This
is a rainy day, and my present infliction is an idle cousin, a great amateur of the
pipes, who IS performing incessantly in the next room for the benefit of a proba-
tionarj' minstrel, whose pipes scream a la distance, zs the young hoarse cock-chiclien
imitates the gallant and triumphant screech of a veteran Sir Chanticleer. Yours
affectionately,

\V. Scott."

CHAPTER YII.

DECLINr.VG HEALTH OF CHARLES, DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH-LETTER OX THE
DEATH OF QUEEN CHARLOTTE-PRO\'LNCIAL ANTIQUITIES, ETC—EXTEN-
SIVE SALE OF COPYRIGHTS TO CONSTABLE AND CO.-DEATH OF MR.
CHARLES CARPENTER—SCOTT RECEIVES AND ACCEPTS THE OFFER OF A
BARONETCY—HE DECLINES TO RENEW HIS APPLICATION FOR A SEAT ON
THE EXCHEQUER BENCH — LETTERS TO MORRITT— RICHARDSON — MISS
BAILLIE—THE DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH—LORD MONTAGU—CAPT. ADAM FER-
GUSON—ROB ROY PLAYED AT EDINBURGH— LETTER FROM JEDEDIAH
CLEISHBOTHAM, TO MR. CHARLES MACKAY.— 1818-1819.

I HAVE now to introduce a melancholy subject
—one of the greatest

afflictions that ever Scott encountered. The health of Charles, Duke
of Buccleuch, was by this time beginning to give way, and Scott

thought it his duty to intimate his very serious apprehensions to his

noble friend's brother.

To the Right Hon. Lord Montagu, Ditton Park, Windsor.

"
Edinburgh, IQth Nov., 1818.

" My dear Lord,
" I am about to write to you with feelings of the deepest anxiety. I have hesi-

tated for two or three days whether I should communicate to your Lordship the

sincere alarm which I entertain on account of the Duke's present state of health,
but I have come to persuade myself, that it will be discharging a part of the duty
which I owe to him to mention my own most distressing apprehensions. I was at

the cattle-show on the 6th, and executed the delegated task of toastmaster, and so

forth. I was told by
* * * that the Duke is under the influence of the muriatic

bath, which occasions a afood deal of uneasiness when the medicine is in possession
of the system. The Duke observed the strictest diet, and remained only a short

time at table, leaving me to do the honours, which I did with a sorrowful heart, en-

deavouring, however, to persuade myself that * * *'s account, and the natural de-

pression of spirits incidental to his finding himself unable for the time to discharge
the duty to his guests, which no man could do with so much grace and kindness,

were sufficient to account for the alteration of his manner and appearance. I spent

Monday with him quietly and alone, and I must say that all 1 saw and heard was

calculated to give me the greatest pain. His strength is much less, his spirits

lower, and his general appearance far more unfavourable than when I lett iiiin at

Drumlanrig a few weeks before. What * *
*, and, indeed, what the Duke him-

self saj's of the medicine, may be true—but * * * is very sanguine, and, like all

the personal physicians attached to a person of such consequence, he is too much

tradi

of his patient.
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sure that, excepting yourself, there is not a man in the worhl whose sorrow and ap-

prehension could exceed mine in having such a task to discharge ; for, as your
Lordship well knows, the ties which bind me to j^our excellent brother are of a

much stronger kind than usually connect persons so different in rank. But the

alteration in voice and person, in features, and in spirits, all argue the decay of

natural strength, and the increase of some internal disorder, which is gradually tri-

umphing over the system. Much has been done in these cases by change of cli-

mate. I hinted this to the Duke at Drumlanrig, but I found his mind totally averse

to it. But he made some enquiries at Harden (just returned from Italy), which
seemed to imply that at least the idea of a winter in Italy or the south of France
was not altogether out of his consideration. Your Lordship will consider whether

he can or ought to be pressed upon this point. He is partial to Scotland, and feels

the many high duties which bind him to it. But the air of this country, with its

alternations of moisture and dry frost, although excellent for a healthy person, is very

trying to a valetudinarian.
" I should not have thought of volunteering to communicate such unpleasant

news, but that the family do not seem alarmed. I am not surprised at this, because,
where the decay of health is very gradual, it is more easily traced by a friend who
sees the patient from interval to interval, than by the affectionate eyes which are

daily beholding him.
" Adieu, my dear Lord. God knows you will scarce read this letter Avith more

pain than I feel in writing it. But it seems indispensable to me to communicate

my sentiments of the Duke's present situation to his nearest relation and dearest

friend. His life is invaluable to his country and to his family, and how dear it is

to his friends can only be estimated by those who know the soundness of his

understanding, the uprightness and truth of his judgment, and the generosity and
warmth of his feelings. I am always, my dear Lord, most truly yours,

Walter Scott."

Scott's letters of this and the two following nnonths are very much
occupied with the painful subject of the Duke of Buccleuch's heahh

;

but those addressed to his Grace himself are, in general, in a more

jocose strain than usual. His friend's spirits were sinking, and he
exerted himself in this way, in the hope of amusing the hours of lan-

guor at Bowhill. These letters are headed "
Edinburgh Gazette Ex-

traordinary," No. 1, No. 2, and so on; but they deal so much in laugh-
able gossip about persons still living, that I find it difficult to make any
extracts from tliem. The following paragraphs, however, from the

Gazette of November the 20th, give a little information as to his own
minor literary labours :

—
" The article on Gourgaud's Narrative* is by a certain Vieux Botiiier of your

Grace's acquaintance, who would willingly have some military hints from you for

the continuation of the article, if at any time yon should feel disposed to amuse

yourself with looking at the General's most marvellous performance. His lies are

certainly like the father who begot them. Do not think that at anj^ time the little

trumpery intelligence this place affords can interrupt my labours, while it amuses

your Grace. I can scribble as fast in the Court of Session as anywhere else,
without the least loss of time or hinderance of business. At the same time, I can-

not help laughing at the miscellaneous trash I have been putting out of my hand,
and the various motives which made me undertake the jobs. An article for the

Edinburgh Review)"
—this for the love of Jeffrey, the editor—the first for ten

years. Do., being the article Drama for the Encyclopedia—this for the sake of

Mr. Constable, the publisher. Do. for the Blackwoodian Magazine—this for love

* Article on General Gourgaud's Memoirs in Blackwood's Magazine for November,
1818.

t Article on Maturin's Women, or Pour et Contre. (Misc. Prose Works, vol. xviii.)
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of the cause I espoused. Do. for the Quarterly Review*—this for tlie love of
myselt, I believe, or, which is the same thing, for the love of iilOO, which 1 winu
ed for some odd purpose. As all these folks fight like dog and cat amonrr n,',.,,,.

selves, my situation is much like the Suave mare magnn, and so forth."
I hope your Grace will never think of answering the Gazettes at all, or even

replying to letters of business, until you find it quite convenient and easy. The
Gazette will continue to appear as materials occur. Indeed I expect, in the end of
next week, to look in upon Bowhill, per the Selkirk mail, about eight at niirht,
with the hope of spending a day there, which will be more couiforluble than at

Abbotsford, where I should feel like a mouse below a firlot. If I find the Court
can spare so important a person for one day, I shall order my pony up to meet me
at Bowhill, and, supposing me to come on Friday night, I can easily return by the
Blucher on Monday, dining and sleeping at Huntly Bum on the Sunday. So I

shall receive all necessary reply in person."

Good Queen Charlotte died on the 17th of this month; and in

writing to Mr. Morritt on the 21st, Scott thus expresses what was, I

beheve, tiie universal feeling at the moment :
—

" So we have lost the old Queen. She has only had the sad prerogative of

being kept alive by nursing for some painful weeks, whereas perhaps a subject

might have closed the scene earlier. I fear the effect of this event on public man-
ners—were there but a weight at the back of the drawing-room door, which would
slam it in the face of w s, its fall ought to be lamented ; and I believe that

poor Charlotte really adopted her rules of etiquette upon a feeling of duty. If we
should suppose the Princess of Wales to have been at the head of the matronage
of the land for these last ten years, what would have been the difference on public

opinion ! No man of experience will ever expect the breath of a court to be
favourable to correct morals—sed si nun casfe caufe tamen. One half of the mis-
chief is done by the publicity of the evil, which corrupts those which are near its

influence, and fills with disgust and apprehension those to whom it does not

directly extend. Honest old Evelyn's account of Charles the Second's court

presses on one's recollection, and prepares the mind for anxious apprehensions."

Towards the end of this month Scott received from his kind friend

Lord Sidmouth, then Secretary of State for the Home Department,
the formal announcement of the Prince Regent's desire (which had

been privately communicated some months earlier through the Lord

Chief Commissioner Adam) to confer on him the rank of Baronet,

When Scott first heard of the Regent's gracious intention, he had sig-

nified considerable hesitation about the prudence of his accepting any
such accession of rank ; for it had not escaped his observation, that

such airy sounds, however modestly people may be disposed to esti-

mate them, are apt to entail in the upshot additional cost upon their

way of Hving, and to affect accordingly the plastic fancies, feelings,

and habits of their children. But Lord Sidmouth's letter happened to

reach him a few days after he had heard of the sudden death of his

wife's brother, Charles Carpenter, who had bequeathed the reversion

of his fortune to his sister's family ;
and this circumstance disposed

Scott to waive his scruples, chiefly whh a view to the professional

advantage of his eldest son, who had by this time fixed on the life o(

a soldier. As is usually the case, the estimate of Mr. Cari)enter's pro-

perty transmitted at the time to England proved to have been an ex-

aggerated one ; as nearly as my present information goes, tlie amount

* Article on Childe Harold, Canto IV. (Misc. Prose Works, vol. xrii.)

Vol. II. P 10*
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was doubled. But as to the only question of any interest, to wit, how
Scott himself felt on all these matters at the moment, the following
letter to one whom he had long leaned to as a brother, will be more

satisfactory than any thing else it is in my power to quote :—
To J. B. S. Marritt, Esq. M. P., Rokeby.

'•

Edinburgh, 7th December, 1818.
" My dear Morritt,

" I know you are indifferent to nothing that concerns us, and therefore I take

an early opportunity to acquaint you with the mixture of evil and good which has

very lately befallen us. On Saturday last we had the advice of the death of my
wife's brother Charles Carpenter, commercial resident at Salem, in the ^ladras

Establishment. This event has given her great distress. She has not, that we
know of, a single blood-relation left in the world, for her uncle, the Chevalier de
la Volere, colonel of a Russian regiment, is believed to have been killed in the

campaign of 1813.* My wife has been verj'' unwell for two days, and is only now
sitting up and mixing with us. She has that sympathy which we are all bound to

pay, but feels she wants that personal interest in her sorrow which could only be

grounded on a personal acquaintance with the deceased.
" Mr. Carpenter has, with great propriety, left his property in life-rent to his

wife—the capital to my children. It seems to amount to about £40,000. LTpwards
of £30,000 is in the British funds, the rest, to an uncertain value, in India. I hope
this prospect of independence will not make my children different from that which

they have usually been—docile, dutiful, and affectionate. I trust it will not. At
least, the first expression of their feelings was honourable, for it was a unanimous
wish to give up all to their mother. This I explained to them was out of the ques-
tion

;
but that if the}' should be in possession at any time of this propert}', they

ought, among them, to settle an income of £400 or £500 on their mother for her

life, to supply her with a fund at her own uncontrolled disposal, for any indulgence
or useful purpose that might be required. Mrs. Scott will stand in no need of this,

but it is a pity to let kind affections run to waste ; and if they never have it in their

power to pay such a debt, their willingness to have done so will be a pleasant re-

flection. I am Scotchman enough to hate the breaking up of family ties, and the

too close adherence to personal property. For myself, this event makes me neither

richer nor poorer directly, but indirectlj' it will permit me to do something for my
poor brother Tom's family, besides pleasing myself in '

plantings, and policies, and

biggings,''] with a safe conscience.
•• There is another thing I have to whisper to your faithful ear. Our fat friend

being desirous to honour Literature in my unworthy person, has intimated to me,
by his organ the Doctor, that, with consent ample and unanimous of all the poten-
tial voices of all his ministers, each more happy than another of course on so joy-
ful an occasion, he proposes to dub me Baronet. It would be easy saying a parcel
of fine things about my contempt of rank, and so forth ; but although I would not

have gone a step out of my way to have asked, or bought, or begged, or borrowed
a distinction, which to me personally will rather be inconvenient than otherwise,

yet, coming as it does directly from the source of feudal honours, and as an honour,
lam really gratified with it;—rcspecially as it is intimated, that it is his Royal
Highness's pleasure to heat the oven for me expressly, without waiting till he has

some new hatch of Baronets ready in dough. In plain English, I am to be gazetted

per se. My poor friend Carpenter's bequest to my family has taken away a certain

degree of impeciiniosity, a necessity of saving cheese-parings and candle-ends, which

always looks inconsistent with any little pretension to rank. But as things now
stand, Advance banners in the name of God and Saint Andrew. Remember, I an-

ticipate the jest,
' I like not such grinning honours, as Sir Walter hath.':}; After

* I know nothing of the history or fate of this gentleman, except that he was an ardent

royalist, and emigrated from France early in the Revolution.

t I believe this is a quotation from some old Scots Chronicler on the character of King
James V.

t Sir Walter Blunt— 1 King Henry IV., Act V. Scene 3.
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all, if one must speak for themselves, I have my quarters and emblazonments, fro«of all stam but Border theft and Hicrh Treason, which I hope are ra.„il.-mv. Z
crimes ; and I hope Sir Walter Scott will not sound worse than Sir Hniiiphry I) ivv
though my merits are as much under his, in point of utllitv, as can well be iiiuun-
ned. But a name is something, and mine is the better of the two. Set down this
flourish to the account of national and provincial pride, for you must know we have
more Messieurs de Sotenville* in our Border counties than anywhere else in the
Lowlands—I cannot say for the Highlands. The Duke of Buccleuch, greatly to

my joy, resolves to France for a season. Adam Ferguson goes with him, to gladhim by the way. Charlotte and the young folks join in kind conipliments. Most
truly yours,

« Walter Scott."

A few additional circumstances are given in a letter of the same
week to Joanna Baillie. To her, after mentioning the testamentary
provisions of Mr. Carpenter, Scott says,

—
" My dear Friend,

" I am going to tell you a little secret. I have changed my mind, or rather

existing circumstances have led to my altering my opinions in a case of sublunary
honour. I have now before me Lord Sidmouth's letter, containing the Prince's

gracious and unsolicited intention to give me a Baronetcy. It will neither make me
better nor worse than I feel myself—in fact, it will be an incumbrance lather than
otherwise ; but it may be of consequence to Walter, for the title is worth something
in the army, although not in a learned profession. The Duke of Buccleuch and
Scott of Harden, who, as the heads of my clan and the sources of my gentry, are

good judges of what I ought to do, have both given me their earnest opinion to ac-

cept of an honour directly derived from the source of honour, and neither begged
nor bought, as is the usual fashion. Several of my ancestors bore the title in° the
17th century; and were it of consequence, I have no reason to be ashamed of the
decent and respectable persons who connect me with that period when they carried

into the field, like Madoc—
' The crescent, at whose gleam the Cambrian oft.

Cursing liis perilous tenure, wound his horn'—
SO that, as a gentleman, I may stand on as good a footing as other new creations.

Respecting the reasons peculiar to myself which have made the Prince show his

respect for general literature in my person, I cannot be a good judge, and )-our

friendly zeal will make you a partial one : the purpose is fair, honourable, and

creditable to the Sovereign, even though it should number him among the monarchs
who made blunders in literary patronage. You know Pope says

' The Hero William, and the Martyr Charles,
One knighted Blackmore, and one pension'd Quarles.'t

So let the intention sanctify the error, if there should be one, on this great occasion.

The time of this grand affair is uncertain ; it is coupled with an invitation to Lon-

don, which it would be inconvenient to me to accept, unless it should happen that

I am called to come up by the affairs of poor Carpenter's estate. Indeed, the pros-

pects of my children fonn the principal reason for a change of sentiments upon this

flattering offer, joined to my belief that, though I may still be a scribbler from in-

veterate habit, I shall hardly engage again in any work of consequence.
" We had a delightful visit from the Richardsons, only rather too short ; he will

give you a picture of Abbotsford, but not as it exists in my mind's eye, waving
with all its future honours. The pinasters are thriving very well, and in a year or

two more Joanna's Bower will be worthy of the name. At present it is like Sir

Roger de Coverley's portrait, which hovered between its resemblance to the good
knio-ht and to a Saracen. Now the said bower has still such a resemblance to its

* See Moliere's "
George Dandin."

t Imitations of Horace, B. ii. Ep. 1. v. 386.
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original character of a gravel-pit, that it is not fit to be shown to ' bairns and fools,'

who, according to our old canny proverb, should never see half-done work
; but

Nature, if she works slowly, works surely, and your laurels at Abbotsford will

soon flourish as fair as those you have won on Parnassus. I rather fear that a

quantity of game which was shipped awhile ago at Inverness for the Doctor, never

reached him : it is rather a transitory commodity in London ; there were ptarmigan,

grouse, and black game. I shall be grieved if they have miscarried. My health,

thank God, continues as strong as at any period in my life ; only I think of rule and
diet more than I used to do, and observe as much as in me lies the advice of my
friendly physician, who took such kind care of me ; my best respects attend him,
Mrs. Baillie, aud Mrs. Agnes. Ever, my dear friend, most faithfully yours,

W. S."

In the next of these letters Scott alludes, among other things, to a

scene of innocent pleasure which I often witnessed afterwards. The
whole of the ancient ceremonial of the daft days, as they are called in

Scotland, obtained respect at Abbotsford. He said it was uncanny,
and would certainly have felt it very uncomfortable, not to welcome
the new year in the midst of his family and a few old friends, with the

immemorial libation of a het pint ; but of all the consecrated ceremo-

nies of the time, none gave him such delight as the visit which he
received as Laird from all the children on his estate, on the last morn-

ing of every December—when, in the words of an obscure poet often

quoted by him,
" The cottage bairns sing blythe and gay,
At the ha' door for hogmanay.

^^

To Miss Joanna Baillie, Hampstead.
"
Abbotsford, 1st January, 1819.

" My dear Friend,
" Many thanks for your kind letter : ten brace of ptarmigan sailed from Inver-

ness about the 24th, directed for Dr. Baillie ; if they should have reached, I hope
you would seize some for j^ourself and friends, as I learn the Doctor is on duty at

Windsor. I do not know the name of the vessel, but they were addressed to Dr.

Baillie, London, which I trust was enough, for there are not two. The Doctor has
been exercising his skill upon my dear friend and chief, the Duke of Buccleuch, to

whom I am more attached than to any person beyond the reach of my own family,
and has advised him to do what, by my earnest advice, he ought to have done three

years ago
—namely, to go to Lisbon : he left this vicinity with much reluctance to

go to Thoulouse, but if he will be advised, should not stop save in Portugal or the

south of Spain. The Duke is one of those retired and high-spirited men who will

never be known until the world asks what became of the huge oak that grew on
the brow of the hill, and sheltered such an extent of ground. During the late dis-

tress, though his own immense rents remained in arrears, and though I know he
was pinched for money, as all men were, but more especially the possessors of en-

tailed estates, he absented himself from London in order to pay with ease to him-
self the labourers employed on his various estates. These amounted (for I have
often seen the roll and helped to check it) to nine hundred and fifty men, working
at day wages, each of whom on a moderate average might maintain three persons,
since the single men have mothers, sisters, and aged or very young relations to pro-
tect and assist. Indeed it is wonderful how much even a small sum, comparatively,
will do in supporting the Scottish labourer, who is in his natural state perhaps one
of the best, most intelligent, and kind-hearted of human beings ; and in truth I have
limited my other habits of expense very much since I fell into the habit of employ-
ing mine honest people. I wish you could have seen about a hundred children,

being almost entirely supported by their fathers' or brothers' labour, come down
yesterday to dance to the pipes, and get a piece of cake and bannock, and pence »-

piece (no very deadly largess) in honour of hogmanay, I declare to you, my dear
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friend, that when I thouo-ht the poor fellows who kept these children so neat and
well taught, and well behaved, were slaving the whole day for eio-htoen-pcncr or
twenty-pence at the most, I was ashamed of their gratitude, and" of their b.cks
and bows. But after all, one does what one can, and^ it is better twenty families
should he comfortable according to their wishes and habits, than half that nurnb.r
should be raised above their situation. Besides, like Fortunio in the fairy talo, I
have my gifted men—the best wrestler and cudgel-player—the best runner and
leaper

—the best shot in the little district ; and as I am partial to all manly and ath-
letic exercises, these are great favourites, being otherwise decent persons, and bear-

ing their faculties meekly. All this smells of sad egotism, but what can I write to

you about save what is uppermost in my own thoughts; and here am I, thiiuiino-
old plantations and planting new ones; now undoing what has been done, and now
doing what I suppose no one would do but myself, and accomplishing all my magi-
cal transformations by the arms and legs of the aforesaid genii, conjured up to

riiy
aid at eighteen-pence a day. There is no one with me but my wife, to whom the

change of scene and air, with the facility of easy and uninterrupted exercise, is of
service. The young people remain in Edinburgh to look after their lessons, and
Walter, though passionately fond of shooting, only staid three days with us, his
mind running entirely on mathematics and fortification, French and German. One
of the excellencies of Abbotsford is very bad pens and ink ; and besides, this being
New Year's Day, and my writing-room above the servants' hall, the progress of

my correspondence is a little interrupted by the Piper singing Gaelic songs to the

servants, and their applause in consequence. Adieu, my good and indulgent friend :

the best influences of the New Year attend you and yours, who so well deser\^e all

that they can bring. Most affectionately yours,
Walter Scott."

Before quitting the year 1818, 1 ought to have mentioned that among
Scott's miscellaneous occupations in its autumn, he found time to con-

tribute some curious materials toward a new edition of Burt's I^etters

from the North of Scotland, which had been undertaken by his old

acquaintance, Mr. Robert Jameson. Diu'ing the winter session he

appears to have made little progress with his novel ; his painful seizures

of cramp were again recurring frequently, and he probably thought it

better to allow the story of Lammermoor to he over until his health

should be re-established. In the mean time he drew up a set of topo-

graphical and historical essays, which originally appeared in the suc-

cessive numbers of the splendidly illustrated work, entitled Provincial

Antiquities of Scotland.* But he did this merely to gratify his own
love of the subject, and because, well or ill, he must be doing some-

thing. He declined all pecuniary recompense ;
but afterwards, when

the success of the pubhcation was secure, accepted from the proprietors
some of the beautiful drawings by Turner, Thomson, and other artists,

which had been prepared to accompany his text. These drawings arc

now in the little breakfast-room at Abbotsford—the same which had

been constructed for his own den, and which I found him occupying
as such in the spring of 1819.

In the course of December, 1818, he also opened an importantncgo-
tiation \vith jMessrs. Constable, which was completed early in the

ensuing year. The cost of his building had, as is usual, exceeded his

calculation ; and he had both a large addition to it, and some new pur-

chases of land in view. IMoreover, his eldest son had now fixed on

the cavalry, in which service every step infers very considerable ex-

* These charming essays are now reprinted in his Miscellaneous Prose Works (Edit

1834), vol. vii.
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pense. The details of this negotiation are remarkable ; Scott considered

himself as a very fortunate man when Constable, ^vho at first offered

£10,000 for all his then existing copyrights, agreed to give for theixp

£12,000. Meeting a friend in the street, just after the deed had been

executed, he said he wagered no man could guess at how large a price

Constable had estimated liis
" eild kye" (cows barren from age). The

copyrights thus transferred were, as specified in the instrument—

"The said Walter Scott, Esq.'s present share, being the

entire copyright, of Waverley.
Do.
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Judges of his Court, But the prhicipal motive was, as we shall see,
his reluctance to interfere with the claims of the then ShcritV of Mid-
Lothian, his own and Ferguson's old friend and schnoJ-ft-Ucnv, 8ir

William Rae—who, however, accepted the more ambitious post of

Lord Advocate, in the course of the ensuing summer.

To Captain Adam Ferguson, Ditton Park, Windsor.
" 15th January, 1P19.

" Dear Adam,
"
Manj'- thanks for your kind letter, this moment received. I would not for

the world stand in Jackie (I beg his pardon. Sir John) Peartree's way.* He has

merited the cushion en haut, and besides he needs it. To me it would make little

difference in point of income. The otium cum dignilafe, if it ever come, will come
as well years after this as now. Besides, I am afraid the opening will be soon

made, through the death of our dear friend the Chief Baron, of whose health the

accounts are unfavourable. Immediate promotion would be inconvenient to me,
rather than otherwise, because I have the desire, like an old fool as I am, courir un

peu le monde, I am beginning to draw out from my literary commerce. Constable

has offered me £10,000 for the copy-rights of published works which have already

produced more than twice the sum. I stand out for £12,000. Tell this to the

Duke ; he knows how I managed to keep the hen till the rainy day was past. 1

will write two lines to Lord Melville, just to make my bow for the present, resigrn-

ing any claims I have through the patronage of my kindest and best friend, for I

have no other, till the next opportunity. I should have been truly vexed if the

Duke had thought of writing about this. I don't wish to hear from him till I can

have his account of the lines of Torres Vedras. I care so little how or where I

travel, that I am not sure at all whether I shall not come to Lisbon and surprise

you, instead of going to Italy by Switzerland ; that is, providing the state of Spain
would allow me, without any unreasonable danger of my throat, to get from Lis-

bon to INIadrid, and thence to Gibraltar. I am determined to roll a little about, for

I have lost much of my usual views of summer pleasure here. But I trust we

shall have one day the 'iNIaid of Lorn (recovered of her lameness), and Chariie

Stuart (reconciled to bogs), and Sibyl Grey (no longer retrograde), and the Duke

set up by a southern climate, and his military and civil aides-de-camp, with all the

rout of younkers and dogs, and a brown hill side, introductory to a good dinner at

Bowhill or Drumlanrig, and a merry evening. Amen, and God send it. As to

my mouth being stopped with the froth of the title, that is, as the learned Par-

trido-e says, a non sequitur. You know the schoolboy's expedient of first askmg
mustard for his beef, and then beef for his mustard. Now, as they put the mus-

tard on my plate, without my asking it, I shall consider myself, time and place

serving, as entitled to ask a slice of beef; that is to say, I would do so it I cared

much "about it ; but as it is, I trust it to time and chance, which, as you, dear

Adam, know, have (added to the exertions of kind friends) been wonderf^ul allies

of mine. People usually wish their letters to come to hand, but I hope you will

not receive this in Britain. I am impatient to hear you have sailed. All here are

well and hearty. The Baronetf and I propose to go up to the Castle to-morrow to

fix on the most convenient floor of the Crown House for your mansion, in hopes

you will stand treat for oin-orog and Cheshire cheese on your return, to reward our

labour. The whole expense will fall within the Treasury order, and it is imnor-

tant to see things made convenient. I will write a long letter to the Duke to Lis-

bon. Yours ever, ,,. „W ALTER Scott.

•' P. S.—No news here, but that the goodly hulk of conceit and tallow, which

was called Macculloch, of the Royal Hotel, Prince's Street, was put to bo' d.^d-

drunk on Wednesday night, and taken out the next morning dead-by-itseit-<itau.

Mair skaith at Sheriffmuir."

* Jackie Peartree had, it seems, been Sir William Rae's nickname at the High SchooL

He probably owed it to some exploit in an orchard,

t Mr. WiUiam Clerk.
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To J. Richardson, Esq., Fludyer Street, Westminster.

"
Edinburgh, 18th January, 1819.

" My dear Richardson,
"
Many thanks to you for your kind letter. I own I did mystify Mrs. *****

a little about the report you mention ; and I am o-lad to hear the finesse succeeded
She came up to me with a threat overtiow of gratitude for the delight and pleasure,
and so forth, which she owed to me on account of these books. Now, as she
knew very well that I had never owned myself the author, this was not po/He

politeness, and she had no right to force me up into a corner and compel rae to tell

her a word more than I chose, upon a subject which concerned no one but myself—and I have no notion of being pumped by any old dowager Lady of Session,
male or female. So I gave in dilatory defences, under protestation to add and eke;
for I trust, in learning a new slang, you have not forgot the old. In plain words,
I denied the charge, and as she insisted to know who else could write these novels,
I suggested Adam Ferguson as a person having all the information and capacity

necessary for that purpose. But the inference that he was the author was of her

own deducing; and thus ended her attempt, notwithstanding her having primed
the pump with a good dose of flattery. It is remarkable, that among all my real

friends to whom I did not choose to communicate this matter, not one ever thought
it proper or delicate to tease me about it. Respecting the knighthood, I can only

say, that coming as it does, and I finding myself and my family in circimistances

which will not render the petit litre ridiculous, I think there would be more vanity
in declining than in accepting what is offered to me by the express wish of the

Sovereign as a mark of favour and distinction. Will you be so kind as to enquire
and let me know what the fees, &c., of a baronetcy amount to—for I must provide

myself accordingly, not knowing exactly when this same title may descend upon
me. I am afraid the sauce is rather smart. I should like also to know w^hat is to

be done respecting registration of arms, and so forth. Will you make these

enquiries for me sotto voce? I should not suppose, from the persons who sometimes
receive this honour, that there is any enquiry about descent or genealogy ; mine
were decent enough folks, and enjoyed the honour in the seventeenth century, so I

shall not be first of the title ; and it will sound like that of a Christian knight, as

Sir Sidney Smith said.
" I had a letter from our immortal Joanna some fortnight since, when I was

enjoying myself at Abbotsford. Never was there such a season, flowers spring-

ing, birds singing, grubs eating the wheat—as if it was the end -of IMay. After

all, nature had a grotesque and inconsistent appearance, and I could not help think-

ing she resembled a withered beauty who persists in looking youthy, and dressing
conform thereto. I thought the loch should have had its blue frozen surface, and
russet all about it, instead of an unnatural gaiety of green. So much are we the

children of habit, that we cannot always enjoy thoroughly the alterations w-hich

are most for our advantage. They have filled up the historical chair here. I own
I wish it had been with our friend Campbell, whose genius is such an honour to

his country. But he has cast anchor I suppose in the south. Your friend, Mrs.

Scott, was much cast down with her brother's death. His bequest to my family
leaves my own property much at my own disposal, which is pleasant enough. I

was foolish enough sometimes to be vexed at the prospect of my library being
sold sub hasta, which is now less likely to happen. I always am, most truly

yours,
Walter Scott."

On the 15th of February, 1819, Scott witnessed the first representa-
tion, on the Edinburgh boards, of the most meritorious and successful

of all the Tcrry-fications, though Terry himself was not the manufac-
turer. The drama of Rob Boy will never again be got up so well, in

all its parts, as it then was by William lilurray's company; the

manager's own Captain Thornton was excellent—and so was ihe Du-

* The wife of one of the Edinburgh Judges is alluded to.
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gald Creature of a Mr. Duff—theve was also a good JV/a«/e—(aljoutwhose equipment, by the by, Scott felt such interest that hi; l.-fi his
box between the Acts to remind Mr. Murray that she ''

imist hav.- a
mantle with her lanthorn") ;—but the great and unrivalled attraction
was the personification of Bailie Jarvie by Charles Mackay, who,
being himself a native of Glasgow, entered into the minutest iieculiari'
ties of the character with \\\^ gusto, and gave the west coiintry dia-
lect in its most racy perfection. It was extremely diverting to watch
the play of Scott's features during this admirable realization of his

conception; and I must add, that the behaviour of the Edinburgh
audience on all such occasions, while the secret of the novels was
preserved, reflected great honour on their good taste and delicacy of

feeling. He seldom, in those days, entered his box without receiving
some mark of general respect and admiration ; but I never heard of

any pretext being laid hold of to connect these demonstrations with
the piece he had come to witness, or, in short, to do or say any
thing likely to interrupt his quiet enjoyment of the evening in the
midst of his family and friends. The Roh Roy had a continued run
of forty-one nights, during February and March ; and it was played
once a week, at least, for many years afterwards.* Mackay, of

course, always selected it for his benefit ; and I now print from Scott's

MS. a letter, which, no doubt, reached the mimic Bailie in the hand-

writing of one of the Ballantynes, on the first of these occurrences.

To Mr. Charles Mackay, Theatre-Royal, Edinburgh.
Private.

" Friend Mackay,
" My lawful occasions having brought me from my residence at Glandercleiich

to this crreat city, it was my lot to fall into company with certain friends, who im-

petrated from me a consent to behold the stage-play, which hath been framed forth

of an history entitled Rob (sew potius Robert) Roy, which history, although it ex-

isteth not in mine -erudite work, entitled Tales of my Landlord, hath nathless a

near relation in style and structure to those pleasant narrations. Wherefore, havinor

surmounted those arguments whilk were founded upon the unseemliness of a per-

sonage in my place and profession appearing in an open stage-play house, and hav-

ing buttoned the terminations of my cravat into my bosom, in order to preserve
mine incognito, and indued an outer coat over mine usual garments, so that the hue

thereof might not betray my calling, I did place myself (much elbowed by those

who little knew whom they did incommode) in that place of the Theatre called the

two-shilling gallery, and beheld the show with great delectation, even from the rising
of the curtain to the fall thereof.

"
Chiefly, my facetious friend, was I enamoured of the very lively representation

of Bailie Nicol Jarvie, in so much that I became desirous to communicate to thee

my great admiration thereof, nothing doubting that it will ofive thee satisfaction to

be apprised of the same. Yet further, in case thou shouhist be of that numerous

class of persons who set less store by good words than good deeds, and understand-

ing that there is assigned unto each stage-player a special niglit, called a benefit (it

will do thee no harm to know that the j)hrase cometh from two Latin words, bene

and facio), on which their friends and patrons show forth their benevolence, I now

send thee mine in the form of a five-ell web (hoc jocose, to express a note for £0)1

as a meet present for the Bailie, himself a weaver, and the son of a worthy dt^icon

of that craft. The which propine I send thee in token that it is my purpose,
busi-

* " Between February 15lh, 1819, and March 14th, 1837, Rob Roy was played in the

Theatre-Royal, Edinburgh, 285 times:'—Letter from Mr. W. Murray.

Vol. II. Q 11
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ness and health permitting-, to occupy tlie central place of the pit on the night of

thy said beneficiary or benefit.
" Friend Mackay ! from one, whose profession it is to teach others, thou must

excuse the freedom of a caution. I trust thou -vvilt remember that, as excellence in

thine art cannot be attained without much labour, so neither can it be extended, or

even maintained, without constant and unremitted exertion ; and farther, that the

decorum of a performer's private character (and it gladdeth me to hear that thine is

respectable) addeth not a little to the value of his public exertions.
"
Finally, in respect there is nothing perfect in this world,—at least I have never

received a wholly faultless version from the very best of my pupils,
—I pray thee

not to let Rob Roy twirl thee around in the ecstasy of thy joy, in regard it over-

steps the limits of nature, which otherwise thou so sedulously preservest in thine

admirable national portraicture of Bailie Nicol Jarvie.—I remain thy sincere friend

and well-wisher,
Jedediah Cleishbotham.'*

CHAPTER VIII.

RECURRENCE OF SCOTT'S ILLNESS—MARCH AND APRIL, 1819—DEATH OF THE
DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH—LETTERS TO CAPTAIN FERGUSON—LORD MONTAGU
— MR. SOUTHEY— AND MR. SHORTREED—SCOTT'S SUFFERINGS WHILE DIC-

TATING THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR— ANECDOTES BY JAMES BALLAN-
TYNE, &c. — APPEARANCE OF THE THIRD SERIES OF TALES OF MY LAND-
LORD, IN JUNE—ANECDOTE OF THE EARL OF BUCHAN.

It had been Scott's purpose to spend the Easter vacation in London,
and receive his baronetcy; but this was prevented by the serious

recurrence of the malady which so much alarmed his friends in the
,

early part of the year 1817, and which had continued ever since to

torment him at intervals. The subsequent correspondence will show
that afflictions of various sorts were accumulated on his head at the

same period :
—

To the Lord Montagu, Ditton Park, Windsor.

"
Edinburgh, 4th March, 1819.

" My dear Lord,
" The Lord President tells me he has a letter from his son. Captain Charles

Hope, R.N., who had just taken leave of our High Chief, upon the deck of the

Liffey. He had not seen the Duke for a fortnight, and was pleasingly surprised to

find his health and general appearance so very much improved. For my part, having
watched him with such unremitting attention, I feel very confident in the effect of

a change of air and of climate. It is with great pleasure that I find the Duke has

received an answer from me respecting a matter about which he was anxious, and
on which I could make his mind quite easy. His grace wished Adam Ferguson to

assist him as his confidential secretary ; and with all the scrupulous delicacy that

belongs to his character, he did not like to propose this, except through my medium
as a common friend. Now, I can answer for Adam, as I can for myself, that he
will have the highest pleasure in giving assistance in every possible way the Duke
can desire

;
and if forty years' intimacy can entitle one man to speak for another, I

believe the Duke can find nowhere a person so highly qualified for such a confi-

dential situation. He was educated for business, understands it well, and was long
a military secretary

—his temper and manners your Lordship can judge as well as 1

can, and his worth and honour are of the very first water. I confess I should not

be surprised if the Duke should wish to continue the connexion even afterwards,

for I have often thought that two hours' letter-writing, which is his Grace's daily
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allowance, is rather worse than the duty of a Clerk of Session, because there is no
vacation. Much of this might surely be saved by an intelliaent fri.n.d on whose
style ot expression, prudence, and secrecy his Grace could put perfect relianceTwo words marked on any letter by his own hand, would enable such a person to
refuse more or less positively—to grant directly or conditionally—or, in sliort, to
maintain the exterior forms of the very troublesome and extensive correspondencewhich his Grace's high situation entails upon him. I think it is Mons. Le Due de
Saint Simon who tells us of one of Louis XIV.'s ministers qui avoit la plume—which he explains, by saying, it was his duty to imitate the King's handwritintr so
closely, as to be almost undistinguishable, and make him on all occasions parler
tres noblement. I wonder how the Duke gets on without such a friend. In the
mean tinie, however, I am glad I can assure him of Ferguson's willin* and
ready assistance while abroad

; and I am happy to find still farther that he had got
that assurance before they sailed, for tedious hours occur on board of ship, when it

will serve as a relief to talk over any of the private affairs which the Duke wishes
to intrust to him.

" I have been very unwell from a visitation of my old enemy the cramp in my
stomach, which much resembles, as I conceive, the process by which the dd! would
make one's king''s-hood into a spkuckan,* according to the anathema of Burns.

Unfortunately, the opiates which the medical people think indispensable to relieve

spasms, bring on a habit of body which has to be counteracted by medicines of a
different tendency, so as to produce a most disagreeable see-saw—a kind of pull-
devil, pull-baker contention, the field of battle being my unfortunate prxcordia.
Or, to say truth, it reminds me of a certain Indian king I have read of in an old

voyage, to whom the captain of an European ship generously presented a lock and

key, witli which the sable potentate was so much delighted, that to the great neglect,
both of his household duties and his affairs of state, he spent a whole month i'n the

repeated operation of locking and unlocking his back-door. I am better to-day, and
1 trust shall be able to dispense with these alternations, which are much less agree-
able in my case than in that of the Sachem aforesaid ; and I still hope to be in Lon-
don in April.

" I will write to the Duke regularly, for distance of place acts in a contrary ratio

on the mind and on the eye : trifles, instead of being diminished, as in prospect, be-

come important and interesting, and therefore he shall have a budget of them. Hogg
is here busy with his Jacobite songs. I wish he may get handsomely through, for

he is profoundly ignorant of history, and it is an awkward thing to read in order

that you may write.f I give him all the help I can, but he sometimes poses me.
For instance he came yesterday, open mouth, enquiring what great dignified clergy-
man had distinguished himself at Killiecrankie—not exactly the scene where one

would have expected a churchman to shine—and I found with some difficulty, that

he had mistaken Major-General Canon, called, in Kennedy's Latin song, Canonicus

Gallomdiensis, for the canon of a cathedral. Ex ungue leonem. Ever, my dear

Lord, your truly obliged and faithful

Walter Scott."

Before this letter reached Lord Montagu, his brother liad sailed for

Lisbon. The Duke of WelHngton had placed his house in that capital

(the Palace das Mecessidades) at the Duke of Buccleuch's disposal ;

and in the afiectionate care and cheerful society of Captain Ferguson,
the invalid had every additional source of comfort, that his friends

*
King''s.kood

—" The second of the four stomachs of ruminating^ animals." Jameson.

—Spleuchan
—The Gaelic name of the Highlander's tobacco-pouch.

•j- "I am sure I produced two volumes of Jacobite Relics, such as no man in Scotland or

England could have produced but myself." So says Hogg, ipse—see liis Autobioi^raphy,

1832, p. 88. I never saw the Shepherd so elated as he was on the appearance of a very

severe article on this book in the Edinburgh Review ; for, to his exquisite delight, the
ho^

tile critic selected for exceptive encomium one "old Jacobite strain, viz. Donald M'Cil-

lavry," which Hogg had fabricated the year before. Scott, too, enjoyed this joke aJuiort

as much as the Shepherd.
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could have wished for him. But the malady had gone too far to be

arrested by a ciiange of glimate ; aud the letter which he had addressed

to Scott, when about to embark at Portsmouth, is endorsed with these

words— " The last I ever received from my dear friend the Duke of
BuccJench.—Alas ! alas /" Tiie principal object of this letter was to

remind Scott of his promise to sit to Raeburn for a portrait, to be hung
up in that favourite residence where the Duke had enjoyed most of his

society.
" My prodigious undertaking," writes his Grace,

" of a west

wing at Bowhill, is begun. A library of forty-one feet by twenty-one,
is to be added to the present drawing-room. A space for one picture
is reserved over the fire-place, and in this warm situation I intend to

place the Guardian of Literature. I should be happy to have my friend

Maida appear. It is now almost proverbial,
' Walter Scott and his

Dog.' Raeburn should be warned that I am as well acquainted with

my friend's hands and arms as with his nose—and Vandyke was of

my opinion. INIany of R.'s works are shamefully finished—the face

studied, but every thing else neglected. This is a fair opportunity of

producing something really worthy of his skill.*'

I shall insert by and by Scott's answer—which never reached the

Duke's hand—with another letter of the same date to Captain Fergu-
son ;

but I must first introduce one, addressed a fortnight earlier to

Mr. Southey, who had been distressed by the accounts he received of

Scott's health from an American traveller, Mr. George Ticknor of

Boston—a friend, and worthy to be such, of Mr. Washington Irving.
The Poet Laureate, by the way, had adverted also to an impudent
trick of a London bookseller, who shortly before this time announced
certain volumes of Grub Street manufacture, as " A New Series of

the Tales of my Landlord," and who, when John Ballantyne, as the
*'

agent for the Author of Waverley," published a declaration that the

volumes thus advertised were not from that writer's pen, met John's

declaration by an audacious rejoinder
—

impeaching his authority, and

asserting that nothing, but the personal appearance in the field of the

gentleman for whom Ballantyne pretended to act, could shake his

belief that he was himself in the confidence of the true Simon Pure.

This affair gave considerable uneasiness at the time, and for a moment
the dropping of Scott's mask seems to have been pronounced advisa-

ble by both Ballantyne and Constable. But he was not to be worked

upon by such means as these. He calmly replied,
" The author who

lends himself to such a trick must be a blockhead—let them publish,
and that will serve our turn better than any thing we ourselves could

do." I have forgotten the names of the "
tales," which, being pub-

lished accordingly, fell stillborn from the press. Mr. Southey had
likewise dropped some allusions to another newspaper story of Scott's

being seriously engaged in a dramatic work ; a rumour which proba-

bly originated in the assistance he had lent to Terry in some of the

recent highly popular adaptations of his novels to the purposes of the

stage; though it is not impossible that some hint of the Devorgoil mat-

ter may have transpired.
"

It is reported," said the Laureate, "that

you are about to bring forth a play, and I am greatly in hopes that it

may be true ; for I am verily persuaded that in this course you might
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run as brilliant a career as you have already done in narrative—both
in prose and rhyme;—for as for belicvin,:r you have a double in the-
field—not I ! Those same powers would be

"^equally certain of success
in the drama, and were you to give them a dramatic directi(jn^ and
reign for a third seven years upon the stage, you will stand aU.'ne in

literary history. Indeed already I believe that no man ever atl(»rdcd
so much delight to so great a number of his contemporaries in ibis or
in any other country. God bless you, my dear Scott, and believe me
ever yours affectionately, R. S." Mr. Southey's letter had further
announced his wife's safe delivery of a son ; the approach of the con-
clusion of his History of Brazil ; and his undertaking of the Life of

Wesley.

To Robert Southey, Esq., Keswick, Cumberland.

"
Abbolsford, 4tli April, lt<19

" My dear Southey,
"
Tidings from you must be always acceptable, even were the bowl in the act

of breaking at the fountain—and my health is at present very totterish. I have gone
through a cruel succession of spasms and sickness, which have terminated in a
special fit of the jaundice, so that I might sit for the image of Phitus, the o-od of

specie, so far as complexion goes. I shall like our American acquaintance the
better that he has sharpened your remembrance of me, but he is also a wondrous
fellow for romantic lore and antiquarian research, considering his countr}-. I have
now seen four or five well-lettered Americans, ardent in pursuit of knowledtje, and
free from the ignorance and forward presumption which distinguish many of their

countrymen. I hope they will inoculate their country with a love of letters, so

nearly allied to a desire of peace and a sense of public justice, virtues to which the

great Transatlantic community is more strange than could be wished. Accept my
best and most sincere wishes for the health and strength of your latest pledge of
affection. When I think what you have already suffered, I can imagine with what
mixture of feelings this event must necessarily affect you ; but you need not to be
told that we are in better guidance than our own. I trust in God this late blessino-

will be permanent, and inherit your talents and virtues. When I look around me,
and see how many men seem to make it their pride to misuse high qualifications,
can I be less interested than I truly am, in the fate of one who has uniformly dedi-

cated his splendid powers to maintaining the best interests of humanity ? I am very
angry at the time you are to be in London, as I must be there in about a fortnight,
or so soon as I can shake off this depressing complaint, and it would add not a

little that I should meet you there. My chief purpose is to put my eldest son into

the army. I could have wished he had chosen another profession, but have no title

to combat a choice which would have been my own had my lameness permitted.
Walter has apparently the dispositions and habits fitted for the military profession,
a very quiet and steady temper, an attachment to mathematics and their application,

good sense and uncommon personal strength and activity, with address in most

exercises, particularly horsemanship.
"— I had written thus far last week when I was internipted, first by the arrival

of our friend Ticknor with Mr. Cogswell, another well-accomplished Yankee—(by
the by, we have them of all sorts, e. g. one Mr. *******#**, rather a fine man,
whom the girls have christened, with some humour, the Yankee Doodle Dandic.)

They have had Tom Drum's entertainment, for I have been seized with one or two

successive ernes of my cruel malady, lasting in the utmost anguish tVom
eight

to

ten hours. If I had not the strength of a team of horses. I could never have tuught

through it, and through the heavy fire of medical artillery, scarce less exhausting—
for bleeding, blistering, calomel, and ipecacuanha have gone on without intemiis-

sion—while, during the agony of the spasms, laudanum became neoessar)- in the

most liberal doses, though inconsistent with the general treatment. I did not lose

my senses, because I resolved to keep them, but I thought once or twice they would

have gone overboard, top and top-gallant. I should be a great fool, and a moet

11*
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ungrateful wretch, to complain of such inflictions as these. My life has been, in

all its private and public relations, as fortunate perhaps as was ever lived, up to

this period ; and whether pain or misfortune may lie behind the dark curtain of

futurity, I am already a sufficient debtor to the bounty of Providence to be resigned
to it. Fear is an evil that has never mixed with my nature, nor has even unwonted

good fortune rendered my love of life tenacious ; and so I can look forward to the

possible conclusion of these scenes of agony with reasonable equanimity, and suffer

chiefly through the sympathetic distress of my family.
" Other ten days have passed away, for I would not send this Jeremiad to

tease you, while its termination seemed doubtful. For the present,

' The game is done—I've won, I've won,
Quoth slie, and whistles thrice.'*

I am this day, for the first time, free from the rel;cs of my disorder, and, except in

point of weakness, perfectly well. But no broken-down hunter had ever so many
sprung sinews, whelks, and bruises. I am like Sancho after the doughty affiiir of

the Yanguesian Carriers, and all through the unnatural twisting of the muscles
under the influence of that Goule the cramp. I must be swathed in Goulard and

Rosemary spirits
—probatum est.

" I shall not fine and renew a lease of popularity upon the stage. To write for

low, ill-informed, and conceited actors, whom you must please, for your success is

necessarily at their mercy, I cannot away with. How would you, or how do you
think I should, relish being the object of such a letter as Keanf wrote t'other day
to a poor author, who, though a pedantic blockhead, had at least the right to be
treated like a gentleman by a copper-laced, twopenny tear-mouth, rendered mad by
conceit and success ? Besides, if this objection were out of the way, I do not think

the character of the audience in London is such that one could have the least plea-
sure in pleasing them. One half come to prosecute their debaucheries so openly,
that it would degrade a bagnio. Another set to snooze oflf their beef-steaks and

port wine ; a third are critics of the fourth column of the newspaper ; fashion, wit,
or literature there is not; and, on the whole, I would far rather write verses for

mine honest friend Punch and his audience. The onlj' thing that could tempt me
to be so silly, would be to assist a friend in such a degrading task who was to have
the whole profit and shame of it.

" Have you seen decidedly the most full and methodized collection of Spanish
romances (ballads) published by the industry of Depping (Altenburgh, and Leip-
sic), 1817'? It is quite delightful. Ticknor had set me agog to see it, without

affording me any hope it could be had in London, when by one of these fortunate

chances whch have often marked my life, a friend, who had been lately on the Con-

tinent, came unexpectedly to enquire for me, and plucked it forth par maniere dc

cadeau. God prosper you, my dear Southey, in your labours ; but do not work too

hard—experto crede. This conclusion, as well as the confusion of my letter, like

the Bishop of Grenada's sermon, savours of the apoplexy. My most respectful

compliments attend Mrs. S. Yours truly,
Walter Scott.

" P. S. I shall long to see the conclusion of the Brazil history, which, as the

interest comes nearer, must rise even above the last noble volume. Wesley you
alone can touch ; but will you not have the hive about you 1 When I was about

twelve years old, I heard him preach more than once, standing on a chair, in Kelso

churchyard. He was a most venerable figure, but his sermons were vastly too col-

loquial for the taste of Saunders. He told many excellent stories. One I remember,
which he said had happened to him at Edinburgh.

' A drunken dragoon (said

Wesley) was commencing an assertion in military fashion, G—d eternallj' d n

me, just as I was passing. I touched the poor man on the shoulder, and when he
turned round fiercely, said calmly, you mean God bless you.'' In the mode of telling
the story he failed not to make us sensible how much his patriarchal appearance,
and mild yet bold rebuke, overawed the soldier, who touched his hat, thanked him,
and, I think, came to chapel that evening."

* These lines are from Colcridg-e's Ancitnl Mariner.

tThe reader will find something- about tliis actor's quarrel with Mr. Burke, author of
" The Italians," in Barry Cornwall's Life of Kean, vol. ii. p. 178.
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To Robert Skortreed, Esq., Sheriff Substitute, ^-c, Jcdlmr<;h.

« Dear Bob,
"AbtotsrorU. i3ih April, i8,9.

"I am very desirous to procure, and as soon as possiblf, Mrs. .Shortrccd'g
excellent receipt for making yeast. The Duke of Huccleuch complains extrcmrly
of the sour yeast at Lisbon as disagreeing with his stomach, and 1 never laHtrd
half such good bread as Mrs. Shortreed has baked at home. 1 am sure you will i)e
as anxious as I am that the receipt should be forwarded to liis Grace as soon as

possible. I remember Mrs, Shortreed giving a most distinct account of the whole
affair. It should be copied over in a very distinct hand, lest Mons. Florence makes
blunders.

" I am recovering from my late indisposition, but as weak as water. To write
these lines is a fatigue. I scarce think I can be at the circuit at all—certainly oidy
for an hour or two. So on this occasion I will give Mrs. Shortreed's kind hospi-
tality a little breathing time. I am tired even with writing these few lines.
Yours ever

Walter Scott."*

To His Grace the Duke of Bucdeuch, ^-c., Lisbon.

"
Abbotsford, loth April, 18ia

" My dear Lord Duke,
" How very strange it seems that this should be the first letter I address your

Grace, and you so long absent from Scotland, and looking for all the news and non-
sense of which I am in general such a faithful reporter. Alas ! I have been ill

very—very ill—only Dr. Baillie says there is nothing of consequence about my
malady except the pain—a pretty exception—said pain being intense enough to keep
me roaring as loud as your Grace's ci-devant John of Lorn, and of, generally speak-
ing, from six to eight hours' incessant duration, only varied by intervals of deadly
sickness. Poor Sophia was alone with me for some time, and managed a half dis-

tracted pack of servants with spirit, and sense, and presence of mind, far beyond
her years, never suffering her terror at seeing me in a state so new to her and so

alarming to divert her mind an instant from v/hat was fit and proper to be done.
Pardon this side compliment to your Grace's little Jacobite, to wliom you have

always been so kind. If sympathy could have cured me, I should not have been

long ill. Gentle and simple were all equally kind, and even old Tom Watson crept
down from Falshope to see how I was coming on, and to ejaculate

' if any thing
ailed the Shirra, it would be sair on the Duke.' The only unwelcome resurrection

was that of old * *
*, whose feud with me (or rather dryness) I had well hoped

was immortal ; but he came jinking over the moor with daughters and ponies, and
God knows what, to look after my precious health. I cannot tolerate that man ; it

seems to me as if I hated him for things not only past and present, but for some
future offence which is as yet in the womb of fate.

" I have had as many remedies sent me for cramp and jaundice as would set up
a quack doctor—three from Mrs. Plummer, each better than the other—one at least

from every gardener in the neighbourhood
—besides all sort of recommendations to

go to Cheltenham, to Harrowgate, to Jericho for aught I know. Now if there is

one thing I detest more than another, it is a watering-place, unless a very pleasant

party be previously formed, when, as Tony Lumpkin says,
' a gentleman may he in

a concatenation.' The most extraordinary recipe was that of my Highland piper,

John Bruce, who spent a whole Sunday in selecting twelve stones from twelve

south-running streams, with the purpose that I should sleep upon them, and be

•whole. I caused him to be told that the recipe was infallible, but that it was abso-

lutely necessary to success that the stones should be wrapt up in the petticoat
of a

widow who had never wished to marry again, upon which the piper renounced all

hope of completing the charm. I had need of a softer couch than Bruce had dcs-

* "Sir Walter got not only the recipe for making bread from us—but likewise leamt

the best mode of cutting it
' in a family way.' The bread-board and larjre knito iwd at

Abbotsford at breakfast-time, were adopted by Sir Walter, after seeing them ' work wcU

in our family."
—Note by Mr. Andrew Shortreed.
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lined me, for so general was the tension of the nerves all over the body, although
the pain of the spasms in the stomach did not suffer the others to be felt, that my
whole left leg was covered with swelling and inflammation, arising from the unna-
tural action of the muscles, and I had to be carried about like a child. My right

leg escaped better, the muscles there having less irritability, owing to its lame state.

Your grace may imagine the energy of pain in the nobler parts, when cramps in the

extremities, sufficient to produce such effects, were unnoticed by me during their

existence. But enough of so disagreeable a subject.
"
Respecting the portrait, I shall be equally proud and happy to sit for it, and

hope it may be so executed as to be in some degree worthy of the preferment to

which it is destined.* But neither my late golden hue, for I was covered with

jaundice, nor my present silver complexion (looking much more like a spectre than
a man) will present any idea of my quondam beef-eating physiognomy. I must
wait till the asj^e of bras!', the true juridical bronze of my profession, shall again ap-

pear on my frontal. I hesitate a little about Raeburn, unless your Grace is quite
determined. He has ver}' much to do; works just now chiefly for cash, poor fel-

low, as he can have but a few years to make money ; and has twice already made
a very chowder-headed person of me. I should like much (always with your ap-

probation) to try Allan, who is a man of real genius, and has made one or two glo-
rious portraits, though his predilection is to the historical branch of the art. We
did rather a handsome thing for him, considering that in Edinburgh we are neither

very wealthy nor great amateurs. A hundred persons subscribed ten guineas a-piece
to

rafflej"
for his fine picture of the Circassian Chief selling slaves to the Turkish

Pacha—a beautiful and highly poetical picture. There was another small picture
added by way of second prize, and, what is curious enough, the only two peers on
the list. Lord Wemyss and Lord Fife, both got prizes. Allan has made a sketch
which I shall take to town with me when I can go, in hopes Lord Stafford, or some
other picture-buyer, may fancy it, and order a picture. The subject is the murder
of Archbishop Sharp on Magus Moor, prodigiously well treated. The savage fero-

city of the assassins, crowding one on another to strike at the old prelate on his

knees—contrasted with the old man's figure
—and that of his daughter endeavour-

ing to interpose for his protection, and withheld by a ruffian of milder mood than
his fellows :—the dogged fanatical severity of Rathillet's countenance, who remain-
ed on horseback witnessing, with stern fanaticism, the murder he did not choose to

* The position in the Library at Bowhill, originally destined by the late Duke of Buc-
cleuch for a portrait that never was executed, is now filled by that which Raeburn painted
in 1808 for Constable, and which has been engraved for the first volume of this work.

t Three pictures were ultimately raffled for ; and the following note, dated iVpril the 1st,

1819, shows liow keenly and practically Scott, almost in the crisis of his malady, could

attend to the details of such a business :
—

To J. G. Lockhart, Esq., Advocate, Edinburgh.

******** "I have been dreadfully ill since I wrote to you, but I think I have now got
the turn fairly. It was quite time, for though the doctors say the disease is not danger-
ous, yet I could not have endured six days' more agony. I have a summons from the inge-
nious Mr. David Bridges to attend to my interests at his shop next Saturday, or send some

qualified person to act on my behalf I suppose this mysterious missive alludes to the

plan about Allan's pictures, and at any rate 1 hope you will act for me. I should think u,

ratSe with dice would give more general satisfaction than a lottery. You would be aston-

ished what unhandsome suspicions well educated and sensible persons will take into their

heads, when a selfish competition awakens the mean and evil passions of our nature. Let
each subscriber throw the dice in person or by proxy, leaving out all who throw under a

certain number, and let this be repeated till the number is so far reduced that the three

who throw highest may hold the prizes. I have much to say to you, and should you spare
me a day about the end of next week, I trust you will find me pretty bobbish. Always
yours affectionately,

W. S."

The Mr. David Bridges here mentioned has occurred already.
—See ante, p. 94. The

jokers in Blackwood made him happy, by dubbing him " The Director-General of the

Fine Arts for Scotland."
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be active in, lest it should be said that he struck out of privntn revonrrrv-aro all
amazingly well combined in the sketcli. I question if the artist can briir.r ih..,,, „ut
with equal spirit in the painting which he meditates. Sketches oive a sort of f,ro
to the imagination of the spectator, who is apt to fancy a great deal morii for him-
self than the pencil, in the finished picture, can possibly present to his ey.; afu-r-
wards. Constable has offered Allan three hundred pounds to make skeU-hra fur
ari edition of the Tales of My Landlord, and other novels of that cycle, and says he
will give him the same sum next year, so, from being pinched enough, ihia very
deserving artist suddenly finds himself at his ease, lie was long at Odessa with
the Duke of Richelieu, and is a very entertaining person.
"I saw with great pleasure Wilkie's sketch of your (trace, and 1 think when I

get to town I shall coax him out of a copy, to me invaluable. I hope, however,
when you return, you will sit to Lawrence. We should have at least one picture
of your Grace from a real good hand. Sooth to speak, I cannot say much for the

juvenile representations at Bowhill and in the li!)rary at Dalkeith. Return, how-
ever, with the original features in good health, and we shall not worry you about

portraits. The library at Bowhill will be a delightful room, and will be some con-
solation to me who must, I fear, lose for some time the comforts of the eating-room,
and substitute panada and toast and water for the bonny haunch and buxom bottle

of claret. Truth is, I must make great restrictions on my creature-comforts, at least

till my stomach recovers its tone and ostrich-like capacity of digestion. Oor spring
here is slow, but not unfavourable: the country looking very well, and my plant-

ings for the season quite completed. I have planted quite up two little glens, lead-

ing from the Aid-de-Camp's habitation up to the little loch, and expect the blessings
of posterity for the shade and shelter I shall leave where, God knows, I fourhi none.

"It is doomed this letter is not to close without a request. I conclude your
Grace has already heard from fifty applicants that the kirk of Middlebie is vacant,
and I come forward as the fifty-first (always barring prior engagements and better

claims) in behalf of George Thomson, a son of the minister of Melrose, being the

grinder of my boys, and therefore deeply entitled to my gratitude and mj good
offices, as far as they can go. He is nearer Parson Abraham Adams than any living
creature I ever saw—very learned, very religious, very simple, and extremely ab-

sent. His father, till very lately, had but a sort of half stipend, during the incum-

bency of a certain notorious Mr. MacLagan, to whom he acted only as assistant.

The poor devil was brought to the grindstone (having had the want of precaution
to beget a large family), and became the very figure of a fellow who used to come

upon the stage to sing
' Let us all be unhappy together.' This poor lad George

was his saving angel, not only educating himself, but taking on him the education

of two of his brothers, and maintaining them out of his own scanty pittance. He
is a sensible lad, and by no means a bad preacher, a staunch Anti-CJallican, and or-

thodox jn his principles. Should your Grace find yourself at liberty to give coun-

tenance to this very innocent and deserving creature, I need not say it will add to

the many favours you have conferred on me ;
but I hope the parishioners will have

also occasion to say,
' Weel bobbit, George of Middlebie,' Your Grace's Aide-de-

Camp, who knows young Thomson well, will give you a better idea of him than I

can do. He lost a leg by an accident in his boyhood, which spoiled as bold and

fine-looking a grenadier as ever charged bayonet against a Frenchman's throat. I

think your Grace will not like him the worse for having a spice of military and

loyal spirit about him. If you knew the poor fellow, your Grace would take un-

common interest in him, were it but for the odd mixture of sense and simplicity,

and spirit and good morals. Somewhat too much ot him.
" I conclude you will go to Mafra, Cintra, or some of these places, which Ba-

retti describes so delightfully, to avoid the great heats, when the Palace de las Ne-

cessidades must become rather oppressive. By the by, though it were only »"r the

credit of the name, I am happy to learn it has that useful English comfort, a water-

closet.. I suppose the armourer of the Liffey has already put it in comphne repair.

Your Grace sees the most secret passages respecting great men cannot bo huldrn

from their friends. There is but little news here but death m the clan, llanlrn »

sister is dead—a cruel blow to Lady Die,* who is upwards of eighly-hn-,
.in<i

* See ante, vol. i., p. 53.

Vol. II. R
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accustomed to no other society. Again, Mrs. Frank Scott, his uncle's widow, is

dead, unable to survive the loss of two fine young men in India, her sons, whose
death closely followed each other. All this is sad work ;

but it is a wicked and

melancholy world we live in. God bless you, my dear, dear Lord. Take great
care of your health, for the sake of all of us. You are the breath of our nostrils,
useful to thousands, and to many of these thousands indispensable. I will write

again very soon, when I can keep my breast longer to the desk without pain, for I

am not yet without frequent relapses, when they souse me into scalding water with-
out a moment's delay, where I lie, as my old grieve Tom Purdie said last night,

being called to assist at the operation, 'like a haulded saumon.'' I write a few lines

to the Aide-de-Camp, but I am afraid of putting this letter beyond the bounds of

Lord Montagu's frank. When I can do any thing for your Grace here, you know I

am most pleased and happy. Ever respectfully and affectionately your Grace's

Walter Scott."

To Captain Adam Ferguson, ^c. ^c. ^c,
"
Abbotsford, April 16, ]819.

" My dear Adam,
"
Having only been able last night to finish a long letter to the Chief, I now

add a few lines for the Aide-de-Camp. I have had the pleasure to hear of you regu-

gnlarly from Jack,* who is very regular in steering this way when packets arrive ;

and I observe with great satisfaction that you think our good Duke's health is on
the mending hand. Climate must operate as an alterative, and much cannot perhaps
be expected from it at first.—Besides, the great heat must be a serious drawback.
But I hope you will try by and by to get away to Cintra, or some of those seques-
tered retreats where there are shades and cascades to cool the air. I have an idea

the country there is eminently beautiful. I am afraid the Uuke has not yet been
able to visit Torres Vedras, but you must be meeting with things everywhere to

put you in mind of former scenes. As for the Senhoras, I have little doubt that the

difference betwixt your military hard fare and Florence's high sauces and jellies
will make them think that time has rather improved an old friend than otherwise.

Apropos of these ticklish subjects. I am a suitor to the Duke, with little expecta-
tion of success (for I know his engagements) for the Kirk of Middlebie to George
Thomson, the very Abraham Adams of Presbytery. If the Duke mentions him to

you (not otherwise) pray lend him a lift. With a kirk and a manse the poor fellow

might get a good farmer's daughter, and beget grenadiers for his Majesty's service.

But as I said before, I dare say all St. Hubert's black pack are in full cry upon the

living, and that he has little or no chance. It is something, however, to have tabled

him, as better may come of it another day.
" All at Huntly Burn well and hearty, and most kind in their attentions during

our late turmoils. Baubyj" came over to offer her services as sick-nurse, and I have
drunk scarce anything but delicious ginger beer of Miss Bell's brewing, since my
troubles commenced. They have been, to say the least, damnable ; and I think you
would hardly know me. When I crawl out on Sibyl Grey, I am the very image of
Death on the pale horse, lanthorn-jawed, decayed in flesh, stooping as if I meant to

eat the pony's ears, and unable to go above a foot-pace. But although I have had,
and must expect, frequent relapses, yet the attacks are more slight, and I trust I

shall mend with the good weather. Spring sets in very pleasantly and in a settled

fashion. I have planted a number of shrubs, &c. at Huntly Burn, and am snodding
up the drive of the old farm-house, enclosing the Toftfield and making a good road
from the parish road to your gate. This I tell you to animate you to pick up a few
seeds both of forest trees, shrubs, and vegetables ; we will rear them in the hot-

house, and divide honourably. Avis an kcieur. I have been a good deal entrusted
to the care of Sophia, who is an admirable sick-nurse. Mamma has been called to

town by two important avocations, to get a cook—no joking matter—and to see

Charles, who was but indifferent, but has recovered. You must have heard of the
death of Joseph Hume, David's only son. Christ! what a calamit}'

—
^just enterinor

life with the fairest prospects—full of talent, and the heir of an old and considerable

*
Captain John Ferguson, R. N.

t Bauby—i. e. Barbara, was a kind old housekeeper of the Miss Fergusons.
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family—a fine career before him. All this he was one day, or nlhrr om hour—
or rather in the course of five minutes—so sudden was the deatli—-.uul ilin, a h -^-,
of earth. His disease is unknown

; something about the heart, I believe •

but n'

"

'-

no alarming appearance, nothing worse thali a cold and sore throat, whrn ronvui -

came, and death ensued. It is a complete smash to poor David, who bad ju»i i>.

to hold his head up after his wife's death. But he bears it stoutly, and irwa about
his business as usual. A woful case. London is now out of tlie question with me •

I have no prospect of being now able to stand the journey by sea or land ; but ih,'.

best is, I have no pressing business there. The Commie* takes charge of Walter'^
matters—cannot, you know, be in better hands; and Lord Melville talks of gu7.eiiiii.r

quam prinium. 1 will write a long letter very soon, but my back, fingers, 7ind eyt^
ache with these three pages. All here send love and fraternity. Yours ever most
truly,

Walter Scott."

" P. S.—By the by, old Kennedy, the tinker, swam for his life at Jedburgh, and
was only, by the sophisticated and timid evidence of a seceding doctor, who dilffr-

ed from all his brethren, saved from a well-deserved gibbet. He goes to bolaiii'ie

for fourteen years. Pray tell this to the Duke, for he was
' An old soldier of the Duke's,
And the Duke's old soldier.'

Six of his brethren, 1 am told, were in court, and kith and kin withont end. I am
sorry so many of the clan are left. The cause of quarrel with the murdered man
W'as an old feud between two gipsey clans, the Kennedies and Irvings, which,
about forty years since, gave rise to a desperate quarrel and battle on Hawick
Green, in which the grandfathers of both Kennedy, and Irving whom he murdered,
were engaged."

In the next of these letters there is allusion to a drama on the story
of the Heart of Mid-Lothian, of which Mr. Terry had transmitted

the MS. to Abbotsford—and which ultimately proved very successful.

Terry had, shortly before this time, become the acting manager of

the Haymarket Theatre.

To D. Terry, Esq., Haymarket, London.

"
Abbotsford, 18th April, 1819.

" Dear Terry,
" I am able (though very weak) to answer your kind enquiries. I have

thought of you often, and been on the point of writing or dictating a letter, but till

very lately I could have had little to tell you of but distress and agony, with con-

stant relapses into my unhappy malady, so that for weeks I seemed to lose rather

than gain ground, all food nauseating on my stomach, and my clothes hanging
about me like a potato-bogle,f with from five or six to ten hours of mortal

pain

every third day; latterly the fits have been much milder, and have at last given

way to the hot bath without any use of opiates; an immense point gained, as they

hurt my general health extremely. Conceive my having taken, in the course
ol^

six or seven hours, six grains of opium, three of hyoscyamus, nt>ar -JOO drops ot

laudanum, and all without any sensible relief of the agony under which 1 labour-

ed. INIy stomach is now getting confirmed, and I have great hopes the bout is

over; it has been a dreadful set-to. I am sorry to hear Mrs. Terry is complaining;

you ought not to let her labour, neither at Abbotsford sketches nor at any thing

else, bu°t study to keep her mind amused as much as possible. As for \N altrr, \w

is a shoot of an Aik,X and I have no fear of him ; I hope he remembers AbboU-^lord

and his soldier namesake.
"

I send the MS.—I wish you had written for it earlier. My touchmg or rvrn

thinking of it was out of the question ; my corrections would have smcUcd a.-*

* The Lord Chief Commissioner Adam.
t Anglice—Scarecrow. ^ Ditto—an Oak.

^t3-
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cruelly of the cramp, as the Bishop of Grenada's homily did of the apoplexy.
Indeed I hold myself inadequate to estimate those criticisms which rest on stage
effect, having been of late very little of a play-going- person. Would to Heaven
these sheets could do for you what Rob Roy has done for Murray ; he has abso-

lutely netted upwards of £3000 : to be sure the man Avho played the Bailie made
a piece of acting equal to whatever has been seen in the profession. For my own

part, I was actually electrified by the truth, spirit, and humour which he threw
into the part. It was the living Nicol Jarvie : conceited, pragmatical, cautious,

generous, proud of his connexion with Rob Roy, frightened for him at the same

time, and yet extremely desirous to interfere with him as an adviser : The tone in

which he seemed to give him up for a lost man after having provoked him into

some burst of Highland violence—' Ah Rab, Rab !' was quite inimitable. I do
assure you I never saw a thing better played. It is like it may be his only part,
for no doubt the Patavinity and knowledge of the provincial character may have
aided him much ;

but still he must be a wonderful fellow ; and the houses he drew
were tremendous.

" I am truly glad you are settled in London—a '

rolling stone'—the proverb is

something musty : it is always difficult to begin a new profession ; I could have
wished you quartered nearer us, but we shall always hear of you. The becoming
stage-manager at the Haymarket, I look upon as a great step ; w-ell executed, it

cannot but lead to something of the same kind elsewhere. You must be aware of

stumbling over a propensity which easily besets you from the habit of not having
your time fully employed—I mean what the women very expressively call dawdling.
Your motto must be Hoc age. Do instantly whatever is to be done, and take the

hours of reflection or recreation after business, and never before it. When a regi-
ment is under march, the rear is often thrown into confusion because the front do
not move steadily and without interruption. It is the same thing with business.

If that which is first in hand is not instantly, steadily, and regularly despatched,
other things accumulate behind till affairs begin to press all at once, and no human
brain can stand the confusion ; pray mind this—it is one of your few weak points—ask Mrs. Terry else. A habit of the mind it is which is very apt to beset men
of intellect and talent, especially when their time is not regularly filled up, but

left at their own arrangement. But it is like the ivy round the oak, and ends by
limiting, if it does not destroy, the power of manly and necessary exertion. I

must love a man so well to whom I offer such a word of advice, that I will not

apologize for it, but expect to hear you are become as regular as a Dutch clock—
hours, quarters, minutes, all marked and appropriated. This is a great cast in life,

and must be played with all skill and caution.
" We wish much to have a plan of the great bed, that we may hang up the

tester. Mr. Atkinson offered to have it altered or exchanged ; but with the expense
of land-carriage and risk of damage, it is not to be thought of. I enclose a letter

to thank him for all his kindness. I should like to have the invoice when the

things are shipped. I hope they will send them to Leith and not to Berwick. The

plasterer has broke a pane in the armoury. I enclose a sheet with the size, the

black lines being traced within the lead, and I add a rough drawing of the arms,
which are those of my mother. I should like it replaced as soon as possible, for I

will set the expense against the careless rascal's account.
" I have got a beautiful scarlet paper inlaid with gold (rather crimson than

scarlet) in a present from India, which will hang the parlour to a T : But we shall

want some articles from town to enable us to take possession of the parlour—
namely, a carpet

—you mentioned a wainscot pattern., which would be delightful
—

item grates for said parlour and armoury—a plain and unexpensive pattern, resem-

bling that in my room (which vents most admirably), and suited b)^ half-dogs for

burning wood. The sideboard and chairs you have mentioned. I see Mr. Bullock

(George's brother) advertises his museum for sale. I wonder if a good set of real

tilting armour could be got cheap there. James Ballantyne got me one very hand-

some bright steel cuirassier of Queen Elizabeth's time, and two less perfect for

£20—dog cheap; they make a great figure in the armoury. Hangings, curtains,

&c. I believe we shall get as well in Edinburgh as in London; it is in your joiner
and cabinet work that your infinite superiority lies.

" Write to me if I can do aught about the play
—though I fear not: much will

depend on Dumbiedykes, in whom Listen will be strong. Sophia has been chiefly
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my nurse, as an indisposition of little Charles called Charlotte to town *<h«
returned yesterday with him. All beg kind compliments to you and Mrs" Terrr
and little Walter. I remain your very feeble but convalescent to conunand,"

Walter Scott.

" P. S.—We must not forget the case for the leaves of the table while out of
use ; without something of the kind I am afraid they will be liable to injury which
is a pity, as they are so very beautiful."*

The accounts of Scott's condition circulated in Edinburtrh in the
course of this April were so alarming that I should not have thought
of accepting his invitation to revisit Abbotsford, unless John Ballantyne
had given me better tidings, about the end of the month. He informed
me

that^
his " illustrious friend" (for so both the Ballantynes usually

spoke of him) was so much recovered as to have resumed his usual

literary tasks, though with this diflerence, that he now, for the first

time in his Ufe, found it necessary to employ the hand of another. I

have now before me a letter of the 8th April, in which Scott says to

Constable,
"
Yesterday I began to dictate, and did it easily and with

comfort. This is a great point
—but I must proceed by little and little ;

last night I had a slight return of the enemy—but baffled him ;" and
he again writes to the bookseller on the 11th,—"John Ballantyne is

here, and returns with copy, which my increasing strength permits me
to hope I may now furnish regularly."
The copy (as MS. for the press is technically called) which Scott

was thus dictating, was that of the Bride of Lammermoor ; and his

amanuenses were William Laidlaw and John Ballantyne ; of whom
he preferred the latter, when he could be at Abbotsford, on account of

the superior rapidity of his pen ;
and also because John kept his pen to

the paper without interruption, and though with many an arch twinkle

in his eyes, and now and then an audible smack of his lips,
had reso-

lution to work on like a well-trained clerk ; whereas good Laidlaw
entered with such keen zest into the interest of the story as it flowed

from the author's lips, that he could not suppress exclamations of sur-

prise and delight
—" Gude keep us a' !

—the like o' that !
—oh sirs ! oh

sirs !"—and so forth—which did not promote despatch. I have often,

however, in the sequel, heard both these secretaries describe the as-

tonishment with which they were equally affected when Scott began
this experiment. The affectionate Laidlaw beseeching him to stop

dictating, when his audible suffering filled every pause,
"
Nay, Willie,"

he answered,
"
only see that the doors are fast. I would fain keep all

the cry as well as all the wool to ourselves ; but as to giving over

work, that can only be when I am in woollen." John Ballantyne told

me that after the first day he always took care to have a dozen of

pens made before he seated himself opposite to the sofa on which Scott

lay, and that though he often turned himself upon the pillow with a

groan of torment, he usually continued the sentence in the same breath.

But when dialogue of peculiar animation was in progress, spirit
seem-

ed to triumph altogether over matter—he arose from his couch and

*The Duke of Bucclcuch had given Scott some old oak-roots from Drnmlinrii: out of

which a very beautiful set of dinner-tables had been manufactured by Messrs. Uuliock-

12
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walked up and down the room, raising and lowering his voice, and as

it were acting the parts. It was in this fashion that Scott produced
the far greater portion of The Bride of Lammermoor—the whole of

the Legend of Montrose—and almost the whole of Ivanhoe. Yet,
when his health was fairly re-established, he disdained to avail himself

of the power of dictation, which he had thus put to the sharpest test,

but resumed, and for many years resolutely adhered to, the old plan
of writinsr everv thina: with his own hand. When I once, some time

afterwards, expressed my surprise that he did not consult his ease, and

spare his eyesight at all events, by occasionally dictating, he answered,
"

I should as soon think of getting into a sedan chair while I can use

my legs."
On one of the envelopes in which a chapter of the Bride of Lam-

mermoor reached the printer in the Canongate about this time—(May
2, 1819)

—there is this note in the author's own handwriting:
—

"Dear James,—These matters will need more than your usual care-

fulness. Look sharp
—double sharp

—my trust is constant in thee :
—

'Tarry woo, tarry woo,

Tarry woo is ill to spin ;

Card it weel, card it weel, \

Card it weel ere ye beg;in.

When 'tis carded, row'd, and spun,
Then the work is hatHins done ;

But when woven, drest, and clean,
It may be cleading for a queen.'

So be it.—W. S."

But to return—I rode out to Abbotsford with John Ballantyne to-

wards the end of the spring vacation, and though he had warned me
of a sad change in Scott's appearance, it was far beyond what I had
been led to anticipate. He had lost a great deal of flesh—his clothes

hung loose about him—his countenance was meagre, haggard, and of

the deadliest yellow of the jaundice
—and his hair, which a few weeks

before had been but slightly sprinkled with grey, was now almost liter-

ally snow^-white. His eye, however, retained its fire unquenched;
indeed it seemed to have gained in brilliancy from the new languor
of the other features ; and he received us with all the usual cordiahty,
and even with little perceptible diminishment in the sprightliness of his

manner. He sat at table while we dined, but partook only of some
rice pudding ; and after the cloth was drawn, while sipping his toast

and water, pushed round the bottles in his old style, and talked with

easy cheerfulness of the stout battle he had fought, and which he now
seemed to consider as won.

" One day there was," he said,
*' when I certainly began to have

great doubts whether the mischief was not getting at my mind—and
I'll tell you how^ I tried to reassure myself on that score. I was quite
unfit for any thing like original composition ; but I thought if I could

turn an old German ballad I had been reading into decent rhymes, I

might dismiss my worst apprehensions
—and you shall see w"hat came

of the experiment." He then desired his daughter Sophia to fetch the

MS. of The JXoble Morhiger, as it had been taken down from liis dic-

tation, partly by her and partly by Mr. Laidlaw, during one long and

painful day while he lay in bed. He read it to us as it stood, and
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seeing that both Ballantyne and I were much pleased with the verses
he said he should copy them over,—make them a little "tighter ahoiii
the joints,"—and give me them to be printed in the Edinburgh Annual
Register for 1816, to consult him about which volume had partlv h.-.-n
the object of my visit

; and this promise he redeemed before I Icit him.
The reading of this long ballad, however— (it consists of

forty-tlircc
stanzas)*

—seemed to have exhausted him : he retired to his bed-room ;

and an hour or two after, when we were about to follow his example/,
his family were distressed by the well-known symptoms of anotlior

sharp recurrence of his affliction. A large dose of opium and the hr.t

bath were immediately put in requisition. His good neighbour. Dr.
Scott of Darnlee, was sent for, and soon attended ; and in the course
of three or four hours we learned that he was once more at ease. But
I can never forget the groans which, during that space, his agony ex-

torted from him. Well knowing the iron strength of his resolution,
to find him confessing its extremity, by cries audible not only all over
the house, but even to a considerable distance from it—(for Ballantvne
and I, after he was put into his bath, walked forth to be out of the way,
and heard him distinctly at the bowling-green)

—it may be supposed
that this was sufficiently alarming, even to my companion ; how much
more to me, who had never before hstened to that voice, except in the

gentle accents of kindness and merriment !

I told Ballantyne that I saw this was no time for my visit, and that

I should start for Edinburgh again at an early hour—and befffied he
would make my apologies

—in the propriety of which he acquiesced.
But as I was dressing, about seven next morning, Scott himself tapped
at my door, and entered, looking better I thought than at my arrival

the day before. " Don't think of going," said he,
"

I feel hearty this

morning, and if my devil does come back again, it won't be for three

days at any rate. For the present, I want nothing to set me up ex-

cept a good trot in the open air, to drive away the accursed vapours
of the laudanum I was obliged to swallow last night. You have never

seen Yarrow, and when I have finished a little job I have with Jocund

Johnny, we shall all take horse and make a day of it." When I said

something about a ride of twenty miles being rather a bold experi-
ment after such a night, he answered, that he had ridden more than

forty, a week before, under similar circumstances, and felt nothing the

worse. He added that there was an election on foot, in consequence
of the death of Sir John Riddell, Member of Parliament for the Sel-

kirk district of Burghs, and that the bad health and absence of the

Duke of Buccleuch rendered it quite necessary that he should make

exertions on this occasion. " In short," said he, laughing.
"

I have an

errand which I shall perform
—and as I must pass Newark, you had

better not miss the opportunity of seeing it under so excellent a Cice-

rone as the old minstrel,
' Whose withered cheek and tresses grey
Shall yet see many a better day.'

"

About eleven o'clock, accordingly, he was mounted, by the help of

Tom Purdie, upon a staunch, active cob yclept Sibyl Grey,
—exactly

* See Scott's Poetical Works (Edition, 1834), vol. vi. p. 343.
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such a creature as is described in Mr. Dinmont's Diimple
—while Ba]-

lantyzie sprung into the saddle of noble Old Mortality, and we pro-
ceeded to the town of Selkirk, where Scott halted to do business at

the Sheriff-Clerk's, and begged us to move onward at a gentle pace
until he should overtake us. He came up by and by at a canter, and
seemed in hio-Ji ijlee with the tidiniTs he had heard about the canvass.

And so we rode by Philiphaugh, Carterhaugh, Bowhill, and Newark,
he pouring out all the way his picturesque anecdotes of former times—more especially of the fatal field where Montrose was finally over-

thrown by Leslie. He described the battle as vividly as if he had
witnessed it ; the passing of the Ettrick at daybreak by the Covenant-

ing General's heavy cuirassiers, many of them old soldiers of Gustavus

Adolphus, and the wild confusion of the Highland host when exposed
to their charge on an extensive haugh as flat as a bowling-green. He
drew us aside at Slain-men''s-Iee, to observe the green mound that

marks the resting-place of the slaughtered royalists ; and pointing to

the apparently precipitous mountain, Minchmoor, over which Montrose
and his few^ cavaliers escaped, mentioned that, rough as it seemed, his

mother remembered passing it in her early days in a coach and six,

on her way to a ball at Peebles—several footmen marching on either

side of the carriage to prop it up, or drag it through bogs, as the case

might require. He also gave us, with all the dramatic eftect of one
of his best chapters, the history of a worthy family who, inhabiting
at the time of the battle a cottage on his own estate, had treated

with particular kindness a young officer of Leslie's army quar-
tered on them for a night or two before. When parting from them
to join the troops, he took out a purse of gold, and told the good-
woman that he had a presentiment he should not see another sun set,

and in that case would wish his money to remain in her kind hands ;

but, if he should survive, he had no doubt she would restore it honestly.
The young man returned mortally wounded, but lingered awhile under
her roof, and finally bequeathed to her and hers his purse and his bless-

ing.
"
Such," he said,

" was the origin of the respectable lairds

of , now my good neighbours."
The prime object of this expedition was to talk over the pohtics of

Selkirk with one of the Duke of Buccleuch's great store-farmers, who,
as the Sheriff had learned, possessed private influence with a doubtful

bailie or deacon among the Souters. I forget the result, if ever I

heard it. But next morning, having, as he assured us, enjoyed a good
night in consequence of this ride, he invited us to accompany him on
a similar errand across Bowden Moor, and up the Valley of the Ayle ;

and when we reached a particularly bleak and dreary point of that

journey, he informed us that he perceived in the waste below a wreath
of smoke, which was the appointed signal that a wavering Souter of
some consequence had agreed to give him a personal interview where
no Whiggish eyes were likely to observe them ;

—and so, leaving us

on the road, he proceeded to thread his way westwards, across moor
and bog, until we lost view of him. I think a couple of hours might
have passed before he joined us again, which was, as had been

arranged, not far from the village of Lilliesleaf. In that place, too.
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he had some negotiation of the same sort to look after
; and when he

had finished it, he rode with us all round the ancient woods of Ridd.-H
but would not go near the house; I suppose lest any of the atUictcd
family might still be there. Many were his lamentations over th«»

catastrophe which had just befallen them. "
They are," he said, "one

of the most venerable races in the south of Scotland—they were here

long before these glens had ever heard the name of Soulis or of

Douglas
—to say nothing of Buccleuch : they can show a Pope's hull

of the tenth century, authorizing the then Riddell to marry a relation
within the forbidden degrees. Here they have been for a thousand

years at least ; and now all the inheritance is to pass away, merely
because one good worthy gentleman would not be contented to enjoy
his horses, his hounds, and his bottle of claret, like thirty or forty pre-
decessors, but must needs turn scientific agriculturist, take almost all

his fair estate into his own hand, superintend for himself perhaps a
hundred ploughs, and try every new nostrum that has been tabled by
the quackish improvers of the time. And what makes the thing ten

times more wonderful is, that he kept day-book and ledger, and all

the rest of it, as accurately as if he had been a cheesemonger in the

Grassmarket." Some of the most remarkable circumstances in Scott's

own subsequent life have made me often recall this conversation—
with more wonder than he expressed about the ruin of the Riddells.

I remember he told us a world of stories, some tragical, some com-
ical, about the old lairds of this time-honoured hneage ; and among
others, that of the seven Bibles and the seven bottles of ale which he

afterwards inserted in a note to The Bride of Lammennoor.* He was
also full of anecdotes about a friend of his father's, a minister of Lil-

liesleaf, who reigned for tw^o generations the most popular preacher

* " It was once the universal custom to place ale, wine, or some strong liquor, in tlie

chamber of an honoured guest, to assuage liis thirst should he feel any on awakening in the

night, which, considering that the hospitality of that period often reached excess, was by
no means unlikely. The author has met some instances of it in former days, and in old-

fashioned families. It was, perhaps, no poetic fiction that records how
' My cummer and I lay down to sleep
With two pint stoups at our bed feet ;

And aye when we waken'd we drank them dry ;

What think you o' my cummer and I ?'

"
It is a current story in Teviotdale, that in the house ofan ancient family of distmction,

much addicted to the Presbyterian cause, a Bible was always put into the sleeping apart-

ment of the guests, along with a bottle of strong ale. On some occasion there was a

meeting of clergymen in the vicinity of the castle, all of whom were invited to dinner by
the worthy Baronet, and several abode all night. According to the fashion of the times,

seven of the reverend guests were allotted to one large barrack-room, which was used on

such occasions of extended hospitality. The butler took care that the divines were pre-

sented, according to custom, each with a Bible and a bottle of ale. But after a little con-

sultation among themselves, they are said to have recalled the domestic as he was leaving

the apartment.
' My friend,' said one of the venerable guests, 'you must know when we

meet together as brethren, the youngest minister reads aloud a portion of Scripture to the

rest ;
—

only one Bible therefore is necessary ; take away the other six, and in their place

bring six more bottles of ale.'
" This synod would have suited the ' hermit sage' of Johnson, who answered a pupil

who inquired for the real road to happiness, with the celebrated line,

'Come, my lad, and drink some beer I'
"

—See Waverley Novels, Edit. 1834, Vol. xiv, p. 91.

Vol. II. S 12*
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in Teviotdale ; but I forget the orator's name. When the original
of Saunders Fairford congratulated him in his latter days on the

undiminished authority he still maintained—every kirk in the neigh-
bourhood being left empty when it was known he was to mount the

te?it at any country sacrament—the shrewd divine answered,
"
Indeed,

Mr. Walter, I sometimes think it's vera surprising. There's aye a

talk of this or that wonderfully gifted young man frae the college ;

but whenever I 'm to be at the same occasion with ony o' them, I e'en

mount the white horse in the Revelations, and he dings them a'."

Thus Scott amused himself and us as we jogged homewards:
and it was the same the following day, when (no election matters

pressing) he rode with us to the western peak of the Eildon hills,

that he might show me the whole panorama of his Teviotdale, and

expound the direction of the various passes by which the ancient

forayers made their way into England, and tell the names and the

histories of many a monastic chapel and baronial peel, now mouldering
in glens and dingles that escape the eye of the traveller on the highways.

Among other objects on which he descanted with particular interest

were the ruins of the earliest residence of the Kerrs of Cessford, so

often opposed in arms to his own chieftains of Branksome, and a deso-

late little kirk on the adjoining moor, where the Dukes of Roxburghe
are still buried in the same vault with the hero who fell at Turn-

again. Turning to the northward, he showed us the crags and tower

of Smailholme, and behind it the shattered fragment of Erceldoune—
and repeated some pretty stanzas ascribed to the last of the real wan-

dering minstrels of his district, by name Buim :—
"
Sing- Erceldoune, and Cowdenknowes,
Where Homes had ance commanding'.
And Drygranije, wi' the milk-white ewes,
'Twixt Tweed and Leader standing.
The bird tliat flees through Redpath trees

And Gledswood banks each morrow.

May chaunt and sing
—sweet Leader''s houghs

And Bonny howns of Yarroic.

" But Minstrel Burn cannot assuage
His grief, while life endureth,
To see the changes of this age
Which fleeting time procureth ;

For mony a place stands in hard case,

Where biythe folks kent nae sorrow,
With homes that dwelt on Leader side,

And Scotts that dwelt on Yarrow."

That night he had again an attack of his cramp, but not so serious

as the former. Next morning he was again at work with Ballantyne
at an early hour ; and when I parted from him after breakfast, he

spoke cheerfully of being soon in Edinburgh for the usual business of

his Court. I left him, however, with dark prognostications ; and the

circumstances of this little visit to Abbotsford have no doubt dwelt on

my mind the more distinctly, from my having observed and listened

to him throughout under the painful feeling that it might very probably
be my last.
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On the 5th of May he received the
hitelli^renre ..f t[,c death cf theDuke oi Buccleuch, which had occurred at Lisbon on the '^Oth \un\-

and next morning he wrote as follows to his Grace's bn.thcr •—

i.iiir.
To the Lord Montagu, ^'c. ^r. ^c, Ditton Pari,; Jflndi

" My dear Lord,

"
'^'"'"•"""'"- «'" "^y. wo.

''I heard from Lord Melville, by yesterday's post, the calamitous news which
your Lordship s very kind letter this moment confirmed, had it

reciuircd confinird-
tion. For this fortnight past my hopes have been very faint indeed, and on Wed-
nesday, when I had occasion to go to Yarrow, and my horse turned from hahit to

go up the avenue at Bowhill, I felt deeply impressed that it was a road 1 should
seldom travel for a long time at least. To your Lordship, let me a(hl to myself
this is an irreparable loss, for such a fund of excellent sense, high principle', and
perfect honour, have been rarely combined in the same individual." To the country
the inestimable loss will be soon felt, even by those who were insensible to his
merits, or wished to detract from them, when he was amongst us. In my opinion
he never recovered his domestic calamity. He wrote to me°a few days after that
cruel event, a most affectionate and remarkable letter, explaining his own feolinrrs,
and while he begged that I would come to him, assuring me tlia't I should find him
the same he would be for the future years of his life. He kept his word ; but I

could see a grief of that calm and concentrated kind which claims the hours of soli-
tude and of night for its empire, and gradually wastes the springs of life.

"
Among the thousand painful feelings which this melancholy event had excited,

I have sometimes thought of his distance from home. Yet this was done with the
best intention, and upon the best advice, and was perha[)S the sole chance which
remained for re-establishment. It has pleased God that it has failed, but tiie best
means were used under the best direction, smd mere mortality can do no more. I

am very anxious about the dear young ladies, whose lives were so much devoted to

their father, and shall be extremely desirous of knowing how they are. The Duchess
has so much firmness of mind, and Lady M. so much affectionate prudence, that

they will want no support that example and kindness can afiord. To me the world
seems a sort of waste without him. We had many joint objects, constant inter-

course, and unreserved communication, so that through him and by him I took inte-

rest in many things altogether out of my own sphere, and it seems to me as if the

horizon were narrowed and lowered around me. But God's will be done : it is all

that brother or friend can or dare say. I have reluctance to mention the trash which
is going on here. Indeed, I think little is altered since I wrote to your Lordship
fully, excepting that last night late, Chisholm* arrived at Abbotsford from Lith-

gow, recalled by the news which had somehow reached Edinburgh—as I suspect

by some officiousness of He left Lith^ow in such a state that there is

no doubt he will carry that burgh, unless Pringlef gets Selkirk. He is gone off

this morning to try the possible and impossible to get the single vole which he

wants, or to prevail on one person to stand neuter. It is possible he may succeed,

though this event, when it becomes generally known, will be greatly ag-ainst his

efforts. I should care little more about the matter, were it not for young \\"alter,:t

and for the despite I feel at the success of speculations which were formed on the

probability of the event which has happened. Two sons of ******** came here

yesterday, and with their father's philosophical spirit of self-accommodation, esUib-

lished themselves for the night. Betwixt them and Chisholm's noise, my head

and my stomach suffered so much (under the necessity of drowning feelings which

I could not express,) that I had a return of the spasms, and I felt as if a phantas-

magoria was going on around me. Quiet, and some indulgence of natural and soli-

tary sorrow, have made me well. To-day I will ride up to Selkirk and see the ma-

gistrates, or the chief of them. It is necessary they should not think tlie cause de-

serted. If it is thought proper to suspend the works at Bowhill, perliaps the mea-

sure may be delayed till the decision of this matter.

* Mr. Chisholm was the Tory Candidate for the Selkirk burgh*.

t Mr. Pringle of Clifton, the Whig Candidate,

t Walter Francis, the present Duke of Baccleuch.
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" I am sure, my dear Lord, you will command me in all I can do. I have only
to regret it is so little. But to show that my gratitude has survived my benefactor,
would be the pride and delight of my life. I never thought it possible that a man
could have loved another so much where the distance of rank was so very great.
But why recur to things so painful ] I })ity poor Adam Ferguson, whose affections

were so much engaged by the Duke's kindness, and who has with his gay temper a

generous and feeling heart. The election we may lose, but not our own credit, and
that of the family

—that you may rest assured of. My best respects and warmest

sympatiiy attend the dear young ladies, and Lady Montagu. I shall be anxious to

know how the Duchess-Dowager does under this great calamity. The poor boy—
what a slippery world is before him, and how early a dangerous, because a splen-
did, lot, is presented to him ! But he has your personal protection. Believe me,
with a deep participation in your present distress, your Lordship's most faithfully,

\VALTER Scott."

Scott drew up for Ballantyne's newspaper of that week tlie brief

character of Charles, Duke of Buccleuch, which has since been in-

cluded in his Prose Miscellanies (vol. iv.) ; and the following letter

accompanied a copy of it to Ditton Park.

To the Lord Montagu, §'c. §'c. §'c.

" My dear Lord,
" I send you the newspaper article under a different cover. I have studied so

much to suppress my own feelings, and so to give a just, calm, and temperate view
of the excellent subject of our present sorrow, such as I conceive might be drawn

by one less partially devoted to him, that it has to my own eye a cold and lifeless

resemblance of an original so dear to me. But I was writing to the public, and to

a public less acquainted with him than a few years' experience would have made
them. Even his own tenantry were but just arrived at the true estimation of his

character. I wrote, therefore, to insure credit and belief, in a tone greatly under

ray own feelings. I have ordered twenty-five copies to be put in a different shape,
of which I will send your Lordship twenty. It has been a painful task, but I feel

it was due from me. I am just favoured with your letter. I beg your Lordship
will not write more frequently than you find quite convenient, for you must have
now more than enough upon you. The arrangement respecting Boughton* is what
I expected

—the lifeless remains will be laid where the living thoughts had long
been. I grieve that I shall not see the last honours, yet I hardly know how I could

have gone through the scene.
"
Nothing in the circumstances could have given me the satisfaction which I re-

ceive from your Lordship's purpose of visiting Scotland, and bringing down the

dear young ladies, who unite so many and such affecting ties upon the regard and
affection of every friend of the family. It will be a measure of the highest neces-

sity for the political interest of the family, and your Lordship will have an oppor-

tunity of hearing much information of importance, which really could not be made

subject of writing. The extinction of fire on the hearths of this great house would
be putting out a public light, and a public beacon in the time of darkness and
storms. Ever your most faithful,

W. S."

On the nth of May Scott returned to Edinburgh, and was present
next day at the opening of the Court of Session ; when all who saw
him were as much struck as I had been at Abbotsford with the lament-

able change his illness had produced in his appearance. He was un-

*
Boughton, in Northamptonshire. This seat came into the possession of Henry, Duke

of Buccleuch, by liis marriage with the daughter and heiress of John, the last Duke of

Montagu, who survived for many years her son Duke Charles. At Boughton, as the rea-

der will see, Scott's early friend, the Duchess Harriet of Buccleach, had been buried in

1814.



LETTER TO CAPTAIN ADAM FERGUSON. m
able to persist in attendance at the Clerk's table—for several weeks
afterwards I think he seldom if ever attempted it; and I vvull rcm.-ii.
ber that, when the Third Series of the Talcs of My Laiidl.,r<l at

length came out (which was on the 10th of June), he was known to
be confined to bed, and the book was received amidst the deep Gene-
ral impression that we should see no more of that parentage. On the
13th he wrote thus to Captain Ferguson, who had arrived in London
with the remains of the Duke of Buccleuch :

—
To Captain Mam Ferguson, ^c. 4'c., Montagu House, Whitehall.

" My dear Adam,
" I am sorry to say I have had another eight days' visit of my disorder, which

has confined me chiefly to my bed. It is not attended with so much acute pain as
in spring, but with much sickness and weakness. It will perhaps shade otf into a
mild chronic complaint—if it returns frequently with the same violence I shall
break up by degrees, and follow my dear Chief. I do not mean that there is the
least cause for immediate apprehension, but only that the constitution must be in-

jured at last, as well by the modes of cure, or rather of relief, as by the pain. My
digestion as well as my appetite are for the present quite gone—a change from for-

mer days of Leith and Newhaven parties. I thank God I can look at this possi-
bility without much anxiety, and without a shadow of fear,

" Will you, if your time serves, undertake two little commissions for me ? One
respects a kind promise of Lord Montagu to put George Thomson's name on a list

for kirk preferment. I don't like to trouble him with letters—he must be over-
whelmed with business, and has his dear brother's punctuality in replyino- even to

those which require none. I would fain have that Scottish Abr. Adams provided for

if possible. My other request is, that you will, if you can, see Terr}-, and ask him
what is doing about my dining-room chairs, and especially about the carpel, for I

shall not without them have the use of what Slender calls ' mine own great par-
lour' this season. I should write to him, but am really unable. I hope you will

soon come down—a sight of you would do me good at the worst turn I have yet
had. The Baronet* is very kind, and comes and sits by me. Every body likes

the Regalia, and 1 have heard of no one grudging their hog]—but you must get

something better. I have been writing to the Commie:}: about this. He has been

inexpressibly kind in Walter's matter, and the Duke of York has promised an early
commission. When you see our friend, you can talk over this, and may perhaps
save him the trouble of writing particular directions wiiat further is to be done,

lago's rule, I suppose—'

put money in thy purse.' I wish in passing you would
ask how the ladies are in Piccadilly. Yours ever,

W. Scott."

The Bride of Lammermoor, and the Legend of Montrose, would

have been read with indulgence, had they needed it; for the painful

circumstances under which they must have been produced were known
wherever an English newspaper made its w^ay ; but I believe that, ex-

cept in numerous typical errors, w'hich sprung of necessity from the

author's inability to correct any proof-sheets, no one ever aflccted to

perceive in either tale the slightest symptom of his malady. Dugald

Dalgetty was placed by acclamation in the same rank with Bailie

Jarvie—a conception equally new, just, and humorous, and worked

out in all the details, as if it had formed the luxurious entertainnieiit

of a chair as easy as was ever shaken by Rabelais ; and though the

character of Montrose himself seemed hardly to ha\-e been treated so

* Mr. William Clerk. t A shilling.

X The Lord Chief-Commissioner, Adam.



142 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

fully as the subject merited, the accustomed rapidity of the novelist's

execution would have been enough to account for any such defect.

Of Caleb Balderstone—(the hero of one of the many ludicrous deli-

neations which he owed to the late Lord Haddington, a man of rare

pleasantry, and one of the best tellers of old Scotch stories that I ever

heard)
—I cannot say that the general opinion was then, nor do believe

it ever since has been, very favourable. It was pronounced at the

time, by more than one critic, a mere caricature ; and, though Scott

himself would never in after days admit this censure to be just, he

allowed that " he might have sprinkled rather too much parsley over

his chicken." But even that blemish, for I grant that I think it a se-

rious one, could not disturb the profound interest and pathos of the

Bride of Lammcrmoor—to my fancy the most pure and powerful of

all the tragedies that Scott ever penned. The reader will be well

pleased, however, to have, in place of any critical observations on
this work, the following particulars of its composition from the notes

which its printer dictated when stretched on the bed from which he

well knew he was never to rise.

"The book" (says James Ballantyne), "was not only written, but published,
before Mr. Scott was able to rise from his bed ; and he assured me, that when it was
first put into his hands in a complete shape, he did not recollect one single incident,

character, or conversation it contained ! He did not desire me to understand, nor
did I understand, that his illness had erased from his memory the original incidents

of the story, with which he had been acquainted from his boyhood. These re-

mained rooted where they had ever been ; or, to speak more explicitly, he remem-
bered the general facts of the existence of the father and mother, of the son and

daughter, of the rival lovers, of the compulsory marriage, and the attack made by
the bride upon the hapless bridegroom, with the general catastrophe of the whole.
All these things he recollected, just as he did before he took to his bed ; but he lite-

rally recollected nothing else :—not a single character woven by the romancer, not
one of the many scenes and points of humour, nor anything with which he was con-

nected as the writer of the work. ' For a long time,' he said,
'
I felt myself very

uneasy in the course of my reading, lest I should be startled by meeting something
altogether glaring and fantastic. However, I recollected that you had been the print-

er, and I felt sure that you would not have permitted anything of this sort to pass.'
'
Well,' I said, 'upon the whole, how did you like it?' 'Why,' he said,

' as a

whole, I felt it monstrous gross and grotesque ; but still the worst of it made me
laugh, and I trusted the good-natured public would not be less indulgent.' I do not

think I ever ventured to lead to the discussion of this singular phenomenon again ;

but you may depend upon it, that what I have now said is as distinctly reported as

if it had been taken down in short-hand at the moment; I should not otherwise have
ventured to allude to the matter at all. I believe you will agree with me in thinkino-

that the history of the human mind contains nothing more wonderful."

Soon after Scott re-appeared in the Parliament-house, he came down
one Saturday to the vaulted chambers below, where the Advocates'

Library was then kept, to attend a meeting of the Faculty, and as the

assembly was breaking up he asked me to walk home with him, taking
Ballantyne's printing office in our way. He moved languidly, and

said, if he were to stay in town many days, he must send for Sibyl

Grey ; but his conversation was heart-whole ; and, in particular, he

laughed till, despite his weakness, the stick was flourishing in his hand,
over the following almost incredible specimen of that most absurd per-

sonage the late Earl of Buchan.
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Hearing one morning shortly before this time, that Scott was actuallv
in extremis, the Earl proceeded to Castle Street, and found the knocker
tied up. He then descended to the door in the area, and was there
received by honest Peter Mathieson, whose face seemed to conjimi
the woful tidings, for in truth his master was ill enough. Petur told
his Lordship that he had the strictest orders to admit°no visiter; hut
the Earl would take no denial, pushed the bashful coachman asidu,
and elbowed his way up stairs to the door of Scott's bed-chamber!
He had his fingers upon the handle before Peter could give warnin<r to
Miss Scott; and when she appeared to remonstrate against sni^h'^an

intrusion, he patted her on the head like a child, and persisted in his

purpose of entering the sick-room so strenuously, that the young lady
found it necessary to bid Peter see the Earl down stairs again, at'what-
ever damage to his dignity. Peter accordingly, after trying all his

eloquence in vain, gave the tottering, bustling, old, meddlesome cox-
comb a single shove,—as respectful, doubt not, as a shove can ever

be,—and he accepted that hint, and made a rapid exit. Scott, mean
while, had heard the confusion, and at length it was explained to him;
when, fearing that Peter's gripe might have injured Lord Buchan's
feeble person, he desired James Ballantyne, who had been

sitting by
his bed, to follow the old man home—make him comprehend, if he

could, that the family were in such bewilderment of alarm, that the

ordinary rules of civihty were out of the question
—and, in fine, inquire

what had been the object of his lordship's intended visit. James pro-
ceeded forthwith to the Earl's house in George Street, and found him

strutting about his library in a towering indignation. Ballantyiic's
elaborate demonstrations of respect, however, by degrees softened him,
and he condescended to explain himself. "

I wished," said he,
" to

embrace Walter Scott before he died, and inform him that I had long
considered it as a satisfactory circumstance that he and I were destined

to rest together in the same place of sepulture. The principal thing,

however, was to relieve his mind as to the arrangements of his funeral—to show him a plan which I had prepared for the procession
—and,

in a word, to assure him that I took upon myself the whole conduct

of the ceremonial at Dryburgh." He then exhibited to Ballantyne a

formal programme, in which, as inay be supposed, the predominant
feature was not Walter Scott, but David Earl of Buchan. It had been

settled, inter alia, that the said Earl was to pronounce an culogium
over the grave, after the fashion of French Academicians in the Plre

la Chaise.

And this silliest and vainest of busy-bodies was the elder brother of

Thomas and Henry Erskine ! But the story is well known of his

boasting one day to' the late Duchess of Gord'on of the extraordinary

talents of his family
—when her unscrupulous grace asked him, very

coolly, whether the wit had not come by the mother, and been all

settled on the younger branches ?

Scott, as his letters to be quoted presently will show, had several

more attacks of his disorder, and some very severe ones, during the

autumn of 1819; nor, indeed, had it quite disappeared until about

Christmas. But from the time of his return to Abbotsfbrd in July, whoa
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he adopted the system of treatment recommended by a skilful physi-
cian (Dr. Dick), who had had large experience in maladies of this kind

during his Indian life, the seizures gradually became less violent, and
his confidence that he was ultimately to baffle the enemy remained
unshaken.

As I had no opportunity of seeing him again until he was almost

entirely re-established, I sliall leave the progress of his restoration to

be collected from his correspondence. But I must not forget to set

down what his daughter Sophia afterwards told me of his conduct

upon one night, in June, when he really did despair of himself He
then called his children about his bed, and took leave of them with

solemn tenderness. After giving them, one by one, such advice as

suited their years and characters, he added,
" For myself, niy dears,

I am unconscious of ever having done any man an injury, or omitted

any fair opportunity of doing any man a benefit. I well know that

no human life can appear otherwise than weak and filthy in the eyes
of God ; but I rely on the merits and intercession of our Redeemer."
He then laid his hand on their heads, and said,

" God bless you ! Live

so that you may all hope to meet each other in a better place here-

after. And now leave me that I may turn my face to the wall." They
obeyed him : but he presently fell into a deep sleep ; and when he
awoke from it after many hours, the crisis of extreme danger was
felt by himself, and pronounced by his physician, to have been over-

come.

CHAPTER IX.

GRADUAL RE-ESTABLISHMENT OF SCOTT'S HEALTH—IVANHOE IN PROGRESS—
HIS SON WALTER JOINS THE EIGHTEENTH REGIMENT OF HUSSARS—SCOTT'S
CORRESPONDENCE WITH HIS SON—MISCELLANEOUS LETTERS TO MRS. MAC-
LEAN CLEPHANE—M. W. HARTSTONGE—J. G. LOCKHART—JOHN BALLANTYNE
—JOHN RICHARDSON—MISS EDGEWORTH—LORD MONTAGU, &c.—ABBOTSFORD
VISITED BY PRINCE LEOPOLD OF SAXE-COBURG—DEATH OF MRS. WILLIAM
ERSKINE. — 1819.

Before Scott left Edinburgh, on the 12th of July, he had not only
concluded his bargain with Constable for another novel, but, as will

appear from some of his letters, made considerable progress in the dic-

tation of Ivanhoe.

That he already felt great confidence on the score of his health, may
be inferred from his allowing his son Walter, about the middle of the

month, to join the 18th Regiment of Hussars, in which he had, shortly

before, received his commission as Cornet.

Scott's letters to his son, the first of his fiimily that left the house,
will merit henceforth a good deal of the reader's attention. Walter

was, when he thus quitted Abbotsford to try his chances in the active

world, only in the eighteenth year of his age ;
and the fashion of edu-

cation in Scotland is such, that he had scarcely ever slept a night under

a difterent roof from his parents, until this separation occurred. He
had been treated from his cradle with all the indulgence that a man of
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sense can ever permit himself to show to anv of his children ; and for
several years he had now been his father's dailv companion in all his
out of door occupations and amusements. The

parting was a iiainful
one ; but Scott's ambition centered in the heir of his name, and instead
of fruitless pinings and lamentings, he henceforth made it his constant
business to keep up such a frank correspondence with the youn<? man
as might enable himself to exert over him, when at a dislanre, the

gentle influence of kindness, experience, and wisdom. The series of
his letters to his son is, in my opinion, by f;ir the most interesting and
valuable, as respects the personal character and temper of the writer.

It will easily be supposed that, as the young officer entered fully into

his father's generous views of what their correspondence ought to be,
and detailed every little incident of his new career with the same easy
confidence as if he had been writing to a friend or elder brother not

very widely differing
from himself in standing, the answers abound

with opinions on subjects with which I have no right to occupy or en-

tertain my readers ; but I shall introduce, in the prosecution of this

work, as many specimens of Scott's paternal advice as I can hope to

render generally intelligible without indelicate explanations
—and more

especially such as may prove serviceable to other young persons when
first embarking under their own pilotage upon the sea of life. Scott's

manly kindness to his boy, whether he is expressing approbation or

censure of his conduct, can require no pointing out; and his practical
wisdom was of that liberal order, based on such comprehensive views

of man and the world, that I am persuaded it will often be found

available to the circumstances of their own various cases, by young
men of whatever station or profession.

I shall, nevertheless, adhere as usual to the chronological order;

and one or two miscellaneous letters must accordingly precede the

first article of his correspondence with the Cornet. He alludes, how-

ever, to the youth's departure in the following
—

To Mrs. Maclean Clephane of Torloisk.

"
Abbotsford, July 15th, 1819.

" Dear Mrs. Clephane,
"
Nothing could give me more pleasure than to hear you are well, and think-

incr of looking this way. You will find all my things in very different order t>om

when you were here last, and plenty of room for matron and miss, man and maid.

We have no engagements, except to Newton Don about the 20th August—if we bo

alive—no unreasonable proviso in so long an engagement. !\Iy health, however,

seems in a fair way of being perfectly restored. It is a joke to talk of any other

remedy than that forceful but most unpleasant one—calomel. I cannot say I ever

felt advantage from anything else ; and I am perfectly satisfied that, used as an

alterative, and taken in very small quantities for a long time, it must conect all the

inaccuracies of the biliary organs. At least it h;is done so in my case more radi-

cally than I could have believed possible. I have intermitted the regime for somo

days, but begin a new course next week for precaution. Dr. Dick, of tlie Kaat

India Company's service, has put me on this course of cure, and says he never

knew it fail unless when the liver was irreparably injured. I believe 1 shall po to

Carlsbad next year. If I must go to a watering-place, I shouhl like one wIi.tp I

might hope to see and learn somethinff new myself, instead of bein? hunt.-d down

by "some of the confounded lion-catchers who haunt English spas. I have ivt
th^

art of being savage to those people, though few are more annoyed by theni. I

always think of Snug the Joiner—
Vol. II. T 13
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If I should as lion come in strife

Into such place, 'twere pity on my life.'

- 1 have been delayed in answering your kind letter by Walter's departure from
us to join his regiment, the 18th Dragoons. He has chosen a profession for which
he is well suited, being of a calm but remarkably firm temper—fond of mathema-

tics, engineering, and all sorts of calculation—clear-headed, and good-natured.
When you add to this a good person and good manners, with great dexterity in

horsemanship and all athletic exercises, and a strong constitution, one hopes you
have the grounds of a good soldier. My own selfish wish would have been that

he should have followed the law ; but he really had no vocation that way, wanting
the acuteness and liveliness of intellect indispensable to making a figure in that

profession. So I am satisfied all is for the best, only I shall miss my gamekeeper
and companion in my rides and walks. But so it was, is, and must be—the young
must part from the nest, and learn to wing their own way against the storm.

" I beg my best and kindest compliments to Lady Compton. Stooping to write

hurts me, or I would have sent her a few lines. As I shall be stationary here for

all this season, I shall not see her, perhaps, for long enough. Mrs. Scott and the

girls join in best love, and I am ever, dear Mrs. Clephane, your faithful and most
obedient servant,

W'ALTER Scott."

I have had some hesitation about introducing the next letter—which
refers to the then recent publication of a sort of mock-tour in Scot-

land, entitled " Peter's Letters to his Kinsfolk." Nobody but a very-

young and a very thoughtless person could have dreamt of putting
forth such a book ; yet the Epistles of the imaginary Dr. Morris have
been so often remarked as a mere strinsr of libels, that I think it fair

to show how much more leniently Scott judged of them at the time.

Moreover, his letter is a good specimen of the liberal courtesy with

which, on all occasions, he treated the humblest aspirants in literature.

Since I have alluded to Peter's Letters at all, I may as well take the

opportunity of adding that they were not wholly the work of one
hand.

To J. G. LocJihart, Esq., Canibroe House, HuUyfoion.
"
Abbotsford, July 19tli, 1819.

" My dear Sir,
"
I)isfino;uendiim est. When I receive a book ex dono of the author, in the

general case I ofler my thanks with all haste before I cut a leaf, lest peradventure I

should feel more awkward in doing so afterwards, when they must not only be ten-

dered for the well printed volumes themselves, and the attention which sent them

my M'ay, but moreover for the supposed pleasure I have received from the contents.

But with respect to the learned Dr. Morris, the case is totally diiferent, and I formed
the immediate resolution not to say a word about that gentleman's labours without

having read them at least twice over—a pleasant task, which has been interrupted

partly by my being obliged to go down the country, partly by an invasion of the

Southron, in the persons of Sir John Shelley, famous on the turf, and his lady. I

wish Dr. Morris had been of the party, chiefly for the benefit of a little New-
market man, called Cousins, whose whole ideas, similes, illustrations, &c. were
derived from the course and training stable. He was perfectly good-humoured, and
I have not laughed more this many a day.

" I think the Doctor has got over his ground admirably ;
—

only the general turn

of the book is perhaps too favourable, both to the state of our public society, and
of individual character :

' His fools have their follies so lost in a crowd
Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud.'*

* Goldsmith's Retaliation,
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But it was, in every point of view, right to take this more favourable tone, and to
throw a Claude Lorraine tint over our northern landscape. \Ve cannot bear the
actual bare truth, either in conversation, or that which approaches nearest to con-
versation, in a work like the Doctor's, published within the circle to which it

refers.
" For the rest, the Dr. has fully maintained his high character for force of expres-

sion, both serious and comic, and for acuteness of observation—rem acu teiigit and
his scalpel has not been idle, though his lenient hand has cut sharp and clean, and

poured balm into the wound. "What an acquisition it would have been to our o-ene-

ral information to have had such a work written, I do not say fifty, but even'^five-

and-twenty years ago ; and how much of grave and gay might then have been pre-
served, as it were, in amber, which have now mouldered away. When I think that
at an age not much younger than yours I knew Black, Ferguson, Robertson,
Erskine, Adam Smith, John Home, &c. &c., and at least saw Burns, I can appreci-
ate better than any one the value of a work which, like this, would have handed
them down to posterity in their living colours. Dr. Morris ought, like Nourjahad,
to revive ever)' half century, to record the fleeting manners of the age, and the

interesting features of those who will be only known to posterity by their works.
If I am very partial to the Doctor, which I am not inclined to den)', remember I

have been bribed by his kind and delicate account of his visit to Abbotsford. Like
old Cumberland, or like my own grey cat, I will e'en purr, and put up my back,
and enjoy his kind flattery, even when I know it goes beyond my merits.

" I wish you would come and spend a few days here, while this delightful wea-
ther lasts. I am now so well as quite to enjoy the society of my friends, instead

of the woful pickle in which I was in spring, when you last favoured me. It was,
however, dignus vindice nodus, for no less a deity descended to my aid than the po-
tent Mercury himself, in the shape of calomel, which I have been obliged to take

daily, though in small quantities, for these two months past. Notwithstanding the

inconveriiences of this remedy, I thrive upon it most marvellously, having recovered

both sleep and appetite ; so when you incline to come this way, you will find me

looking pretty bobbishly.
—Yours very truly,

Walter Scott."

On the same day, Scott wrote as follows, to John Ballantyne, who
had started for London, on his route to Paris in quest of articles for

next winter's auction-room—and whose good offices he was anxious

to engage on behalf of the Cornet, in case they should happen to be in

the metropolis at the same time.

To Mr. John Ballantyne, care of Messrs. Longman §r Co., London.

"
Abbotsford, July 19th, 1819.

" Dear John,
" I have only to say, respecting matters here, that they are all going on quietly.

The first volume is vexy neariy finished, and the whole will be out in the first or

second week of September. It will be well if you can report yourself in Britam by

that time at farthest, as something must be done on the back of this same Ivanhoe.

W " Walter left us on Wednesday night, and will be in town by the time this

reaches you, lookino-, I fancv, very like a cow in a fremd loaning.* He will be

heard of at Miss Dumergue's. Pray look after him, and help him about his pur-

" I hope you will be so successful in your foreign journey as to diddle the Edin-

burgh folk out of some cash this winter. But don't forget September, if you wish

to partake the advantages thereof.
" I wish you would see what good reprints of old books are come out this year

at Triphook's, and send me a note of them.—Yours ver)' truly,
*^ '

^^ . Scott."

*
Anglice

—a strange lane.
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John Ballantyne found the Cornet in London, and did for him what
his father had requested.

To Mr. John Jiallanfyne.

"
Abbotsford, July 26, 1819.

•' Dear .Tolin,

"
I have yours with the news of Walter's rattle-traps, which are abominably

extravagant. But thi-re is no help for it but submission. The things seem all such

as cannot well he wanted. How the devil they mount them to such a price the tai-

lors liest know. 'I'liey say it takes nine tailors to make a man—apparently one is

suflicient to ruin him. We shall rub through here well enough, though .Tamos is

rather glumpy and dumpy—chiefly, I believe, because his child is unwell. If you
can make any more money for me in London, good and well. I have no spare cash

till Ivanhoe comes forth.—Yours truly,
W. Scott.

" P. S. Enclosed are sundry letters of introduction for the ci-devant Laird of Gil-

nockie."

To Miss Edgeworth of Edgeworthstown.
"
Abbotsford, July 21, 1819.

"My dear Miss Edgeworth,
" When this shall happen to reach your hands, it will be accompanied by a

second edition of Walter Scott, a tall copy, as collectors say, and bound in Turkey
leather, garnished with all sorts of fur and frippery

—not quite so well lettered, how-

ever, as the old and vamped original edition. In other, and more intelligible phrase,
the tall cornet of Hussars, whom this will introduce to you, is my eldest son, who
is now just leaving me to join his regiment in Ireland. I have charged him, and he

is himself sufhciently anxious, to avoid no opportunity of making your acquaintance,
as to be known to the good and the wise is by far the best privilege he can derive

from my connexion with literature. I have always felt the value of having access

to persons of talent and genius to be the best part of a literary man's prerogative,
and you will not wonder, I am sure, that I should be desirous this youngster should

have a share of the same benefit.
"

I have had dreadful bad health for many months past, and have endured more

pain than I thought was consistent with life. But the thread, though frail in some

respects, is tough in others; and here am I with renewed health, and a fair prospect
of regaining my strength, much exhausted by such a train of suflering.

" I do not know when this will reach you, my son's motions being uncertain.

But, find you where or when it will, it comes, dear Miss Edgeworth, from tlie sin-

cere admirer of your genius, and of the patriotic and excellent manner in which it

has always been exerted. In which character I subscribe myself ever yours truly,
Walter Scott."

I believe at the time when the foregoing letter was written, Scott

and Miss Edgeworth had never met. The next was addressed to a

gentleman, whose acquaintance the poet had formed when collecting
materials for his edition of Swift. On that occasion Mr. Hartstonge
was of great service to Scott—and he appears to have paid him soon

afterwards a visit at Abbotsford. Mr. Hartstonge wms an amiable

and kind hearted man, and enthusiastically devoted to literature ; but

his own poetical talents were undoubtedly of the sort that finds little

favour either with gods or columns. He seems to have written shortly

before this time to inquire about his old acquaintance's health.



CORNET sro'rr. 1^
To Matthew Weld Hartstoni^c, E.s,i., Mtlcaworth Strati, Ihtl^Un.

"My dear Sir,

"
A'.b....ro,.,. ;,.„„. ,,^

........•• "
Fortiinatoly God Mercury dcsccndr.l in tl.n

»»,np« ofrajo.
mel to relieve me in this dignus vindlce nadus, and at prfscni my sysifni -r

strong. In tlie mean wliile my family are hcirinninjr to get forward!*. \

(you remember my wading into Cauldshiols locii to save his little fri-

wreck)—is now a Cornet of six feet two inches in your Irisli iHth Ilu-i

regiment is now at C^ork, and will prohahly be next removed to Dublin, so you will
see your old friend with a new face ; be-furred, be-feathered, and be-whiskerrd in
the highest military ton. I have desired him to call upon you, should ho jj.-t to
Dublin on leave, or come there upon duty. I miss him here very much, for he wan
my companion, gamekeeper, &c. &c., and when one loses one's own lieallh, and
strength, there are few things so pleasant as to see a son enjoying both in thfi vijy.
our of hope and promise. 'I'hink of this, my good friend, and as you have kind
affections to make some good girl happy, settle yourself in life while you are yoiin;r,
and lay up by so doing, a stock of domestic hnp|)iness, against age or bodily decay.
There are many good things in life, whatever satirists and misanthropes miiy say to

the contrary, but probably the best of all, next to a conscience void of ofTenco

(without which, by the by, they can hardly exist), are the quiet exercise and crv-

joyment of the social feelings, in which we are at once happy ourselves, and the
cause of happiness to them who arc dearest to us. I have no news to send you
from hence. The addition to my house is completed with battlement and bartisan,
but the old cottage remains hidden among creepers, until I shall have leisure, i. t.

time, and money—to build the rest of my mansion—which I will not do hastily, an
the present is amply sufficient for accommodation. Adieu, my dear sir, never
reckon the degree of my regard by the regularity of my correspondence, for besides
the vile diseases of laziness and procrastination, which have always beset nie, I

have had of late both pain and languor sufficient to justify my silence. Believe mc,
however, always most truly yours,

Walter Scott."

The first letter the young Cornet received from his father after

mounting his "rattle-traps" was the following:

To Cornet Walter Scott, ISth Hussars Cork.

"
Abbotsford, Aug. 1. 1HJ9.

" Dear Walter,

"I was glad to find you got safe to the hospitable quarters of Piccadilly, and

were put on the way of achieving your business well and expeditiously. Vou
would receive a packet of introductory letters by John Ballantyne, to whom I ad-

dressed them.
" I had a very kind letter two days ago from your Colonel.* Had I got it sooner

it would have saved some expense in London, but there is no help for it now. A«

you are very fully provided with all these appointments, you must be particular in

taking care of them, otherwise the expense of replacing them will be a great bur-

den. Colonel Murray seems disposed to show you much attention. Me is, I am

told, rather a reserved man, which indeed is the manner of his family. You will,

therefore, be the more attentive to what he says, as wdl as to answer all advances

he may make to you with cordiality and frankness ; for if you be shy oi\ the on*

hand, and he reserved on the other, "you cannot have the benefit of his advice, which

I hope and wish you may gain. I shall be guided by his opinion respecting your

allowance: he stipulates that you shall have only two horses (not to be chanu'i'd

without his consent), and on no account keep a gig. Vou know of old how I .li-

test that mania of driving wheel-barrows up and down, when a man has a !

horse and can ride him. They are both foolish and expensive things, an .

opinion, are only fit for English bagmen—therefore gig it not, I pray you.

* The then commandant of the 18th Hussars was Lieut Colonel llie Hon H-ni-y

Miuray, brother to the Earl of Mansfield.

13*
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"In buying your horses you will be very cautious. I see Colonel Murray has

delicacy about assisting you directly in the matter—for he says very truly that some

gentlemen make a sort of traffic in horse-flesh—from Avhich his duty and inclination

equally lead him to steer clear. But he will take care that you don't buy any that

are unfit for service, as in the common course they must be approved by the com-
mandant as chargers. Besides which, he will probably give you some private

hints, of which avail yourself, as there is every chance of your needing much ad-

vice in this business. Two things I preach on my own experience. 1st, Never to

buy an aged horse, however showy. He must have done work, and, at any rate,

will be unserviceable in a few years. 2dly, to buy rather when the horse is some-

thing low in condition, that you may the better see all his points. Six years is the

oldest at which I would purchase. You will run risk of being jockeyed by know-

ing gentlemen of your own corps parting with their experienced chargers to oblige

you. Take care of this. Any good tempered horse learns the dragoon duty in

wonderfully short time, and you are rider enough not to want one quite broke in.

Look well about you, and out into the country. Excellent horses are bred all

through Alunster, and better have a clever young one than an old regimental brute

foundered by repeated charges and bolts. If you see a brother officer's horse that

pleases you much, and seems reasonable, look particularly how he stands on his

forelegs, and for that purpose see him in the stable. If he shifts and shakes a little,

have nothing to say to him. This is the best I can advise, not doubting you will be

handsomely excised after all. The officer who leaves his corps may be disposing
of good horses, and perhaps selling reasonable. One who continues will not, at

least, should not, part with a good horse without some great advantage.
" You will remain at Cork till you have learned your regimental duty, and then

probably be despatched to some outquarter. I need not say how anxious I am that

you should keep up your languages, mathematics, and other studies. To have lost

that which you already in some degree possess
—and that which we don't practise

we soon forget
—would be a subject of unceasing regret to you hereafter. You

have good introductions, and don't neglect to avail yourself of them. Something in

this respect your name may do for you—a fair advantage, if used with discretion

and propriety. By the way, I suspect you did not call on John Richardson.
"The girls were very dull after you left us; indeed the night you went away,

Anne had hysterics, which lasted some time. Charles also was down in the mouth,
and papa and mamma a little grave and dejected. I would not have you think

yourself of too great importance neither, for tlie greatest personages are not always
long missed, and to make a bit of a parody,

' Down falls the rain, up gets the sun,
Just as if Walter were not gone.'

We comfort ourselves with the hopes that you are to be happy in the occupation

you have chosen, and in your new society. Let me know if there are any well-in-

formed men among them, though I don't expect you to find out that for some time.

Be civil to all till you can by degrees find out who are really best deserving.
" I enclose a letter from Sophia, which doubtless contains all the news. St. Bos-

well's Fair rained miserably, and disappointed the misses. The weather has since

been delightful, and harvest advances fast. All here goes its old round—the habits

of age do not greatly change, though those of youth do. Mamma has been quite
well, and so have I—but I still take calomel. I was obliged to drink some claret

with Sir A. Don, Sir John Shelley, and a funny little Newmarket quizzy, called

Cousins, whom they brought herewith them the other day, but I was not the worse.
I wish you had Sir J. S. at your elbow when you are buying your horses—he is a

very knowing man on the turf. I like his lady very much. She is perfectly femi-

nine in her manners, has good sense, and plays divinely on the harp ; besides all

"which, she shoots wild boars, and is the boldest horsewoman I ever saw. I saw her

at Paris ride like a lapwing in the midst of all the aide-de-camps and suite of the

Duke of Wellin^'ton.
"Write what your horses come to, &c. Your outfit will be an expensive matter;

but once settled it will be fairly launching you into life in the way you wished, and
I trust you will see the necessity of prudence and a gentlemanlike economy, which
consists chiefly in refusing oneself trifling indulgences until we can easily pay for
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them. Once more, I beg you to be attentive to Colonel Murray ami to his la.ly I
hear of a disease among the moorfoui. 1 suppose they are dying lor grief ui your
departure. Ever, my dear boy, your affectionate father.

Walter Sctn-r."

To the Same.

"Dear Walter,
"

. . . . I shall he curious to know how you like your brother ofRcers, and
how you dispose of your time. The drills and riding-school will, of course, (.rcnpv
much of your mornings for some time, 1 trust, however, you will keep in view

drawing, languages, &c. It is astonishing how far even half an hour a day, rcrru-

larly bestowed on one object, will carry a man in making himself master of it. The
habit of dawdling away time is easily acquired, and so is that of putting every mo-
ment either to use or to amusement.

" You will not be hasty in forming intimacies with any of your brother officers,

until you observe which of them are most generally respected, and likely to prove
most creditable friends. It is seldom that the people who put themselves hastily
forward to please, are those most worthy of being known. At the same time you
will take care to return all civility which is offered, with readiness and frankness.

The Italians have a proverb, which I hope you have not forgot poor Pierrotti's les-

sons so far as not to comprehend—'Volto sciolto e pensieri siretti.'' There is no occa-

sion to let any one see what you exactly think of him ; and it is the less prudent, as

you will find reason, in all probability, to change your opinion more than once.
" I shall be glad to hear of your being fitted with a good servant. Most of the

Irish of that class are scapegraces
—drink, steal, and lie like the devil. If you could

pick up a canny Scot it would be well. Let me know about your mess. To drink

hard is none of your habits, but even drinking what is called a certain fjuantity

every day hurts the stomach, and by hereditary descent yours is delicate. 1 believe

the poor Duke of Buccleuch laid the foundation of that disease which occasioned

his premature death in the excesses of Villar's regiment, and I am sorry and

ashamed to say, for your warning, that the habit of drinking wine, so much prac-

tised when I was a young man, occasioned, I am convinced, many of my cniel sto

mach complaints. You had better drink a bottle of wine on any particular occasion,

than sit and soak and sipple at an English pint every day.

"All our bipeds are well. Hamlet had an inflammatory attack, and T began to

think he was going mad, after the example of his great namesake, but Willie Laid-

law bled him, and he has recovered. Pussy is very well. INIamma, the girls, and

Charlie join in love. Yours affectionately,
W. S.

« P. S.—Always mention what letters of mine you have received, and write to

me whatever comes into your head. It is the privilege of great boys w'hen distant,

that they cannot tire papas by any length of detail upon any subject."

To the Same.
" Abbotsford, 13th Augmt, 1819.

" My dearest Walter,

"I am very much obliged to Colonel Murray for the trouble he has taken on

your behalf. I hope he has received the letter which I wrote to hira a fortnight

since under Mr. Freelina's cover. It enclosed a parcel of letters to you. I took the

liberty of askino- his advice what allowance you should have to assist you. ^ ou

know pretty weU my circumstances and your own, and that I wish you to bo com-

fortable, but not in any respect extravagant; and this for your own sake, and not »or

that of money, which I never valued very much, perhaps not so much as 1 o\igMio

have done. I think by speaking to Colonel Murray you may get at his opinion,
and

I have so much trust in your honour and affection as to confide in your nai

own allowance. Meantime, lest the horse should starve while the gras>
_

_

enclose a cheque upon Messrs. Coutts for £50, to
^/^onint

of your hn|t j.ar

allowance. Your paymaster will give you the money for it I dare say. \ ou bare

to indorse the bill, i. e. write your name on the back of it.



152 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

" All concerned are pleased with your kind tokens of remembrance from London.
Mamma and I like the caricatures very much. I think, however, scarce any of

them shows the fancy and talent of old Gilray : he became insane, I suppose by
racking his brain in search of extravagant ideas, and was supported in his helpless
condition by the woman who keeps the great print shop in St, James' Street, who
had the generosity to remember that she had made thousands by his labour.

"
Everything here goes on in the old fashion, and we are all as well as possible,

saving that Charles rode to Lawrence fair yesterday in a private excursion, and

made himself sick with eating gingerbread, whereby he came to disgrace.
"
Sophia has your letter of the 4th, which she received yesterday. The enclosed

will help you to set up shop and to get and pay whatever is necessary. I wish
we had a touch of your hand to make the parties rise in the morning, at which

they show as little alertness as usual.
" I beg you will keep an account of money received and paid. Buy a little

book ruled for the purpose, for pounds, shillings, and pence, and keep an account

of cash received and expended. The balance ought to be cash in purse, if the

book is regularly kept. But any very small expenses you can enter as '

sundries,
£0 : 3 : 6.' which saves trouble.

" You will find this most satisfactory and useful. But, indeed, arithmetic is

indispensable to a soldier who means to rise in his profession. All military move-
ments depend upon calculation of time, numbers, and distance.

"
Dogs all well—cat sick—supposed with eating birds in their feathers. Sis-

ters, brother, and mamma join in love to the 'poor wounded hussa-a-r'—I dare

say you have heard the song, if not, we shall send it for the benefit of the mess.

Yours aflfectionately,
Walter Scott.

" P. S.—Yesterday the 12th would, I suppose, produce some longings after the

Peel heights."

In the following letter to Mr. Richardson, we see Scott busied about

certain little matters of heraldic importance which had to be settled

before his patent of baronetcy could be properly made out. He also

alludes to two little volumes, which he edited during this autumn—the

Memorials of the Haliburtons, a thin quarto (never published)
—and

the poems of Patrick Carey, of which he had given specimens some

years before in the Annual Reg-ister.O'

To John Richardson, Esq., Fludyer Street, Westminster.

"
Abbotsford, 22d August, 1819.

" My dear Richardson,
" I am sorry Walter did not get to your kind domicile. But he staid but

about five or six days in London, and great was his haste, as you may well sup-

pose. He had a world of trinkums to get, for you know there goes as much to the

man-millinery of a young officer of hussars as to that of an heiress on her bridal

day. His complete equipage, horses not included, cost about £360, and if you
add a couple of blood horses, it will be £200 more, besides the price of his com-

mission, for the privilege of getting the hardness of his skull tried by a brickbat

at the next meeting of Radical Reformers. I am not much afraid of these folks,

however, because I remember 1793 and 1794, when the same ideas possessed a

much more formidable class of the people, being received by a large proportion of

farmers, shopkeepers, and others, possessed of substance. A mere mob will

always be a fire of loose straw ; but it is melancholy to think of the individual

mischief that may be done. I did not find it quite advisable to take so long a

journey as London this summer. I am quite recovered ; but my last attack Avas

of so dreadful a nature, that I wish to be quite insured against another—i. e. as

much as one can be insured ag-ainst such a circumstance—before leaving home for

any length of time.
" To return to the vanities of this world from what threatened to hurry me to
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the next, I enclose a drawing of my arms with the supporters whirh tho h^M.here assign me. Our friend Harden seems to uish I wSd adopt one .fhirS"maidens, otherwise they should be both Moors, as on the loft Ji 1p k >

added an impression of my seal. You can furnish Sir George Nay or with^^much ot my genealogy as will serve the present purpose. I sl,all hL no i „.-!;
connecting ntiyself by a general service with my granduncle, the last Hal,(u,r

"

.?
Dryburgh Abbey, or Newmains, as they call it. I spoke to the Lyor-otlu-..!" „m Edinburgh. I find my entry there will be an easy matter, the pror.fs hnZ.lZ
pregnant and accessible. I would not stop for a

trifling expense to register mv
pedigree in England, as far as you think may be necessary, to show that it \Tldecent one. My ancestors were brave and honest men, and I have no reason to beashamed of them, though they were neither wealthy nor oreat." As something of an antiquary and genealogist, I should' not like there were
any mistakes in this matter, so I send you a small note of my descent by my father
and my paternal grandmother, with a memorandum of the proofs by whirh they
may be supported, to which I might add a whole cloud of oral witnesses. I hnto
the being suspected of fishing for a pedigree, or bolstering one up with false state-
ments. How people can bring themselves to this I cannot conceive. I send youa copy of the Haliburton MS., of which I have printed twenty for the satisfaction
of a few friends. You can have any part of them copied in London whirh ou<rht
to be registered. I should like if Sir George Naylor would take the trouble "of

looking at the proofs, which are chiefly extracts from the public records. I take
this opportunity to send you also a copy of a little amateur-book—Carey's Poems—a thorough bred Cavalier, and, I think, no bad versifier. Kind compliments to
Mrs. Richardson. Yours, my dear Richardson, most truly,

Walter Scott."

To Cornet W. Scott, I8th Hussars, Cork.

^ ,,, ,

"
Abbotsford, 4th Sept. 1819." Dear Walter,

" Your very acceptable letter of the 26th reached me to-day. I had begun to
be apprehensive that the draft had fallen into the hands of the Philistines, b"ut the

very long calm must have made the packets slow in their progress, which I sup-
pose was the occasion of the delay. Respecting the allowance, Colonel Murray
informs me that from ^6200 to £250, in addition to the pay of a Cornet, ought to

make a young man very comfortable. He adds, which I am much pleased to hear,
that your officers are, many of them, men of moderate fortune and disposed to be
economical. I had thought of £200 as what would suit us both, but when I see

the account which you very properly keep, I shall be better able to determine. It

must be considered that any uncommon expense, as the loss of a horse or the like,

may occasion an extra draught over and above the allowance. I like very much

your methodical arrangement as to expenses ; it is rather a tiresome thing at first

to keep an accompt of pounds, shillings, and pence, but it is highly necessary, and

enables one to see how the money actually goes. It is, besides, a good practical

way of keeping up acquaintance with arithmetic, and you will soon find that the

principles on which all military movements turn are arithmetical, and that though
one may no doubt learn to do them by rote, yet to understand them, you must have

recourse to numbers. Your adjutant will explain this to j'ou. B}' the way, as he

is a foreigner, you will have an opportunity to keep up a little of your French and

German. Both are highly necessary to you ; the knowledge of the last, with few

other qualifications, made several officers' fortunes last war.
" I observe with pleasure you are making acquaintances among the trentr}-, which

I hope you will not drop for want of calling, &c. I trust you have delivered all

your recommendations, for it is an affront to omit doing so, both to the person who
writes them, and those for whom they are designed. On the other hand, one alw.iy*

holds their liead a little better up in the world when they keep good society. I-<>nl

and Lady Melville are to give you recommendations when you jro to Dublin. I wiw

at Melville Castle for two days and found them both well. I was also one day at

Langholm lodge to meet Lord Montagu. Possibly, among your Irish friends, you

may get some shooting. I shall be glad you avail yourself of any such •

ties, and also that, when you get your own horses, you hunt in the wiui. .

Vol. II. U
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be within the reach of hounds. Nothing confirms a man in horsemanship so well

as hunting, though I do not recommend it to beginners, who are apt to learn to ride

like grooms. Besides the exercise, field-sports make a young soldier acquainted
with the country, and habituate him to have a good eye for distance and for taking

up the carte du pays in general, which is essential to all, but especially to officers

of light troops, who are expected to display both alertness and intelligence in

reporting the nature of the country, being in fact the eyes of the army. In every

point of view, field-sports are preferable to the in-doors' amusement of a billiard-

table, which is too often the lounging-place for idle young officers, where there is

nothing to be got but a habit of throwing away time, and an acquaintance with the

very worst society
—I mean at public billiard-rooms—for unquestionably the game

itself is a pretty one, when practised among gentlemen and not made a constant

habit of. But public billiard-tables are almost always the resort of black-legs and

sharpers, and all that numerous class whom the French call Chevaliers d'Industrie,

and we kniixhts of the whipping-post.
" I am glad you go to the anatomical lectures. An acquaintance with our own

very extraordinary frame is a useful branch of general knowledge, and as you have

some turn for drawing, it will also enable you to judge of the proper mode of dis-

fosing
the limbs and muscles of your figures, should you prosecute the art so far.

n fact, there is no branch of study can come much amiss to a young man, pro-

viding he does study, and very often the precise occupation of the time must be

trusted to taste and opportunity.
" The White Boys made a great noise when I was a boy. But Ireland (the more

is the pity) has never been without White Boys, or Right Boys, or Defenders, or

Peep-of-Day Boys, or some wild association or another for disturbing the peace of

the country. We shall not be many degrees better if the Radical reformers be not

checked. The Manchester Yeomen behaved very well, upsetting the most immense
crowd ever was seen, and notwithstanding the lies in the papers, without any unne-

cessary violence. Mr. Hunt pretends to have had several blows on his head with

sabres, but has no wound to show for it. I am disposed to wish he had got such a

one as once on a day I could have treated him to. I am apt to think his politic pate
would have broached no more sedition.

" Miss Rutherford and Eliza Russell are now with us. We were also favoured

with a visit of the Miss s, who are rather empty canisters, though I dare

say very good girls. Anne tired of them most inhospitably. Mrs. Maclean Cle-

phane and her two unmarried daughters are now here ; being, as we say, pears of

another tree. Your sisters seem very fond of the young ladies, and I am glad of it,

for they will see that a great deal of accomplishment and information may be com-

pletely reconciled with liveliness, fun, good-humour, and good-breeding.
" All here send love. Dogs and cat are well. I dare say you have heard from

some other correspondent that poor Lady Wallace died of an inflammation, after

two days' illness. Trout* has returned here several times, poor fellow, and seems
to look for you ; but Henry Scott is very kind to him, and he is a great favourite.

" As you hussars smoke, I will give you one of my pipes, but you must let me
know how I can send it safely. It is a very handsome one, though not my best. I

will keep my Meerschaum until I make my continental tour, and then you shall

have that also. I hope you will get leave for a few months, and go with me. Yours

very affectionately,
Walter Scott."

About this time, as the succeeding letters will show, Abbotsford

had the honour of a short visit from Prince Leopold of Saxe-Coburg,
now King of the Belgians. Immediately afterwards Scott heard of

the death of Mrs. William Erskine, and repaired to Edinburgh, to

condole with his afflicted friend. His allusions meanwhile, to views

of buying more land on Tweedside, are numerous. These specula-
tions are explained in a most characteristic style to the Cornet ; and

*
Lady Wallace was a pony ; Trout a favourite pointer which the Cornet had given, at

kaving home, to the young Laird of Harden, now the Master of Polwarth.
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we see that one of them was cut short by the trai^ical death of a
bonnet-laird ah'eady introduced to the reader's notice— naiuelv
Lauchie Longlegs, the admired of Geoffrey Crayon.

To Cornet Walter Scott, ISth Hussars, Cwk,

c.T^it J ITU "Abl>otsf(.rd, 27th Sept. HI9." My dear W alter,

" Your letter of the 10th gave itie the pleasant assurance that you are Wf^ll and
happy, and attending to your profession. We have been jogging o\> here in the old
fashion, somewhat varied by an unexpected visit, on Friday la"st, from no loss a
person than Prince Leopold. I conclude you will have all the particulars of this

important event from the other members of the family, so I shall only say that
when! mentioned the number of your regiment, the Prince said he had sevfral
friends in the 18th, and should now think he had one more, which was very polite.

By the way, I hear an excellent character of your officers for re^rularity and crpntlc-

manlike manners. This report gives me great pleasure, for to live in bad society
will deprave the best manners, and to live in good will improve the worst.
"I am trying a sort of bargain with neighbour Nicol xMilne at present. He is

very desirous of parting with his estate of Faldonside, and if he will be contented
with a reasonable price, I am equally desirous to be the purchaser. I conceive it

will come to about £30,000 at least. I will not agree to give a penny more ; and I

think that sum is probably £2000 and more above its actual marketable value. But
then it lies extremely convenient for us, and would, joined to Abbotsford, make a

very gentlemanlike property, worth at least £1800 or £2000 a year. I can com-
mand about £10,000 of my .own, and if I be spared life and health, I should not

fear rubbing off the rest of the price, as Nicol is in no hurry for payment. As you
will succeed me in my landed property, I think it right to communicate my views
to you. I am much moved by the prospect of getting at about £2000 or £.1000
worth of marie, which lies on Milne's side of the loch, but which can only be

drained on my side, so that he can make no use of it. This would make the lands

of Abbotsford worth 40s. an acre over-head, excepting the sheep farm. I am sen-

sible I might dispose of my money to more advantage, but probably to none which,
in the long run, would be better for you—certainly to none which would be produc-
tive of so much pleasure to myself. The woods are thriving, and it would be easy,
at a trifling expense, to restore Faldonside loch, and stock it with fish. In fact, it

would require but a small dam-head. By means of a little judicious plantincj, added

to what is already there, the estate might be rendered one of the most beautiful in

this part of Scotland. Such are my present plans, my dear boy, havino- as much

your future welfare and profit in view as the immediate gratification of my own
wishes.

"I am very sorry to tell you that poor Mrs. William Erskine is no more. She

was sent by the medical people on a tour to the lakes of Cumberland, and was

taken ill at Lowood, on Windermere. Nature, much exhausted by her previous

indisposition, sunk under four days' illness. Her husband was with her and two

of her daughters
—he is much to be pitied.

" Mr. Rees, the bookseller, told me he had met you in the streets of Cork, and

reported well of the growth of your Schmir-bart. I hope you know what that

means. Pray WTite often, as the post comes so slow. I keep all your letters, and

am much pleased with the frankness of the style. No word of your horses yet ?

but it is better not to be impatient, and to wait for good ones. 1 have been three

times on Newark, and killed six hares each time. The two young dogs are capital

good.
"I must not omit to tell you our old, and, I may add, our kind neighbour Lau-

chie, has departed, or, as Tom expresses it, has been fairly Jlyllen ottt o' the warld.

You know the old quarrel betwixt his brother and him about the
wifi^in

an ill-

fated hour Jock the brother came down to Lochbriest with a sister from Kdinbursrh.

who was determined to have her share of the scolding-n)atch ; they attacked
^y<^T

old Lauchie like mad folks, and reviled his wife in all sort of evil langunire. Al

leno-th his passion was wrought up to a great pitch, and he answered, with much

emotion, that if she were the greatest in Edinburgh, it was not ihcir bust-
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ness, and as he uttered tliis speech, he fell down on his back, and lay a dead man
before them. There is little doubt the violence of the agitation had broke a blood-

vessel in the heart or brain. A few days since he was running- up and down calling
for a coffin, and wishing to God he was in one ; to which Swanston,* who was

present, answered, he could not apply to a better hand, and he would make him
one if he had a mind. He has left a will of his own making, but from some infor-

mality I think it will be set aside. His land cannot come into the market until his

girl comes of age, which, by the wa}', makes me more able for the other bargain.
His death took place at his own door, and shocking enough it is that an inoffensive

creature should have been murdered (for in furo conscientise it is little better) in such
a way. I went to the funeral. Very few people would take notice of Jock, whom
they look on as a second Cain. The blackcocks are very plenty. I put up four-

teen cocks and hens in walking up the Clappercleuch to look at the wood. Do
you not wish you had been on the outside with your gun ] Tom has kept us well

supplied with game ; he boasts that he shot fifteen times without a miss. I shall

be glad to hear that }''ou do the same on Mr. Newenham's grounds. Mamma, the

girls, and Charles all join in love and affection. Believe me ever, dear Walter,
Your affectionate father,

Walter Scott."

To Lord Montagu, ^c. ^rc. §re.

"
Abbotsford, 3d October, 1819.

" My dear Lord,
" I am honoured with 5'^our Buxton letter Jlnent Prince Leopold, I

only heard of his approach at eight o'clock in the morning, and he was to be at

Selkirk by eleven. The magistrates sent to ask me to help them to receive him.
It occurred to me he might be coming to Melrose to see the Abbey, in which case

I could not avoid asking him to Abbotsford, as he must pass my very door. I

mentioned this to Mrs. Scott, who was lying quietly in bed, and I wish you had
heard the scream she gave on the occasion. ' What have we to offer him "?'—' Wine
and cake,' said I, thinking to make all things easy ; but she ejaculated, in a tone of

utter despair,
' Cake ! ! where am I to get cake V However, being partly consoled

with the recollection that his visit was a very improbable incident, and curiosity, as

usual, proving too strong for alarm, she set out with me in order not to miss a peep
of the great man. James Skene and his lady were with us, and we gave our car-

riages such additional dignity as a pair of leaders could add, and went to meet him
in full puff. The Prince very civilly told me, that, though he could not see Mel-
rose on this occasion, he wished to come to Abbotsford for an hour. New despair
on the part of Mrs. Scott, who began to institute a domiciliary search for cold meat

through the whole city of Selkirk, which produced one shoulder of cold lamb. In

the mean while, his Royal Highness received the civic honours of the BiRSEf very

graciously. I had hinted to Bailie Lang.:j: that it ought only to be licked symboli-

cally on the present occasion ; so he flourished it three times before his mouth, but

without touching it with his lips, and the Prince followed his example as directed.

Lang made an excellent speech, sensible, and feeling, and well delivered. The
Prince seemed much surprised at this great propriety of expression and behaviour

in a magistrate, whose people seemed such a rabble, and whose whole band of

music consisted in a drum and fife. He noticed to Bailie Anderson, that Selkirk

seemed very populous in proportion to its extent. ' On an occasion like this it

seems so,' answered the Bailie, neatly enough I thought. I question if any magis-
trates in the kingdom, lord mayors and aldermen not excepted, could have behr.ved

with more decent and quiet good-breeding. Prince Leopold repeatedly alluded to

this during the time he was at Abbotsford. I do not know how Mrs. Scott ulti-

mately managed ; but with broiled salmon, and black-cock, and partridges, she

gave him a very decent lunch ; and I chanced to have some very fine old hock,
which was mighty germain to the matter.

* John Swanston had then the care of the saw-mill at Toflfield; he was one of Scott's

most valued dependants, and in the sequel succeeded Tom Purdie as his henchman,

t See ante, vol. i. p. 598.

t Scott's good friend, Mr. Andrew Lang, Procurator-fiscal for Selkirkshire, was then
chief magistrate of the county town.
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" Tlie Prince seems melancholy, whether naturally or from habit, T do not nr,stend to say; but I do not remember thinkino- him so at Paris, where I saw him f^
quently, then a much poorer man than myself; yet he showed some humou^ fo7

alluding
to the crowds that followed him everywhere, he mentioned some piJ«where he had gone out to shoot, but was afraid to proceed for fear of '

baTein.' a
boy.' He said he really thought of gettingr some

shootin<r-place in Scotlalid and
promised me a longer visit on his return. If I had had a day's notice to have varned
the wafers, we could have met him with a very respectable number of the arnlrv but
there was no time for this, and probably he liked it better as it was. Tb.-re'waa
only young Clifton who could have come, and he was shy and cubbish, and would
not, though requested by the vSelkirk people. He was perhaps ashamed to march
through Coventry' with them. It hung often and sadly on my mind that he wan
wanting who could and would have received him like a Prince indeed ; and y.-t the

meeting betwixt them, had they been fated to meet, would have been a very sad
one. I think I have now given your lordship a verj' full, true, and particula'r ac-
count of our royal \isit, unmatched even by that of King Charles at the Castle of
Tillietudlem. That we did not speak of it for more than a week after it happened,
and that that emphatic monosyllable, The Prince, is not heard amongst us more
than ten times a-day, is, on the whole, to the credit of my family's understanding.
The piper is the only one whose brain he seems to have endangered ; for, as the
Prince said he preferred him to any he had heard in the Hiffhlands—(which, by
the way, shows his Royal Highness knows nothing of the'matter),

—the fellow
seems to have become incapable of his ordinary occupation as a forester, and has
cut stick and stem without remorse to the tune of Fhail Phranse, i. e. the Prince's
welcome.

" I am just going to the head-court with Donaldson, and go a day sooner to ex-
hume certain old monuments of the Rutherfords at Jedburgh. Edgerstone* is to

meet me at Jedburgh for this research, and then we shall go up with him to dinner.

My best respects attend Lady Montagu. I wish this letter may reach you on a
more lively day than it is written in, for it requires little to add to its dullness.

Tweed is coming down very fast, the first time this summer. Believe me, ray
dear Lord, most truly yours,

Walter Scott."

To W. Scott, Esq., 18ih Hussars, Corh.

"
Abbotsford, 14th October, 1819.

" Dear Walter,
" I had your last letter, and am very glad you find pleasant society. Mrs. Dun-

das of Arniston is so good as to send you some introductions, which you will de-

liver as soon as possible. You will be now in some degree accustomed to meet

with strangers, and to form your estimate of their character and manners. I hopet
in the mean time, the French and German are attended to; please to mention ia

your next letter what you are reading, and in what languages. The hours of youth,

my dear Walter, are too precious to be spent all in gaiety. We must lay up in that

period when our spirit is active, and our memory strong, the stores of information

which are not only to facilitate our progress through life, but to amuse and interest

us in our later stage of existence. I very often think what an unhappy person I

should have been, if I had not done something more or less towards improving my

understanding when I was at your age ; and I never reflect, without severe self-

condemnation, on the opportunities of acquiring knowledge which I either trifled

with, or altogether neglected. I hope you will be wiser than I have been, and ex-

perience less of that self-reproach.
" My last acquainted you with Mrs. Erskine's death, and I grieve to say we hare

just received intelligence that our kind neighbour and good friend Lord Somerville

is at the very last gasp. His disease is a dysentery, and the symptoms, as hi*

brother writes to Mr. Samuel Somerville, are' mortal. He is at Vevay, upon hw

* The late John Rutherford of Edgerstone, long M. P. for Roxburghshire, wa» « J*"*

of high worth and universally esteemed. Scott used to say Edgeretonc was his brau lOfm

of the character of a country gentleman. He was, I believe, Uie head of the once grMi

and powerful clan of Rutherford.

14
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road, I suppose, to Italy, where he had purposed spending the winter. His death,
for I understand nothing else can be expected, will be another severe loss to me ;

for he was a kind, good friend, and at my time of day men do not readily take to

new associates. I must own this has been one of the most melancholy years I

ever past. The poor Duke, who loved me so well—Mrs. Erskine—Lord Somerville—not to mention others with whom I was less intimate, make it one year of mourn-

ing. I should not forget the Chief Baron, who, though from ill health we met of

late seldom, was always my dear friend, and indeed ver}^ early benefactor, I must
look forwards to seeing in your success and respectability, and in the affection and
active improvement of all of you, those pleasures which are narrowed by the death

of my contemporaries. Men cannot form new intimacies at my period of life, but

must be happy or otherwise according to the good fortune and good conduct of those

near relatives who rise around them.
" I wish much to know if you are lucky in a servant. Trust him with as little

cash as possible, and keep short accounts. Many a good servant is spoiled by ne-

glecting this simple precaution. The man is tempted to some expense of his own,

gives way to it, and then has to make it up by a system of overcharge and pecu-
lation ; and thus mischief begins, and the carelessness of the master makes a rogue
out of an honest lad, and cheats himself into the bargain,

••' I have a letter from j'our uncle Tom, telling me his eldest daughter is to be
forthwith married to a Captain Huxley of his own regiment. As he has had a full

opportunity of being acquainted with the young gentleman, and approves of the

match, I have to hope that it will be a happy one, I fear there is no great fortune

in the case on either side, which is to be regretted.
" Of domestic affairs I have little to tell you. The harvest has been excellent,

the weather delightful ;
but this I must often have repeated. To-day I was thinning

out fir-trees in the thicket, and the men were quite exhausted with the heat, and I

myself, though only marking the trees, felt the exercise sufficiently warm. The
wood is thriving delightfully. On the 28th we are to have a dance in honour of

your birthday. I wish you could look in upon us for the day at least—only I am
afraid we could not part with you when it was over, and so you would be in the

guise of Cinderella, when she outstaid her time at the ball, and all her finery re-

turned into its original base materials. Talking of balls, the girls would tell you
the Melrose hop, where Mamma presided, went off well.

"I expect poor Erskine and his daughter next week, or the week after. I went
into town to see him—and found him bearing his great loss with his natural gen-
tleness and patience. But he was sufficiently distressed, as he has great reason to

be. I also expect Lord and Lady Melville here very soon. Sir William Rae (now
Lord Advocate) and his lady came to us on Saturday. On Sunday Maida walked
with us, and in jumping the paling at the Greentongue park contrived to hang him-

self up by the hind leg. He howled at first, but seeing us making towards him he

stopped crying, and waved his tail by way of signal, it was supposed, for assist-

ance. He sustained no material injur}', though his leg was strangely twisted into

the bars, and he was nearly hanged by it. He showed great gratitude, in his way,
to his deliverers,

" This is a long letter, and little in it; but that is nothing extraordinary. AH
send best love—and I am ever, dear Walter, your affectionate father,

Walter Scott."

To Thomas Scott, Esq., Paymaster 10th Regiment, Canada.

"
Abbotsford, 16th Oct. 1819.

" Dear Tom,
" I received yesterday your very acceptable letter, containing the news of Jes-

sie's approaching marriage, in which, as a match agreeable to her mother and you,
and relieving your minds from some of the anxious prospects which haunt those of

parents, I take the most sincere interest. Before this reaches you, the event will

probably have taken place. Meantime, I enclose a letter to the bride or wife, as

the case may happen to be, I have sent a small token of good-will to ballast my
good wishes, which you will please to value for the young lady, that she may em-

ploy it as most convenient or agreeable to her. A little more fortune would perhaps
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have done the young folks no harm ; but Captain Huxley, beina such as yon de-
scribe him, will have every chance of gettincj forward in his prof.-ssion

• and the
happiest marriages are often those in which there is, at first, ot-casion for'nrud.-nrw
and economy. I do certainly feel a little of the surprise which you hint at, f.,t
time flies over our heads one scarce marks how, and children become marriai't'-aMe
ere we consider them as out of the nurser)^ My eldest son, Walter, has also w.-.l.
ded himself^but it is to a regiment of hussars. He is at present a cornfi in the
18th, and quartered in Cork barracks. He is capital at most exercises, but partiru-
larly as a horseman. I do not intend he shall remain in the cavalry, however, but
shall get him into the line when he is capable of promotion. Since he has rbns«;n
this profession, I shall be desirous that he follows it out in good earnest, and thai
can only be done by getting into the infantry.

" My late severe illness has prevented my going up to London to receive the
honour which the Prince Regent has announced his intention to inflict upon me.

My present intention is, if I continue as well as I have been, to go up about Clirist-

mas to get this atfair over. My health was restored (I trust permanently) by the

use of calomel, a ver}^ severe and painful remedy, especially in my exhausted state

of body, but it has proved a radical one. By the way, Radical is a word in very
bad odour here, being used to denote a set of blackguards a hundred times more
mischievous and absurd than our old friends in 1794 and 1795. You will jeani

enough of the doings of the Radical Reformers from the papers. In Scotland we are

quiet enough, excepting in the manufacturing districts, and we are in very ?ood
hands, as Sir William Rae, our old commander, is Lord Advocate. Rae has been

here two or three days, and left me yesterday
—he is the old man, sensible, cool-

headed, and firm, always thinking of his duty, never of himself. He inquired

kindly after you, and I think will be disposed to serve j'ou, should an opportunity
offer. Poor William Erskine has lost his excellent wife, after a long and wasting
illness. She died at Lowood on Windermere, he having been recommended to take her

upon a tour about three weeks before her death. I own I should scarce forgive a phy-
sician who should contrive to give me this addition to family distress. I went to town
last week to see him, and found him, upon the whole, much better than I exnertrd.

I saw my mother on the same occasion, admirably well indeed. She is gre(rtlV^T)et-

ter than this time two years, when she rather quacked herself a little too much. I

have sent your letter to our mother, and will not fail to transmit to our other friends

the agreeable news of your daughter's settlement. Our cousin. Sir Harry Macdou-

gal, is marrying his eldest daughter to Sir Thomas Brisbane, a very good match on

both sides. I have been paying a visit on the occasion, which suspends my closing

this letter. I hope to hearvery soon from you. Respecting our silence, I like a

ghost only waited to be spoken to, and you may depend on me as a regular cor-

respondent, when you find time to be one yourself. Charlotte and the girls join in

kind love to Mrs. Scott and all the family. I should like to know what you mean

to do with young Walter, and whether I can assist you iu that matter. Believe

me, dear Tom, ever your aflFectionate brother,
W. Scott."

To Daniel Terry, Esq., London.

"
Abbotsford, Nov. 10th, 1819.

" My dear Terry,
" I should be very sorry if you thought the interest I take in you and yours so

slight as not to render your last letter extremely interesting. We have all our va-

rious combats to fight iii this best of all possible worlds, and, like brave tellow-sol-

diers, ought to assist one another as much as possible. I have little doubt, that it

God spares me till my little namesake be fit to take up his share of the bi'rden. I

may have interest enouffh to be of great advantage to him in the entrance ot lite. In

the present state of vou'rown profession, vou would not willingly, I suppose, rhoow"

him to follow it ; and, as it is very seductive to young people of a lively temper anrt

good taste for the art, you should, I think, consider early how you mean to <li-<f>'-'-

of little Walter, with a view, that is, to the future line of life which you «.>ui.i

wish him to adopt. Mrs. Terry has not the good health which all who know n.r

amiable disposition and fine accomplishments would anxiously wish her;

impaired health and the caution which it renders necessary, we have very i
.
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instances of the utmost verge of existence being attained, while robust strength is

cut off in the middle career. So you must be of good heart, and hope the best in

this as in other cases of a like atfecting nature. I go to town on Monday, and will

forward under Mr. Freeling's cover as much of Ivanhoe as is finished in print. It

is completed, but in the hands of a very slow transcriber; when I can collect it I will

send you the MS., which you will please to keep secret from every eye. I think
this will give a start, if it be worth taking, of about a month, for the work will be
out on the ^Oth of December. It is certainly possible to adapt it to the stage, but
the expense of scenery and decoration would be great, this being a tale of chivalry,
not of character. There is a tale in existence, by dramatizing which, I am certain,
a most powerful effect might be produced : it is called Ondine, and I believe has
been translated into French by Mademoiselle Montolieu, and into English from her

version : do read it, and tell me your opinion : in German the character of Ondine is

exquisite. The only objection is that the catastrophe is unhappy, but this might be
altered. I hope to be in London for ten da)^s the end of next month ; and so

good-by for the present, being in great haste, most truly yours,
\V. Scott."

I conclude this chapter with a letter, written two or three days be-

fore Scott quitted Abbotsford for the winter session. It is addressed to

his friend Hartstonge, who had taken the opportunity of the renewal
of Scott's correspondence to solicit his opinion and assistance touching
a MS. drama ; and the reader will be diverted wuth the style in which
the amiable tragedian is treated to his quietus :—

To Matthew Weld Hartstonge, Esq., Dublin.

"
Abbotsford, 11th Nov. 1819.

" My dear Sir,

" I was duly favoured with your packet, containing the play, as well as your
very kind letter. I will endeavour (though extremely unwilling to offer criticism

on most occasions) to meet your confidence with perfect frankness. I do not con-
sider the Tragedj^ as likely to make that favourable impression on the public w'hich

I would wish that the performance of a friend should effect—and I
b)"^

no means
recommend to you to hazard it upon the boards. In other compositions the neglect
of the world takes nothing from the merit of the author ; but there is somethinor

ludicrous in being affiche as the author of an unsuccessful play. Besides you
entail on yourself the great and eternal plague of altering and retrenching to please
the humours of performers, who are, speaking generally, extremely ignorant, and

capricious in proportion. These are not vexations to be voluntarily undertaken ;

and the truth is, that in the present day there is only one reason which seems to

me adequate for the encountering the plague of trying to please a set of conceited

performers and a very motley audience,—I mean the want of monej^ from which,

fortunately, you are exempted. It is very true that some day or other a great dra-

matic genius may arise to strike out a new path ; but I fear till this happens no

great effect will be produced by treading in the old one. The reign of Tragedy
seems to be over, and the very considerable poetical abilities which have been

lately applied to it have failed to revive it. Should the public ever be indulged
with small theatres adapted to the hours of the better ranks in life, the dramatic
art may recover ; at present it is in abeyance—and I do therefore advise you in all

sincerity to keep the Tragedy (which I return under cover) safe under your own
charge. Pray think of this as one of the most unpleasant offices of friendship

—
and be not angry with me for having been very frank, upon an occasion when frank-

ness may be more useful than altogether palatable.
" I am much obliged to you for your kind intentions towards my young Hussar.

We have not heard from him for three weeks. I believe he is making out a medi-
tated visit to Killarney. I am just leaving the country for Edinburgh, to attend

my duty in the courts ; but the badness of the weather in some measure reconciles

me to the unpleasant change. I have the pleasure to continue the most satisfac-
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tory accounts of my health ; it is to external appearance as strontr as in my nUonS
est days—indeed, after I took once more to Sancho's favourite cKM-iipalions „( .-at-

ing and sleeping, I recovered my losses wonderfully. Very truly yours,
Walter Scott."

CHAPTER X.

POLITICAL ALARMS—THE RADICALS—LEVIES OF VOLUNTEERS—PROJUCT OK
THE BUCCLEUCH LEGION-DEATH OF SCOTT'S MOTHER-HER BROTHER DR.

RUTHERFORD—AND HER SISTER CHRISTIAN—LETTERS TO I/)RD MONTACl'-
MR. THOMAS SCOTT— CORNET SCOTT— MR. LAIDLAW— AND LAUV LOUISA
STUART—PUBLICATION OF IVANHOE.— 1819.

Towards the winter of 1819 there prevailed a spirit of alarminc^ insub-

ordination among the mining population of Northumberland and the

weavers of the west of Scotland; and Scott was particularly gratified
with finding that his own neighbours at Galashiels had escaped the con-

tagion. There can be little doubt that this exemption was principallv

owing to the personal influence and authority of the Laird of Abbots-

ford and Sheriff of the Forest ; but the people of Galashiels were also

fortunate in the qualities of their own beneficent landlords, Mr. Scott

of Gala, and Mr. Pringle of Torwoodlee. The progress of the west-

ern Reformers by degrees led even the most important Whigs in that

district to exert themselves in the oro;anization of volunteer rejriments,

both mounted and dismounted ; and, when it became generally sus-

pected that Glasgow and Paisley maintained a dangerous correspond-
ence with the refractory colliers of Northumberland—Scott and his

friends the Lairds of Torwoodlee and Gala determined to avail them-

selves of the loyalty and spirit of the men of Ettrick and Tcviutdale,

and proposed first raising a company of sharpshooters among their

own immediate neighbours, and afterwards—this plan receiving every

encouragement
—a legion or brigade upon a large scale, to be called

the Buccleuch Legion. During November and December, 1810. tliesc

matters formed the chief daily care and occupation of the autJKjr ot

Ivanhoe ; and though he w^as still obliged to dictate most of the
chaj)-

ters of his novel, we shall see that, in case it should be necessar\' for

the projected levy of Foresters to march upon Tynedale, he was pre-

pared to place himself at their head.

He had again intended, as soon as he should have finished Ivanhoe,

to proceed to London and receive his baronetcy ; but as that atlair

had been crossed at Easter by his own illness, so at Christmas if was

again obliged to be put off 'in consequence of a heavy series < •! d«>-

mestic afflictions. Within one week Scott lost his excellent mother,

his uncle Dr. Daniel Rutherford, Professor of Botany in the Univer-

sity of Edinburgh—and their sister. Christian Rutherford, alrcndv ottcn

mentioned as one of the dearest and most esteemed of all his Inonds

and connexions.

The following letters require no further introduction or comment.

Vol, n, V 14*
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To the Lord Montagu, Buxton.

"
Abbotsford, 12th Nov. 18ia

" My dear Lord,**#**#*j ^^,jg}^ J }^3(] any news to send your Lordship, but
the best is we are all quiet here. The Galashiels weavers, both men and masters,
have made their political creed known to me, and have sworn themselves anti-radi-

cal. They came in solemn procession, with their banners, and my own piper at

their head, whom they had borrowed for the nonce. But the Tweed beintr in flood,
we could only communicate, like Wallace and Bruce, across the Carron. However,
two deputies came through in the boat, and made me acquainted with their loyal

purposes. The evening was crowned with two most distinguished actions—the

weavers refusing, in the most peremptory manner, to accept of a couple of guineas
to buy whiskey, and the renowned John of Skye, piper in ordinary to the Laird of

Abbotsford, no less steadily refusing a very handsome collection, which they offered

him for his minstrelsy. All this sounds very nonsensical, but the people must be
humoured and countenanced when they take the right turn, otherwise they will be
sure to take the wrong. The accounts from the West sometimes make me wish
our little Duke five or six years older, and able to get on horseback. It seems ap-

proaching to the old song—
'Come fill up our cup, come fill up our can,
Come saddle the horses, and call up our men,
Come open the gates, and let us go free,

And we'll show them the bonnets of bonny Dundee.'

"I am rather too old for that work now, and I cannot look forward to it with the
sort of feeling that resembled pleasure

—as I did in my younger and more healthy
days. However, I have got a good following here, and will endeavour to keep them

together till times mend.
" My respectful compliments attend Lady I'llontagu, and I am always, with the

greatest regard, your Lordship's very faithful

Walter Scott."

To Cornet Walter Scoff, 18fh Hussars.

"
Edinburgh, 13th Nov. 1819.

' Dear Walter,
" I am much surprised and rather hurt at not hearing from you for so lono- a

while. You ought to remember that, however pleasantly the time may be passino-
with you, we at home have some right to expect that a part of it (a very small part
will serve the turn) should be dedicated, were it but for the sake of propriety, to let

us know what you are about. I cannot say I shall be flattered by finding myself
under the necessity of again complaining of neglect. To write once a week to one
or other of us is no great sacrifice, and it is what I earnestly pray you to do.

" We are to have great doings in Edinburgh this winter. No less than Prince
Gustavus of Sweden is to pass the season here, and do what Princes call studyino-.
He is but half a Prince either, for this Northern Star is somewhat shorn of his
beams. His father was, you know, dethroned by Buonaparte, at least by the influ-

ence of his arms, and one of his generals, Bernadotte, made heir of the Swedish
throne in his stead. But this youngster, I suppose, has his own dreams of royalty,
for he is nephew to the Emperor of Russia (by the mother's side), and that is a

likely connexion to be of use to him, should the Swedish nobles get rid of Berna-
dotte, as it is said they wish to do. Lord Melville has recommended the said
Prince particularly to my attention, though I do not see how I can do much for

him.
" I have just achieved my grand remove from Abbotsford to Edinburgh—a motion

which you know I do not make with great satisfaction. We had the Abbotsford
hunt last week. The company was small, as the newspapers say, but select, and
we had excellent sport, killing eight hares. We coursed on Gala's ground, and he
was with us. The dinner went off with its usual alacrity, but we wanted you and

Sally to ride and mark for us.



LETTER TO CORNET SCOTT. 103
" I enclose another letter from Mrs. Dundas of Amiston. I am afraid you harubeen careless in not delivering those I formerly forwarded, because in one uf ihtt

which Mrs. Dundas got from a friend, there was enclosed a draught for some ru.mtv'
I beg you will be particular in delivering any letters entrusted to you, because il.oiijt",
the good-nature of the writers may induce them to wriU; to be of service to you
yet it is possible that they may, as in this instance, add things which are olherwi«<J
of importance to their correspondents. It is probable that you may have pirkid up
among your military friends the idea that the mess of a regiment is all in all sufii-
cient to itself; but_

when you see a little of the world, you will be satisfud Uiai
none but pedants

—for there is pedantry in all professions—herd exclusively loircUuT,
and that those who do so are laughed at in real good company. This you may uki'
on the authority of one who has seen more of life and society, in all its various

gradations, from the highest to the lowest, than a whole hussar regimental mess,
and who would be much pleased by knowing that you reap the bonelit of an expc'
rience which has raised him from being a person of small consideration, to ih»!

honour of being father of an officer of hussars. I therefore enclose another letter

from the same kind friend, of which I pray you to avail yourself. In fact, thosf>

officers who associate entirely among themselves see and know no more of the world
than their messman, and get conceited and disagreeable by neglecting the opportu-
nities offered for enlarging their understanding. Every distinguished S(ddier whom
I have known, and I have known many, was a man of the world, and accustomed
to general society.

" To sweeten my lecture, I have to inform you that, this being quarter day, I

have a remittance of £50 to send you whenever you are pleased to let me know it

will be acceptable
—for, like a ghost, I will not speak again till I am spoken to,

" I wish you not to avail yourself of your leave of absence this winter, because,
if my health continues good, I shall endeavour to go on the continent next summer,
and should be very desirous to have you with me; therefore, I beg you to look after

your French and German. We had a visit from a very fine fellow indeed at Abbots-

ford, Sir Thomas Brisbane, who long commanded a brigade in the peninsula. He
is very scientific, but bores no one with it, being at the same time a well informed

man on all subjects, and particularly alert in his own profession, and willing to talk

about what he has seen. Sir Harry Hay Macdougal, whose eldest daughter he is

to marry, brought him to Abbotsford on a sort of wedding visit, as we are cousins

according to the old fashion of country kin ; Beardie, of whom Sir Harry has a

beautiful picture, being a son of an Isabel Macdougal, who was, I fancy, grand-aunt
to Sir Harry.

" Once more, my dear Walter, write more frequently, and do not allow yourself

to think that the first neglect in correspondence I have ever had to complain of has

been on your part. I hope you have received the Meerschaum pipe.
—I remain your

affectionate father,
Walter Scott."

To the Same.

"Edinburgh, 3d December. IrlO.

" My dear Walter,
" I hope your servant proves careful and tnisty. Pray let me know this. At

any rate, do not trust him a bit further than you can help it, for in
buym^ any thing

you will get it much cheaper yourself than he will. W e are now settled tor the

winter; that is, all of them excepting myself, who must soon look southwards. On

Saturday we had a orand visiter, /. e., the Crown Prince ot Sweden, under the nam--

of Count Itterburg. His travelling companion or tutor is Baron de Poher, a .Swiss

of eminence in literature and rank. They took a long look at King Charles All..

who, you cannot have forgotten, keeps his post over the dining-room chimn.-y ; and

we were all struck with the resemblance betwixt old Iron-head, as the jaiussan.-s

called him, and his descendant. The said descendant is a very hue lad. with very

soft and mild manners, and we passed the day very pleasantly.
1
hoy "^^ ^'llll

diverted with Captain Adam, who outdid his usual outdoings, and, like the bart.er

of Bagdad, danced the dance and sung the song of every person he sp'^ke
" •

" I tm concerned I cannot give a very pleasant account of things here. Glasgow
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is in a terrible state. The Radicals had a plan to seize on 1000 stand of arms, as
well as a depot of ammunition which had been sent from Edinburgh Castle for the

use of the volunteers. Tlie Commander-in-Chief, Sir Thomas Bradford, went to

Glasgow in jierson, and the whole city was occupied with patroles of horse and
foot, to deter them from the meditated attack on the barracks. The arms were then
delivered to the volunteers, who are said to be 4000 on paper; how manj^ effective

and trust\vorth)% I know not. But it was a new sight in Scotland on a Sunday to

see all the inhabitants in arms, soldiers patroling the streets, and the utmost pre-
caution of military service exacted and observed in an apparently peaceful city.
"The Old Blue Regiment of volunteers was again summoned together yesterday.

They did not muster very numerous, and looked most of them a little ancient.

However, they are getting recruits fast, and then the veterans maj' fall out of the

ranks. The Commander-in-Chief has told the President that he may soon be obliged
to leave the charge of the castle to these armed citizens. This looks serious. The
President* made one of the most eloquent addresses that ever was heard, to the Old
Blues. The Highland chiefs have offered to raise their clans, and march them to

an}' point in Scotland where their services shall be required. To be sure, the Glas-

gow folks would be a little surprised at the arrival of Dugald Dhu, '

brogues an'

brochan an' a'.' I shall, I think, bid Ballantyne send you a copy of his weekly
paper, which often contains things you would like to see, and will keep you in mind
of Old Scotland.

"They are embodying a troop of cavalry in Edinburgh—nice young men and

good horses. They have paid me the compliment to make me an honorary member
of the corps, as my daj's of active service have been long over. Pray take care,

however, of my sabre, in case the time comes which must turn out all.

" I have almost settled that, if things look moderately tranquil in Britain in spring
or summer, I will go abroad, and take Charles, with the purpose of leaving him,
for two or three j'ears, at the famous institution of Fellenborg, near Berne, of which
I hear very highl)'. Two of Fraser Tytler's sons are there, and he makes a very
favourable report of the whole establishment. I think that such a residence abroad
will not only make him well acquainted with French and German, as indeed he
will hear nothing else, but also prevent his becoming an Edinburgh petit-maitre of
fourteen or fifteen, which he could otherwise scarce avoid. I mentioned to you that

I should be particularly glad to get you leave of absence, providing it does not in-

terfere with 3-our duty, in order that you may go with us. If I have cash enough
I will also take your sister and mamma, and j^ou might return home with them by
Paris, in case I went on to Italy. All this is doubtful, but I think it is almost cer-

tain that Charles and I go, and hope to have you with us. This will be probably
about July next, and I wish you particularly to keep it in view. If these dark pros-

pects become darker, which God forbid ! neither you nor I will have it in our power
to leave the post to which duty calls us.

" Mamma and the girls are quite well, and so is Master Charles, who is of course
more magnificent, as being the only specimen of youthhead at home. He has got
an old broadsword hanging up at his bedhead, which, to be the more ready for ser-

vice, hath no sheath. To this I understand we are to trust for our defence against
the Radicals. Anne (notwithstanding the assurance) is so much afraid of the dis-

aflfected, that last night, returning with Sophia from Portobello, where they had been

dancing with the Scotts of Harden, she saw a Radical in every man that the carriage

passed. Sophia is of course wise and philosophical, and mamma has not yet been
able to conceive why we do not catch and hang the whole of them, untried and un-

convicted. Amidst all their various emotions, they join in best love to you; and I

always am very truly yours,

" P.S.—I shall set off for London on the 25th."

To the Same.

W. Scott.

"
Edinburgh, J7th December, 1819.

" My dear Walter, -

" I have a train of most melancholy news to acquaint you with. On Saturday

* The Ri^ht Honourable Charles Hope, Lord President of the Court of Session, was
Colonel-commandant of the Old Blues, or First Regiment of Edinburgh Volunteers.
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I saw your Grandmother perfectly well, and on Sunday the trirls drank Um wiih herwhen the good old lady was more than usually in spirits; and, as if slic had wi,h.-d
to impress many things on their memory, told over a number of h.T old siori.-H with
her usual alertness and vivacity. On Monday she had an indisposition, which
proved to be a paralytic affection, and on Tuesday she was speechlfss, and had lo«i
the power of one side, without any hope of recovery, altlioutrh she may linKcr some
days. But what is very remarkable, and no less shocking, Ih. Huiherlord, who
attended his sister in perfect health upon Tuesday, died himself upon the wJdne*-
day morning. He had breakfasted without intimating the least illnrss, and w^ut
dressed to go out, and particularly to visit my iijotlicr, when he sunk hackwurds,
and died in his daughter Anne's arms, almost without a groan. To add lo thw
melancholy list, our poor friend. Miss Christie, is despaired of. She wa.s much
affected by my mother's fatal indisposition, but does not know as yet of her bruiher's
death.

" Dr. Rutherford was a very ingenious as well as an excellent man, more of a

gentleman than his profession too often are, for he could not take the back-stairs modo
of rising in it, otherwise he might have been much more wealthy. He ought to havo
had the Chemistry class, as he was one of the best chemists in Europe ;• but supe-
rior interest assigned it to another, who, though a neat experimentalist, is not to bo

compared to poor Daniel for originality of genius. Since you knew him his health
was broken and his spirits dejected, which may be traced to the loss of his eldest

son on board an East Indiaman, and also, I think, to a slight paralytic touch which
he had some years ago.
"To all this domestic distress I have to add the fearful and unsettled state of the

country. All the regular troops are gone to Glasgow. The Mid-Lothian Yeomanrv
and other. corps of volunteers went there on Monday, and about 5000 men occupied
the town. In the mean while, we were under considerable apprehension here, the

Castle being left in the charge of the city volunteers and a few veterans.
" All our corner, high and low, is lo)'al. Torwoodlee, Gala, and I, have offered

to raise a corps, to be called the Loyal Foresters, to act anywhere south of the

Forth. If matters get worse, I will ask leave of absence for you from the Comman-
der-in-chief, because your presence will be materially useful to levy men, and you can

only be idle where you are, unless Ireland should be disturbed. Your old corps of

the Selkirkshire Yeomanry have been under orders, and expect to be sent either to

Dumfries or Carlisle. Berwick is dismantled, and they are removing the stores,

cannon, &c., from one of the strongest places here, for I defy the devil to pass the

bridge at Berwick, if reasonably well kept by 100 men. But there is a spirit of

consternation implied in many of the orders, which, entre nous, I like worse than

what I see or know of the circumstances which infer real danger. For myself I

am too old to fight, but nobody is too old to die, like a man of virtue and honour, in

defence of the principles he has always maintained.
" I would have you to keep yourself ready to return here suddenly, in case the

Duke of York should permit your temporary services in your own country, which,

if things grow worse, I will certainly ask. The fearful thing is the secret and

steady silence observed by the Radicals in all they do. Yet, without any thing

like effective arms or useful discipline, without money and without a commissariat,

what can they do, but, according to their favourite toast, have blood and plunder T

Mamma and the trirls, as well as Charles, send kind love. Your affectionalc ta-

ther,
\\ ALTKK S' 'I r.

*"The subject of his Thesis is singular, and entitles Rutherford to rank very hi^h

among the chemical philosophers of modern times. Its title is
" Dc .\crc Mrphitic," Ac.

—It is universally admitted that Dr. Rutherford first discovered this gas—tlio reputation

of his discovery being speedily spread through Europe, liis character as a chcmisl ot th«

first eminence was firmly established, and much was augured from a young
iiyin

m hw

twenty-second year having distinguished himself so remarkably."—Bowlr's lUttoty oj

the University of Edinburgh, vol. iii. (1830), Pp. 260-1.
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To Mr. William Laidlaw, Kaeside.

"
Edinburgh, Dec. 20, 1819.

*' My dear Willie,
" Distress has been very busy with me since I wrote to you. I have lost, in

the course of one week, my valued relations. Dr. and Miss Rutherford—happy in

this, that neither knew of the other's dissolution. My dear mother has offered me
deeper subject of affliction, having been struck with the palsy, and being now in

such a state that I scarce hope to see her again.
" But the strange times compel me, under this pressure of domestic distress, to

attend to public business. I find Mr. Scott of Gala agrees with me in thinking we
should appeal at this crisis to the good sense and loyalty of the lower orders, and
we have resolved to break the ice, and be the first in the Lowlands, so far as I have

yet heard of, to invite our labourers and those over whom circumstances and fortune

give us influence, to rise with us in arms, and share our fate. You know, as well
as any one, that I have always spent twice the income of my property in giving work
to my neighbours, and I hope they will not be beliind the Galashiels people, who
are very zealous. Gala and I go hand in hand, and propose to raise at least a com-

pany each of men, to be drilled as sharpshooters or infantry, which will be a lively
and interesting amusement for the young fellows. The dress we propose to be as

simple, and at the same time as serviceable as possible;
—a jacket and trowsers of

Galashiels grey cloth, and a smart bonnet with a small feather, or, to save even that

expense, a sprig of holly. And we will have shooting at the mark, and prizes, and
fun, and a little whisky, and daily pay when on duty or drill. I beg of you, dear

Willie, to communicate my wish to all who have received a good turn at my hand,
or may expect one, or may be desirous of doing me one—(for I should be sorry
Darnick and Brigend were beat)

—and to all other free and honest fellows who will

take share with me on this occasion. I do not wish to take any command farther

than such as shall entitle me to
go

with the corps, for I wish it to be distinctly un-

derstood that, in whatever capacity, I go with them, and take a share in good or bad
as it casts up. I cannot doubt that I will have your support, and I hope you will

use all your enthusiasm in our behalf. Morrison volunteers as our engineer. Those
who I think should be spoke to are the following, among the higher class—

" John Usher.* He should be lieutenant, or his son ensign.
" Sam Somerville.f I will speak to him—he may be lieutenant, if Usher declines;

but I think in that case Usher should give us his son.
"
Young Nicol Milne:}: is rather young, but I will offer to his father to take

him in.

"
Harper§ is a sine qua non. Tell him I depend on him for the honour of Dar-

nick. I should propose to him to take a gallant halbert.

"Adam Ferguson thinks you should be our adjutant. John Ferguson I propose
for captain. He is steady, right bold, and has seen much fire. The auld captain
will help us in one shape or other. For myself, I know not what they propose to

make of me, but it cannot be any thing very active. However, I should like to

have a steady quiet horse, drilled to stand fire well, and if he has these properties,
no matter how stupid, so he does not stumble. In this case the price of such a
horse will be no object.

"These, my dear friend, are your beating orders. I would propose to raise about

sixty men, and not to take old men. John the Turk|| will be a capital corporal ;

* Mr. Usher has already been mentioned as Scott's predecessor in t]ie property of Toft-

field. He now resided near those lands, and was Scott's tenant on tlie greater part of
them.

t Samuel Somerville, W. S. (a son of the historian of Queen Aime) had a pretty villa

at Lowood, on the Tweed, immediately opposite the seat of Jiis relation, Lord Somerville,
of whose estate he had the management.

t Nicol Milne, Esq. (now advocate), eldest son of the Laird of Faldonside.

§ Harper, keeper of a little inn at Darnick, was a gallant and spirited yeoman—uni-

formly the gainer of the prizes at every contest of strength and agility in that district.

II One of Scott's foresters—thus designated as being, in all senses of the word, a gallant
fellow.
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and I hope in general that all my young fellows will go with mo, l.>uvin^ tJ... „\a^men to go through necessary labour. Sound Tuiri what he w.,ul.l lik.-" 1 ihu.k
perhaps, he would prefer managing the matters at home in your abaoncu and natJ
at drill.

" John of Skye is cock-a-hoop upon the occasion, and I suppose has mn.lc fifty
blunders about it by this time. You must warn Tom Janufs.)n, (Jonlon \Vinr..-n'
John Swanston (who will carry off all the prizes at shooting), Davidson, and ao
forth.

" If you think it necessary, a little handbill might be circulated. But it m;jy b.!

better to see if Government will accept our services; and 1 tliink, in ibt; situ.iiion
of the country, when work is scarce, and we offer pay for tlirir playing tlwmsilvj-s,
we should have choice of men. But I would urirc no one to do what he did not
like.

" The very precarious state of my poor mother detains me here, and makes m^
devolve this troublesome duty upon you. All you have to do, how(;vrr, is to sound
the men, and mark down those who seem zealous. They will perhaps have to

fight with the pitmen and colliers of Northumberland, for defence of their firesides,
for these literal blackguards are got beyond the management of their own pef)pie.
And if such is the case, better keep them from coming into Scotland, than encounter
the mischief they might do there. Yours always most truly,

Walter Scott."

To Thomas Scott, Esq., 70th Regiment, Kingston, Canada.

"
Edinburgh, 22d December, 1819.

" My dear Tom,
" I w^rote you about ten days since, stating that we were all well here. In

that very short space a change so sudden and so universal has taken place amona

your friends here, that I have to communicate to you a most miserable catalogue of

losses. Our dear mother was on Sunday the 12th of December in all her usual

strength and alertness of mind. I had seen and conversed with her on the Satur-

day preceding, and never saw her better in my life of late years. My two daugh-
ters drank tea with her on Sunday, when she was uncommonly lively, telling them

a number of stories, and being in rather unusual spirits, probably from the deirree

of excitation which sometimes is remarked to precede a paralytic affection. In the

course of Monday she received that fatal summons, which at first seemed slight ;

but in the night between Monday and Tuesday our mother lost the use both of

speech and of one side. Since that time she has lain in bed
constantly, yet so sen-

sible as to see me and express her earnest blessing on all of us. 'fhe power of

speech is totally lost
; nor is there any hope at her advanced age, that the scene ran

last long. Probably a few hours will terminate it. At any rate, life is not to be

•wished, even for our nearest and dearest, in those circumstances. But this heavy

calamity was only the commencement of our family losses. Dr. Ruthertord, who

had seemed perfectly well, and had visited my mother upon Tuesday the 1 (th. was

suddenly affected with the gout in his stomach, or some disease equally
nm.l. on

Wednesday the 15th, and without a moment's warning or complaint, fell down a

dead man, almost without a single groan. You are aware of his fondness for ani-

mals ; he was just stroking his cat after eating his breakfast, as usual, when, with-

out more warning than a half-uttered exclamation, he sunk on the ground, and di.-.l

in the arms of his dauo-hter Anne. Though the Doctor had no formed complaint,

yet I have thought him'looking poorly for some months ; and though there was no

failure whatever in intellect, or any thing which approached it, yet his memory was

not so good, and I thought he paused during the last time he attended me, and hart

difficulty in recollecting the precise terms of his recipe. Certainly there was a

great decay of outward strength. We were very anxious about_
the etJect thi.i

fatal news was likely to produce on the mind and decayed health ot our aunt, >li--w

C. Rutherford, and resolved, as her health had been gradually lal ing otfever sincr

she returned from Abbotsford, that she should never learn any thing ol it uiuu u

was impossible to conceal it longer. But God had so ordered it that she «as norir

to know the loss she had sustained, and which she would have telt so i»'"«T'y- /."

Friday the 17th December, the second day after her brother's death, she
ejpi^.

without a groan and without suffering, about six in the raormng. And so wt lo.



168 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

an excellent and wann-hearted relation, one of the few women I ever knew whose

stren^h of mental faculties enabled lier, at a mature period of life, to supplj' the

defects of an imperfect education. It is a most uncommon and afflicting circum-

stance, that a brother and two sisters should be taken ill the same day—that two
of them should die without any rational possibility of the survivance of the third—
and that no one of the three could be affected by learning the loss of the other.

The Doctor was buried on Monday 20th, and IMiss Rutherford this day (Wednesday
2-2d), in the burial place adjoining to and surrounding one o^ the new Episcopal
chapels,* where Robert Rutherfordt had purchased a burial ground of some extent,
and parted with one half to the Russells. It is surrounded with a very high wall,
and all the separate burial grounds, five I think in number, are separated by party
walls going down to the depth of twelve feet, so as to prevent the possibilit}- either

of encroachment, or of disturbing the relics of the dead. I have purchased one
half of Miss Russell's interest in this sad spot, moved by its extreme seclusion,

privacy, and security. When poor Jack was buried in the Greyfriars' churchyard,
where mj' father and Anne lie,t I thought their graves more encroached upon than I

liked to witness ; and in this new place I intend to lay our poor mother when the

scene shall close ; so that the brother and the two sisters, whose fate has been so

very closely entwined in death, may not be divided in the grave,
—and this I hope

you will approve of.

"
Thursday, December 22d.—My mother still lingers this morning, and as her

constitution is so excellent, she may perhaps continue to exist some time, or till

another stroke. It is a great consolation that she is perfectly easy. All her affairs

of every sort have been verj"^ long arranged for this great change, and with the
assistance of Donaldson and Macculloch. you may depend, when the event takes

place, that your interest will be attended to most pointedly. I hope our civil

tumults here are like to be ended by the measures of Parliament. I mentioned in

my last that Kinloch of Kinloch was to be tried for sedition. He has forfeited his

bail, and was yesterday laid under outlawry for non-appearance. Our neighbours
in Northumberland are in a deplorable state ; upwards of 50,000 blackguards are

ready to rise between Tyne and Wear.§ On the other hand, the Scottish frontiers

are steady and loyal, and arming fast. Scott of Gala and I have offered 200 men,
all fine strapping young fellows, and good marksmen, willing to go anywhere with
us. We could easily double the number. So the necessity of the times has made
me get on horseback once more. Our mother has at different times been perfectly
conscious of her situation, and knew every one, though totally unable to speak.
She seemed to take a very affectionate farewell of me the last time I saw her, which
was the day before yesterday; and as she was much ao-itated. Dr. Keith advised
I should not see her again unless she seemed to desire it, which hitherto she had
not done. She sleeps constantly, and will probably be so removed. Our family
sends love to yours. Yours most affectionately,

Walter Scott."

Scott's excellent mother died on the 24th December—the day after

he closed the foresoins letter to his brother.

On the 1 8th, in the midst of these accumulated afflictions, the ro-

mance of Ivanhoe made its appearance. The date has been torn

from the following letter, but it was evidently written while all these

events were fresh and recent.

* St. John's Chapel.

t Robert Rutherford, Esq., W. S., son to the Professor of Botany.
% "Our family heretofore buried in the Grey Friar's Churchyard, close by the entrance

to Heriot's Hospital, and on the southern or left-hand side as you pass from the church-

yard."
—MS. Memorandum.

§ This was a ridiculous exaggerated report of that period of alarm.
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DEATH OF HIS MOTHER-DECEMBER, isl9.

To the Lady Louisa Stuarl, Diiton Park, IVincLor.

Dear Lady Louisa,
» I am favoured with your letter from Ditton, and am akd you found anv ihin„
ntertain you m Ivanhoe. Novelty is what this giddy-pared time .l.„„nd,
Tiously. and T certamly studied as much as I could to get out of the old hf-au-n

track, leaving those who like to keep the road, which I have rutted pretty well I

have had a terrible time of it this year, with the loss of dear friends and near rVla-
tions ; It is almost fearful to count up my losses, as they make me bankrupt in

society. My brother-in-law
; our never-to-be-enough regretted Duke ; Lord Chief

Baron,* my early, kind, and constant friend, who took me up when I was a youne
fellow of little mark or likelihood; the wife of my intimate friend William
Erskine; the only son of my friend David Hume, a youth of great promise, and
just entering into life, who had grown up under my eye from childhood ; my excel-
lent mother ; and, within a few days, her surviving brother and sister. My mother
was the only one of these whose death was the natural consequence of very
advanced life. And our sorrows are not at an end. A sister of my mother's, Mrs.
Russell of Ashestiel, long deceased, had left (besides several sons, of whom only
one now survives and is in India) three daughters, who lived with her younees't
sister, Miss Rutherford, and were in the closest habits of intimacy with us. The
eldest of these girls, aud a most excellent creature she is, was in summer so much
shocked by the sudden news of the death of one of the brothers I have mentioned,
that she was deprived of the use of her limbs by an affection either nervous or

paralytic. She was slowly recovering from this afflicting and helpless situation
when the sudden fate of her aunts and uncle, particularly of her who had -acted as
a mother to the family, brought on a new shock ; and though perfectly possessed
of her mind, she has never since been able to utter a word. Her youngest sister,
a girl of one or two and twenty, was so much shocked by this scene of accumu-
lated distress, that she was taken very ill, and having suppressed and concealed her

disorder, relief came too late, and she has been taken from us also. She died in

the arms of the elder sister, helpless as I have described her; and to separate the

half dead from the actual corpse was the most melancholy thing possible. You
can hardly conceive, dear Lady Louisa, the melancholy feeling of seeing the place
of last repose belonging to the devoted family open four times within so short a

space, and to meet the same group of sorrowing friends and relations on the same
sorrowful occasion. Looking back on those whom I have lost, all well known to

me excepting my brother-in-law, whom I could only judge of by the general report
in his favour, I can scarce conceive a group possessing more real worth and amiable

qualities, not to mention talents and accomplishments. I have never felt so truly
what Johnson says so well—

'Condemn'd to Hope's delusive mine,
As on we toil from day to day,

By sudden blasts, or slow decline,

Our social comforts drop away.'t

" I am not sure whether it was your ladyship, or the poor Duchess of Buccleuch,

who met my mother once, and flattered me'by being so much pleased with the ^ikhI

old lady. She had a mind peculiarly well stored with much acquired information

and natural talent, and as she was very old, and had an excellent niemory, she

could draw without the least exaggeration or aflectation the most striking pictures

of the past age. If I have been able to do any thing in the way of painting the

past times, it is very much from the studies with which she presented me. She

connected a long period of time with the present generation, for she remembered,

and had often sp^oken with, a person who perfectly recollected the battle of Dunb^ir.

and Oliver Cromwell's subsequent entry into Edinburgh. She preserved her

faculties to the verv day before her final illness; for our friends Mr. and Mrs.

Scott of Harden visited her on the Sunday ; and, coming to our house after, were

expressing their surprise at the alertness of her mind, and the pleasure which 8h«

*The Right Hon. Robert Dundas of Arniston died 17th June, 1819.

t Lines on the death of Mr. Robert Levet

Vol. II. W 15
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had in talking over both ancient and modern events. She had told them with great

accuracy, the real story of the Bride of Lammermuir, and pointed out wherein it

differed from the novel. She had all the names of the parties, and detailed (for she
was a great genealogist) their connexion with existing families. On the subsequent
Monday she was struck with a paralytic affection, suffered little, and that with the

utmost patience ; and what was God's feward, and a great one to her innocent and
benevolent life, she never knew that her brother and sister, the last thirty years

younger than herself, had trodden the dark path before her. She was a strict econo-

mist, which she said enabled her to be liberal ; out of her little income of about

£300 a-year, she bestowed at least a third in well chosen charities, and with the

rest lived like a gentlewoman, and even with hospitality more general than seemed
to suit her age ; yet I could never prevail on her to accept of any assistance. You
cannot conceive how affecting it was to me to see the little preparations of presents
which she had assorted for the New Year—for she was a great observer of the old

fashions of her period
—and to think that the kind heart was cold which delighted

in all these acts of kindly affection. I should apologize, I believe, for troubling

your ladyship with these melancholy details, but you would not thank me for a
letter written with constraint, and my mind is at present very full of this sad sub-

ject, though I scarce know any one to whom I would venture to say so much. I

hear no good news of Lady Anne, though Lord Montagu writes cautiously. The
weather is now turning milder, and may, I hope, be favourable to her complaint.
After my own family, my thought most frequently turns to these orphans, whose

parents I loved and respected so much.—I am always, dear Lady Louisa, your very

respectful and obliged
Walter Scott."

There is in the Ubrary at Abbotsford a fine copy of Baskerville's

foho Bible, two vols., printed at Cambridge in 1763; and there appears
on the blank leaf, in the trembling handwriting of Scott's mother, this

inscription
—" 7b my dear' son, Walter Scott, from his affectionate mo-

ther, Aiine Rutherford, January 1st, 1819." Under these words her

son has written as follows :
—" This Bible was the gift of my grand-

father Dr. John Rutherford to my mother, and presented by her to me ;

being, alas ! the last gift which I was to receive from that excellent

parent, and, as I verily believe, the thing which she most loved in the

world,—not only in humble veneration of the sacred contents, but as

the dearest pledge of her father's afiection to her. As such she gave
it to me ; and as such I bequeath it to those who may represent me—
charging them carefully to preserve the same, in memory of those to

whom it has belonged. 1820."

If literary success could have either filled Scott's head or hardened
his heart, we should have no such letters as those of December, 1819.

Ivanhoe was received throughout England with a more clamorous

delight than any of the Scotch novels had been. The volumes (three
in number) were now, for the first time, of the post 8vo form, with a
finer paper than hitherto, the press-work much more elegant, and the

price accordingly raised from eight shillings the volume to ten ; yet
the copies sold in this original shape were twelve thousand.

I ought to have mentioned sooner, that the original intention was to

bring out Ivanhoe as the production of a new hand, and that, to assist

this impression, the work was printed in a size and manner unlike the

preceding ones ; but Constable, when the day of publication approach-



IVANHOE.
,,^

ed, remonstrated against this experiment, and it was accordin-dv
abandoned.

" ^

The reader has ah-eady been told that Scott dictated the greater part
of this romance. The portion of the MS. which is his own, ap|)cars,
however, not only as well and firmly executed as that (jf any of the
Tales of My Landlord, but distinguished by having still fewer erasures
and interlineations, and also by being in a smaller hand. The

t"raj».

ment is beautiful to look at—many pages together without one altera-

tion. It is, I suppose, superfluous to add, that in no instance did Si-oit

re-write his prose before sending it to the press. Whatever may liave

been the case with his poetry, the world uniformly received the
jtrima

cura of the novelist.

As a work of art, Ivanhoe is perhaps the first of all Scott's efforts,

whether in prose or in verse; nor have the strength and splendour of

his imagination been displayed to higher advantage than in some of

the scenes of this romance. But I believe that no reader who is ca-

pable thoroughly of comprehending the author's Scotch characters

and Scotch dialogue will ever place even Ivanhoe, as a work of genius,
on the same level with Waverley or the Heart of Mid-Lothian.

There is, to me, something so remarkably characteristic of Scott's

mind and manner in a particular passage of the Introduction, which he

penned ten years afterw'ards for this w^ork, that I must be pardoned
for extracting it here. He says :

—" The character of the fair Jewess

found so much favour in the eyes of some fair readers, that the writer

was censured, because, w"hen arranging the fates of the characters of

the drama, he had not assigned the hand of Wilfred to Rebecca,

rather than the less interesting Rowena. But, not to mention that the

prejudices of the age rendered such an union almost impossible, the

author may, in passing, observe, that he thinks a character of a highly

virtuous and lofty stamp, is degraded rather than exaUed by an attempt

to reward virtue with temporal prosperity. Such is not the recom-

pense which Providence has deemed worthy of suffering merit ; and

it is a dangerous and fatal doctrine to teach young persons, the most

common readers of romance, that rectitude of conduct and of princi-

ple are either naturally allied with, or adequately rewarded by, the

gratification
of our passions, or attainment of our wishes. In a wi^rd,

if a virtuous and self-denied character is dismissed with temporal

wealth, greatness, rank, or the indulgence of such a rashly formed or

ill assorted passion as that of Rebecca for Ivanhoe, the reader will be

apt to say, verily Virtue has had its reward. But a glance on tlie

great picture of life will show, that the duties of self-denial, and the

sacrifice of passion to principle, are seldom thus remunerated : and

that the internal consciousness of their high-minded discharge ot(iutv,

produces on their own reflections a more adequate recompense, in the

form of that peace wdiich the world cannot give or take away."

The introduction of the charming Jewess and her father originated.

I find, in a conversation that Scott held with his fncnd Skene durmjj

the severest season of his bodily suflerings in the early part ol this

year.
" Mr. Skene," savs that gentleman's wife,

-
sitting hy his tH.-tj-

side, and trying to amuse him as well as he could in the intervals oi
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pain, happened to get on the subject of the Jews, as he had observed

them when he spent some time in Germany in his youth. Their situa-

tion had naturally made a strong impression ;
for in those days they

retained their own dress and manners entire, and were treated with

considerable austerity by their Christian neighbours, being still locked

up at night in their own quarter by great gates ; and Mr. Skene, partly
in seriousness, but partly from the mere wish to turn his mind at the

moment upon something that might occupy and divert it, suggested
that a group of Jews would be an interesting feature if he could con-

trive to bring them into his next novel." Upon the appearance of

Ivanhoe, he reminded Mr. Skene of this conversation, and said,
" You

will find this book owes not a little to your German reminiscences."

Mrs. Skene adds :
"
Dining with us one day, not long before Ivanhoe

.
was begun, something that was mentioned led him to describe the sud-

den death of an advocate of his acquaintance, a Mr. Elphinstone,
which occurred in the Outer-house soon after he was called to the bar.

It was, he said, no wonder, that it had left a vivid impression on his

mind, for it was the first sudden death he ever witnessed ; and he now
related it so as to make us all feel as if we had the scene passing be-

fore our eyes. In the death of the Templar in Ivanhoe, I recognised
the very picture

—I believe I may safely say, the very words."*

By the way, before Ivanhoe made its appearance, I had myself been

formally admitted to the author's secret ; but had he favoured me with

no such confidence, it would have been impossible for me to doubt that

I had been present some months before at the conversation which sug-

gested, and indeed supplied all the materials of, one of its most amusing
chapters. I allude to that in which our Saxon terms for animals in

the field, and our Norman equivalents for them as they appear on
the table, and so on, are explained and commented on AH this Scott

owed to the after-dinner talk one day in Castle-street of his old friend

Mr.WilUam Clerk,—who, among other elegant pursuits, has cultivated

the science of philology very deeply.
I cannot conclude this chapter without observing that the publica-

tion of Ivanhoe marks the most brilliant epoch in Scott's history as

the literary favourite of his contemporaries. With the novel which
he next put forth, the immediate sale of these works began gradually
to decline; and though even when that had reached its lowest declen-

sion, it was still far §bove the most ambitious dreams of any other

novelist, yet the publishers were afraid the announcement of any thing
like a falling-off" might cast a damp over the spirits of the author. He
was allowed to remain, for several years, under the impression that

whatever novel he threw off commanded at once the old triumphant
sale of ten or twelve thousand, and was afterwards, when included in

the collective edition, to be circulated in that shape also as widely as

Waverley or Ivanhoe. In my opinion, it would have been very unwise

in the booksellers to give Scott any unfavourable tidings upon such sub-

jects after the commencement of the malady which proved fatal to

him,—for that from the first shook his mind ; but I think they took a

false measure of the man when they hesitated to tell him exactly how

* See Waverley Novels, vol. xvii. p. 379.
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the matter stood, throughout 1820 and the three or fcur follo^^;ni.
years, when his nitellect was as vigorous as it ever had h.-m and hi^
heart as courageous ; and I regret their scruples (among other reasons^
because the years now mentioned were the most costly ones in his lir,.'

and tor every twelvemonths in which any man allows himself f,r i-I

encouraged by others, to proceed in a course of unwise expen.iiture
It becomes proportionably more difficult, as well as painful lor him to

pull up, when the mistake is at length detected or recognised.

CHAPTER XI.

THE VISIONARY—THE PEEL OF DARNICK-SCOTT'S SATURDAY EXCURSIONS TO
ABBOTSFORD—A SUNDAY THERE IN FEBRUARY-CONSTABLE-JOHN BALLAN-
TYNE—THOMAS PURDIE, &c.—PRINCE GUSTAVUS VASA-PROCLAMATION OF
KING GEORGE IV.—PUBLICATION OF THE MONASTERY. — 1820.

In the course of December 1819, and January 1820, Scott drew up
three essays, under the title of " The Visionary," upon certain popular
doctrines and delusions, the spread of which at this time filled with

alarm, not only Tories like him, but many persons who had been distin-

guished through life for their adherence to political liberalism. These

papers appeared successively in James Ballantyne's Edinburgh Wei-kly
Journal, and their parentage being obvious, they excited much attention

in Scotland. Scott collected them into a pamphlet, which had also a

large circulation; and I remember his showing very particular satis-

faction when he observed a mason reading it to his comrades, as they
sat at their luncheon, by a new house inLeith Walk. During January,
however, his thoughts continued to be chiefly occupied with the de-

tails of the proposed coi-ps of Foresters ;
of which, I believe, it was

at last settled, as far as it depended on the other gentlemen concerned

in it, that he should be the Major. He wrote and spoke on this sub-

ject with undiminished zeal, until the whole fell to the ground in con-

sequence of the Government's ultimately declining to take on itself

any part of the expense ; a refusal which must have been fatal to any
such project when the Duke of Buccleuch was a minor. He felt the

disappointment keenly; but, in the mean time, the hearty alarritv with

which his neighbours of all classes gave in their adhesion, had atll'rded

him much pleasure, and, as regarded his own immediate dependants,

served to rivet the bonds of affection and confidence, which were to

the end maintained between him and them. Darnick had i)cen e:^]^c-

cially ardent in the cause, and he thenceforth considered its volunteers

as persons whose individual fortunes closely concerned him. I could

fill many a page with the letters which he wrote at subsequent pt^iods,

with the view of promoting the success of these spirited youm: lt;ll'>\v!»

in their various' departments of industry: they were proud ot

jhcir

patron, as may be supposed, and he was highly gratitied,
as well as

amused, when he learned that,—while the rest of the world were ta k-

ing of " The Great Unknown,"—his usual sobriquet among the villa-

15*
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gers was the " Duke of Darnick." Already his possessions almost
encircled his picturesque and thriving hamlet ;

and there were few

things on which he had more strongly fixed his fancy than acquiring
a sort of symbol of seigniory there, by becoming the purchaser of a
certain then ruinous tower that predominated, with a few coeval trees,

over the farm-houses and cottages of his ducal vassals. A letter, pre-

viously quoted, contains an allusion to this Peelhouse of Darnick;
which is moreover exactly described in the novel which he had now
in hand—the Monastery. The interest Scott seemed to take in the

Peel awakened, however, the pride of its hereditary proprietor : and
when that worthy person, who had made some money by trade in Ed-

inburgh, resolved on fitting it up for the evening retreat of his own
life, his Grace of Darnick was too happy to waive his pretensions.

This was a winter of uncommon severity in Scotland ; and the snow

lay so deep and so long as to interrupt very seriously all Scott's coun-

try operations. I find, in his letters to Laidlaw, various paragraphs
expressing the concern he took in the hardships which his poor neigh-
bours must be suffering. Thus, on the 19th of January, he says,

" Dear Willie,
" I write by the post that you may receive the enclosed, or rather subjoined,

cheque for £60, in perfect safety. This dreadful morning will probably stop
Mercer.* It makes me shiver in the midst of superfluous comforts, to think of the

distress of others. £lO of the £60 I wish you to distribute among our poorer

neighbours, so as may best aid them. I mean not only the actually indigent, but

those who are, in our phrase, ill aff. I am sure Dr. Scottf will assist you with his

advice in this labour of love. I think part of the wood-money,:J: too, should be

given among the Abbotstown folks, if the storm keeps them off work, as is like.

Yours truly,
Walter Scott."

"
Deep, deep snow lying here. How do the good-wife and bairns ? The little

bodies will be half buried in snow drift."

And again, on the 25th, he writes thus :
—

" Dear Willie,
" I have yours with the news of the inundation, which, it seems, has done no

damage. I hope Mai will be taken care of. He should have a bed in the kitchen,
and always be called in doors after it is dark, for all the kind are savage at night.
Please cause Swanston to knock him up a box, and fill it with straw from time to

time. I enclose a cheque for £50 to pay accounts, &c. Do not let the poor bodies

want for a £5, or even a £lO, more or less.

' We'll get a blessing' wi' the lave,

And never miss't.' §

"Yours, W. S."

In the course of this month, through the kindness of Mr. Croker,
Scott received from the late Earl Bathurst, then Colonial Secretary

* The weekly Darnick carrier.

t Dr. Scott of Darnlee.—See ante, p. 135. I regret to observe in the newspapers, as this

page is passing through the press, the death of this very amiable, modest, and intelligent
friend of Sir Walter Scott's.

X Some money expected from the sale of larches. § Burns.
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of State, the offer of an appointment in the civil service of thr Ka«it
India Company for his second son: and this seemed at the iiinL-UK>

good a thing not to be gratefully accepted ; though the ap[.jiromlv in-

creasing prosperity of his fortunes induced him, a fe;yv years afterwards
to indulge his parental feelings by throwing it up. Jle thus alludes to
this matter in a letter to his good old friend at Jedburgh.

To Robert Shortreed, Esq., Sheriff Substitute of Roxburghshire, Jedburgh.

,, , „. "Edinburgh, 19ih Jan. Ii*»." My dear Sir,

"I heartily congratulate you on gettinor the appointment for your son William
in a manner so very pleasant to your feelings, and which is, like all Whythank
does, considerate, friendly, and generous.* I am not aware that I have any iVicnds
at Calcutta, but if you think letters to Sir John Malcolm and Lieut. Colonel Rus-
sell would serve my young friend, he shall have my best commendations to them.

" It is very odd that almost the same thing has happened to me ; for about a
week ago, I was surprised by a letter, saying, that an unknown friend (who since

proves to be Lord Bathurst, whom I never saw or spoke with) would give my
second son a writer's situation for India. Charles is two years too youno- for this

appointment; but I do not think I am at liberty to decline an offer so advantacre-

ous, if it can be so arranged that, by exchange or otherwise, it can be kept open
for him. Ever yours faithfully,

Walter Scott."

About the middle of February'—it having been ere that time ar-

ranged that I should marry his eldest daughter in the course of the

spring,
—I accompanied hiin and part of his family on one of those

flying visits to Abbotsford, with which he often indulged himself on a

Saturday during term. Upon such occasions, Scott appeared at the

usual hour in Court, but wearing, instead of the official suit of Mack,
his country morning dress, green jacket and so forth, under the clerk's

gown; a license of which many gentlemen of the long robe had been

accustomed to avail themselves in the days of his youth
—it being then

considered as the authentic badge that they were lairds as well as

lawyers
—but which, to use the dialect of the place, had fallen into

desuetude before I knew the Parliament House. He was, I think, one

of the two or three, or, at most, the half dozen, who still adhered to

this privilege of their order ; and it has now, in all likelihood, become

quite obsolete, hke the ancient custom, a part of the same system, tor

all Scotch barristers to appear without gowns or wigs, and in coloured

clothes, when upon circuit. At noon, when the Court broke up. Peter

Mathieson was sure to be in attendance in the Parliament Close, and

five minutes after, the gown had been tossed off, and Scott, rubbing

his hands for glee, was under weigh for Tweedside. On this occasion,

he was, of course, in mourning ; but I have thought it worth while to

preserve the circumstance of 'his usual Saturday's costume. As we

proceeded, he talked without reserve of the novel of the Monastery,

of which he had the first volume with him : and mentioned, what he

had probably forgotten when he wrote the Introduction of IS-'^O. that

a good deal of that volume had been composed before he concluded

* " An India appointment, with the name blank, which the late .Afr. Prinrrlo of Whji-

bank sent unsolicited, believing- it migrht be found useful to a family where tiicre ««•

seven sons to provide for."—Note, by Mr. A. Shortreed.



176 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

Ivanhoe. '• It was a relief," he said,
" to interlay the scenery most fa-

miliar to me with the strange world for which I had to draw so much
on imagination."
Next morning there appeared at breakfast John Ballantyne, who had

at this time a shooting or hunting-box a few miles oti'in the vale of the

Leader, and with him Mr. Constable, his guest ; and it being a fine

clear day, as soon as Scott had read the Church service and one of

Jeremy Taylor's sermons, we all sallied out, before noon, on a peram-
bulation of his upland territories ; Maida and the rest of the favourites

accompanying our march. At starting we were joined by the con-

stant henchman, Tom Purdie—and I may save mvself the trouble of

any attempt to describe his appearance, for his master has given us an

inimitably true one in introducing a certain personage of his Red-

gauntlet :
—" He was, perhaps, sixty years old : yet his brow was not

much furrowed, and his jet black hair was only grizzled, not whitened,

by the advance of age. All his motions spoke strength unabated
;

and, though rather undersized, he had very broad shoulders, was

square made, thin-flanked, and apparently combined in his frame mus-
cular strength and activity ; the last somewhat impaired, perhaps, by
years, but the first remaining in full vigour. A hard and harsh coun-
tenance ; eyes far sunk under projecting eyebrows, which were griz-
zled like his hair

;
a wide mouth, furnished from ear to ear with a range

of miimpaired teeth of uncommon whiteness, and a size and breadlh
which might have become the jaws of an ogre, completed this delight-
ful portrait." Equip this figure in Scott's cast-ofF green jacket, w^ite

hat, and drab trousers : and imagine that years of kind treatment,

comfort, and the honest consequence of a confidential grieve, had soft-

ened away much of the hardness and harshness originally impressed
on the visage by anxious penury and the sinister habits of a black-

Jisher:
—and the Tom Purdie of 1820 stands before us.

We were all delighted to see how completely Scott had recovered
his bodily vigour, and none more so than Constable, who, as he puffed
and panted after him up one raxine and down another, often stopped
to wipe his forehead, and remarked that "

it was not every author who
should lead him such a dance." But Purdie's face shone with rapture
as he observed how severely the swag-bellied bookseller's activity was
tasked. Scott exclaimed exultingly, though perhaps for the tenth

time,
" This will be a glorious spring for our trees, Tom !"—" You

may say that, Sheriff'," quoth Tom,—and then lingering a moment for

Constable—" My certy," he added, scratching his head,
" and I think it

will be a grand season for our buiks too." But indeed Tom always
talked of our hdks as if they had been as regular products of the soil

as our aits and our hirks. Having threaded, first the Hexilcleugh and
then the Rhymers Glen, w-e arrived at Huntly Burn, where the hos-

pitality of the kind Weird-Sisters, as Scott called the Miss Fergusons,
reanimated our exhausted Bibliopoles, and gave them courage to extend
their walk a little t^urther down the same famous brook. Here there

was a small cottage in a very sequestered situation, by making some
little additions to which Scott thought it might be converted into a

suitable summer residence for his daughter and future son-in-law.



TOM PURDIE. ,^
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The details of that plan were soon settled—it wa^ narpo^ r ,, .n u ,

fta. a sweeter scene of sedusioa could not'te frncll"' ^! 'j?.^^some verses of Rogers'
"
Wish," which paim ihe spol :—

'

" Mine be a cot beside the hill—
A beehive's hum shall soothe my ear ;A willowy brook that turns a niill,
With many a fall shall linger near :" &c.

But when he came to the Stanza—
"And Lucy at her wheel shall sing,
In russet-gown and apron blue,"

he departed from the text, adding
—

" But if
Blue-stockings here you bring,The Great Unknown won't dine with you."

Johnny Ballantyne, a projector to the core, was particuJariy zealous
about this embryo establishment. Foreseeing that he should have had
walking enough ere he reached Huntly Burn, his dapper little New-
market groom had been ordered to fetch Old Mortality thither, and
now, mounted on his fine hunter, he capered about us, lookin^r pajiidand emaciated as a ghost, but as gay and cheerful as ever, and would
fain have been permitted to ride over hedge and ditch to mark out the

proper line of the future avenue. Scott admonished him that the

country people, if they saw him at such work, would take the whole
party for heathens; and clapping spurs to his horse, he left us. " The
deifs in the body," quoth Tom Purdie, "he'll be ower

everj' ijett
atween this and Turnagain, though it be the Lord's day. I wadna
wonder if he were to be ceeted before the Session." " Be sure, Tarn,"
cries Constable,

" that ye egg on the Dominie to blaw up his father—
I would na grudge a hundred miles o' gait to see the ne'er-do-weel on
the stool, and neither, I '11 be sworn, would the Sheriff"—"

Na, na,"

quoth the Sheriff—" we '11 let sleeping dogs be, Tam."
As we walked homeward, Scott, being a little fatigued, laid his lefl

hand on Tom's shoulder and leaned heavily for support, chattin<T to

his "
Sunday pony," as he called the affectionate fellow, just as freely

as with the rest of the party, and Tom put in his w^ord shrewdiv and

manfully, and grinned and grunted whenever the joke chanced to be
within his apprehension. It was easy to see that his heart swelled

within him from the moment that the Sheriff got his collar in his

gripe.
There arose a little dispute between them about what tree or trees

ought to be cut down in a hedgerow that we passed, and Scott seemed
somewhat ruffled with finding that some proAnous hints of his on that

head had not been attended to. When we got into motion again, his

hand was on Constable's shoulder—and Tom dropped a pace <>r two
to the rear, until we approached a gate, when he jumped forward ;md

opened it.
" Give us a pinch of your snuff, Tom," quoth the Shorifl^—

Tom's mull was produced, and the hand resumed its position. I was

much diverted with Tom's behaviour when we at length reached Ab-

botsford. There were some garden chairs on the green in front of

the cottage porch. Scott sat down on one of them to enjoy the view

of his new tower as it gleamed in the sunset, and Constable and I did

Vol. II. X
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the like. Mr. Purdie remained lounging near us for a few minutes,
and then asked the Sheriff " to speak a word." They withdrew to-

gether into the garden
—and Scott presently rejoined us with a parti-

cularly comical expression of face. As soon as Tom was out of

sight, he said—" Will ye guess what he has been saying, now 1—
Well, this is a great satisfaction ! Tom assures me that he has thought
the matter over, and loili take my advice about the thinning of that

clump behind Captain Ferguson's !"

I must not forget that, whoever might be at Abbotsford, Tom always
appeared at his master's elbow on Sunday, when dinner was over, and
drank long life to the Laird and the Lady and all the good company,
in a quaigh of whiskey, or a tumbler of wine, according to his fancy.
I believe Scott has somewhere expressed in print his satisfaction that,

among all the changes of our manners, the ancient freedom of per-
sonal intercourse may still be indulged between a master and an out-

of-doors' servant ; but in truth he kept by the old fashion even with do-

mestic servants, to an extent which I have hardly seen practised by
any other gentleman. He conversed with his coachman if he sat by
him, as he often did, on the box—with his footman, if he happened to

be in the rumble
; and when there was any very young lad in the

household, he held it a point of duty to see that his employments were
so arranged as to leave time for advancing his education, made him

bring his copy-book once a-week to the library, and examined him as

to all that he was doing. Lideed he did not confine this humanity to

his own people. Any steady servant of a friend of his was soon con-

sidered as a sort of friend too, and was sure to have a kind little col-

loquy to himself at coming and going. With all this, Scott was a

very rigid enforcer of discipline
—contrived to make it thoroughly un-

derstood by all about him, that they must do their part by him as he
did by them

; and the result was happy. I never knew any man so

well served as he was—so carefully, so respectfully, and so silently;
and I cannot help doubting if, in any department of human operations,
real kindness ever compromised real dignity.

In a letter, already quoted, there occurs some mention of the Prince
Gustavus Vasa, who was spending this winter in Edinburgh, and his

Royal Highness's accomplished attendant, the Baron Polier. I met
them frequently in Castle Street, and remember as especially interest-

ing the first evening that they dined there. The only portrait in Scott's

Edinburgh dining-room was one of Charles XII. of Sweden, and he
was struck, as indeed every one must have been, with the remarkable
resemblance which the exiled Prince's air and features presented to the

hero of his race. Young Gustavus, on his part, hung with keen and

melancholy enthusiasm on Scott's anecdotes of the expedition of Charles
Edward Stewart. The Prince, accompanied by Scott and myself,
witnessed the ceremonial of the proclamation of King George IV. on
the 2d of February at the Cross of Edinburgh, from a window over
Mr. Constable's shop in the High Street ; and on that occasion also the

air of sadness, that had mixed in his features with eager curiosity, was

very affecting. Scott explained all the details to him, not without many
lamentations over the barbarity of the Auld Reekie baillies, who had
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removed the beautiful Gothic Cross itself, for the sake r.f vvidenimr
the thoroughfare. Ihe weather was fine, the sun slu.n.; l,ri-ht niu\
the antique tabards of the heralds, the trumpet notes of V.odsavrihe
King, and the hearty cheerings of the immense uncovered tnultiimle
that filled the noble old street, produced altogether a scene of irreat

splendour and solemnity. The Royal Exile surveved it with a flnsh.-d
cheek and a watery eye, and Scott, observing his cinotinn, withdrew
with me to another window, whispering,

"
poor lad ! poor lad ! C;od

help him." Later in the season the Prince spent a few days at Ab-
botsford; but I have said enough to explain some allusions in the fob

lowing letter to Lord Montagu, in which Scott also adverts to several

public events in January and February, 1820—the assassination of the
Duke of Berri—the death and funeral of King George III.—the gen-
eral election which ensued the royal demise—and its more unhappy
consequence, the re-agitation of the old disagreement between (iuorge
IV. and his wife, who, as soon as she learned his accession to the

throne, announced her resolution of returning to England from the
Continent (where she had been leading for some years a wandrrin"-

life), and asserting her rights as queen. The Tory gentleman in whose
canvass of the Selkirk boroughs Scott was now'earnestly concerned,
was his worthy friend, Mr. Henry Monteith of Carstai'rs, who ulti-

mately carried the election.

To the Lord Montagu, ^c. ^c, Ditton Park, Windsor.

"
Edinburgh, 22d February, ISW" My dear Lord,

" I have nntliinof to say, except that Selkirk has declared decidedly for Mon-
teith, and that his calling and election seem to be sure. Roxburtrhshire is right
and tight. Harden will not stir for Berwickshire. In short, within my sphere of

observation, there is nothing which need make you regret your personal absence ;

and I hope my dear young namesake and chief will not find his intbienre abated

while he is unable to head it himself. It is but little I can do, but it shall always
be done with a good will—and merits no thanks, fori owe much more to his father's

memory than ever I can pay a tittle of. I often think what he would have said or

wished, and, within my limited sphere, that will always be a rule to me while I

have the means of advancing in any respect the interest of his son—certainly if any

thing could increase this desire, it would be the banner being at present in your

Lordship's hand. I can do little but look out ahead, but that is always something.
When I look back on the house of Buccleuch, as I once knew it, it is a sad retro-

spect. But we must look forward, and hope for the young blossom of so goodly a

tree. I think your Lordship judged quite right in carrying Walter in his place to

the funeral.* He will long remember it, and may survive many occasions of the

same kind, to all human appearance. Here is a horrid business of the Duke de

Berri. It was first told me yesterday by Count Itterburg (?. e. Prince (nistavus of

Sweden, son of the ex-King), who comes to see me very often. No fairy tale could

match the extravagance of such a tale being told to a private Scotch gentleman by
such a narrator, his own grandfather having perished in the same manner. But our

age has been one of complete revolution, baffling all argument and expectation. As

to the King and Queen, or to use the abbreviation of an old Jacobite of
niy

ac-

quaintance, who, not loving to hear them so called at full length, and yet desirous

to have the newspapers read to him, commanded these words always to be pro-

nounced as the letters K. and Q.—I say then, as to the K. and the Q. I venture to

think, that whichever strikes the first blow will lose the battle. The sound. wU-

* The funeraj of George III. at Windsor: the young Duke of Buccleuch wai tt thi*

time at Eton.
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judging, and well-principled body of the people will be much shocked at the stir-

ring such a hateful and disgraceful question. If the K. urges it unprovoked, the

public feeling will put him in the wrong ;
if he lets her alone, her own imprudence,

and that of her hot-headed adviser Harry Brougham, will push on the discussion ;

and, take a fool's word for it, as Sancho says, the country will never bear her

coming back, foul with the various kinds of infamy she has been stained with, to

force herself into the throne. On the whole, it is a discussion most devoutly to be

deprecated by those who wish well to the Royal family.
" Now for a very different subject. I have a report that there is found on the

farm of Melsington, in a bog, the limb of a bronze figure, full size, with a spur on
the heel. This has been reported to Mr. Riddell, as Commissioner, and to me as

Antiquary in chief, on the estate. I wish your Lordship would permit it to be sent

provisionally to Abbotsford, and also allow me, if it shall seem really curious, to

make search for the rest of the statue. Clarkson* has sent me a curious account

of it ; and that a Roman statue, for such it seems, of that size should be found in so

wild a place, has something very irritating to the curiosity. I do not of course

desire to have any thing more than the opportunity of examining the relique.
It may be the foundation of a set of bronzes, if stout Lord Walter should turn

to viriu.
"
Always, my dear Lord, most truly yours,

Walter Scott."

The novel of the Monastery was published, by Messrs. Longman
and Co., in the beginning of March. It appeared not in the post 8vo
form of Ivanhoe, but in 3 vols. 12mo, like the earlier works of the

series. In fact, a few sheets of the Monastery had been printed be-

fore Scott agreed to let Ivanhoe have "
By the Author of Waverley"

on its title-page; and the different shapes of the two books belonged
to the abortive scheme of passing off " Mr. Laurence Templeton" as

a hitherto unheard of candidate for literary success.

CHAPTER XII.

SCOTT REVISITS LONDON—HIS PORTRAIT BY LAWRENCE, AND BUST BY
CHANTREY— ANECDOTES BY ALLAN CUNNINGHAM— LETTERS TO MRS.
SCOTT—LAIDLAW, &c.—HIS BARONETCY GAZETTED— MARRIAGE OF HIS
DAUGHTER SOPHIA—LETTER TO "THE BARON OF GALASHIELS"—VISIT OF
PRINCE GUSTAVUS VASA AT ABBOTSFORD—TENDERS OF HONORARY DE-
GREES FROM OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE—LETTER TO MR. THOMAS SCOTT—
1820.

At the rising of his Court on the 12th of March, Scott proceeded
to London, for the purpose of receiving his baronetcy, which he had
been prevented from doing in the spring of the preceding year by his

own illness, and again at Christmas by accumulated family afflictions.

On his arrival in town, his son the Cornet met him ;
and they both

established themselves at Miss Dumergue's.
One of his first visiters was Sir Thomas Lawrence, who informed

him that the King had resolved to adorn the great gallery, then in

progress at Windsor Castle, with portraits by his hand of his Majesty's

* Ebenezer Clarkson, Esq., a surg^eon of distinguished skill at Selkirk, and through life

a trusty friend and crony of the Sheriff's.
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most distinguished contemporaries; all the reifrninfr monarchs of Fu
rope, and their chief ministers and generals, had already sat for ti.i^

purpose; on the same walls the King desired to sec exhibited those of
his own subjects who had attained the highest honours of litc-rulure
and science—and it was his pleasure that this series should commence
with Walter Scott. The portrait was of course begun imrncdiut(-lv
and the head was finished before Scott left town. Sir Thomas has

caught and fixed with admirable skill one of the loftiest expressions
of Scott's countenance at the proudest period of his life : to the per-
fect truth of the representation every one who ever surprised him in

the act of composition at his desk, will bear witness. The expression,
however, w^as one with which many who had seen the man ofi(Mi[

were not familiar
; and it was extremely unfortunate that Sir Thomas

filled in the figure from a separate sketch after he had quitted London.
When I first saw the head I thought nothing could be better ; but
there was an evident change for the worse when the picture appeared
in its finished state—for the rest of the person had been done on a dif-

ferent scale, and this neglect of proportion takes considerably from
the majestic effect which the head itself, and especially the mighty
pile of forehead, had in nature. I hope one day to see a good engrav-
ing of the head alone, as I first saw it floating on a dark sea of canvas.

Lawrence told me, several years afterwards, that, in his opinion,
the two greatest men he had painted were the Duke of Wellington
and Sir Walter Scott ;

" and it was odd," said he,
" that they both

chose usually the same hour for sitting
—seven in the morning. They

were both as patient sitters as I ever had. Scott, however, was, in

my case at least, a very diflScult subject. I had selected what had

struck me as his noblest look ;
but when he was in the chair before

me, he talked away on all sorts of subjects in his usual style, so that

it cost me great pains to bring him back to solemnity, when I had to

attend to any thing beyond the outline of a subordinate feature. I

soon found that the surest recipe was to say something that would

lead him to recite a bit of poetry. I used to introduce, by hook or by
crook, a few lines of Campbell or Byron

—he was sure to take up the

passage where I left it, or cap it by something better—and then—
w^hen he was, as Dryden says of one of his heroes—

' Made up of three parts fire—so full of Heaven

It sparkled at his eyes'
—

then was my time—and I made the best use I could of it. The hard-

est day's-work I had with him was once when ******
accompanied

him to my painting room. ****** was in particularly gay spirits, ami

nothing would serve him but keeping both artist and sitter in a j)er-

petual state of merriment by anecdote upon anecdote about poor Sheri-

dan. The anecdotes were mostly in themselves black enough,—but

the style of the conteur was irresistibly quaint and comical. W hen

Scott came next, he said he was ashamed of himself for laughing so

much as he Hstened to them; 'for truly,' quoth he, 'if the tithe uas

fact,
******

might have said to Sherry—as Lord Rraxfiold once sani

to an eloquent culprit at the bar—' Ye're a vera clever cliicl', man, but

ye wad be nane the waur o' a hanging."

16
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It was also during this visit to London that Scott sat to Mr. (now
Sir Francis) Chantrey for that bust which alone preserves for posterity
the cast of expression most fondly remembered by all who ever min-

gled in his domestic circle. Chantrey's request that Scott would sit to

him was communicated through Mr. Allan Cunningham, then (as now)
employed as Clerk of the Works in our great Sculptor's estabUshment.

Mr. Cunningham, in his early days, when gaining his bread as a stone-

mason in Nithsdale, made a pilgrimage on foot into Edinburgh, for the

sole purpose of seeing the author of Marmion as he passed along the

street. He was now in possession of a celebrity of his own, and had
mentioned to his patron his purpose of calling on Scott to thank him
for some kind message he had received, through a common friend, on
the subject of those " Remains of Nithsdale and Galloway Song,"
which first made his poetical talents known to the public. Chantrey
embraced this opportunity of conveying to Scott his own long-cher-
ished ambition of modelling his head

; and Scott at once assented to

the flattering proposal.
" It was about nine in the morning," says

Mr. Cunningham,
" that I sent in mv card to him at Miss Dumergue's

in Piccadilly
—it had not been gone a minute when I heard a quick

heavy step coming, and in he came, holding out both hands, as was
his custom, and saying, as he pressed mine—' Allan Cunningham, I

am glad to see you.'
" "

I said something" (continues Mr. C.)
" about

the pleasure I felt in touching the hand that had charmed me so much.
He moved his hand, and with one of his comic smiles, said,

' Ay—
and a big brown hand it is.' I was a little abashed at first : Scott

saw it, and soon put me at my ease ;
he had the power, I had almost

called it the art, but art it was not, of winning one's heart and restor-

ing one's confidence beyond any man I ever met." Then ensued a
little conversation, in which Scott complimented Allan on his ballads,

and urged him to try some work of more consequence, quoting Burns's

words,
" for dear auld Scotland's sake ;" but beina: ensraffed to break-

fast in a distant part of the town, he presently dismissed his visiter,

promising to appear next day at an early hour, and submit himself to

Mr. Chantrey's inspection.

Chantrey's purpose had been the same as Lawrence's—to seize a

poetical phasis of Scott's countenance; and he proceeded to model
the head as looking upwards, gravely and solemnly. The talk that

passed, mean time, had equally amused and gratified both, and fortu-

nately, at parting, Chantrey requested that Scott would come and break-

fast with him next morning before they recommenced operations on
the studio. Scott accepted the invitation, and when he arrived again
in Ecclestone street, found two or three acquaintances assembled to

meet him,—among others, his old friend Richard Heber. The break-
fast was, as any party in Sir Francis Chantrey's house is sure to be, a

gay and joyous one, and not having seen Heber in particular for sev-

eral years, Scott's spirits were unusually excited by the presence of an
intimate associate of his youthful days. I transcribe what follows

from Mr. Cunningham's Memorandum :—
" Heber made many enquiries about old friends in Edinburgh, and old books and

old houses, and reminded the other of their early socialities. '

Ay,' said Mr. Scott,
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« I remember we once dined out together, and sat so late that when we cime a*-ar
the night and day were so neatly balanced, that we resolved to walk al,..ut till 17
rise. The moon was not down, however, and we took advantaa,. of her la.lv.hii,'!
lantern and climbed to the top of Arthur's Seat; when we came down we ha. ^
rare appetite for breakfast.'—'I remember it well,' said Heber; '

Kdinburah was awild place in those days,—it abounded in clubs—convivial clubs.'—' Yes"' replird
Mr. Scott,

' and abounds still ; but the conversation is calmer, and there are n<.^,ii.-h
salhes now as might be heard in other times. One club, I remember, was iiif.st.d
with two Kemps, father and son : when the old man had done speakiiifr, the younfr
one began,—and before he grew wearj^ the father was refreshed and took

tip the

song. John Clerk, during a pause, was called on for a stave ; he immediately
struck up in a psalm-singing tone, and electrified the club with a verse which sticks
like a burr to my memorj'—

Now, God Almig-hty judge James Kemp,
And likewise his son John,

And hang- them over Hell in hemp,
And burn them in brimstone.'

" In the midst of the mirth which this specimen of psalmody raised, John (com-
monly called Jack) Fuller, the member for Surrey, and standing jester of the House
of Commons, came in. Heber, who was well acquainted with the free and joyous
character of that worthy, began to lead him out by relating some festive anecdotes :

Fuller growled approbation, and indulged us with some of his odd sallies; things
which, he assured us, 'were damned good, and true too, which was better.' >fr.

Scott, who was standing when Fuller came in, eyed him at first with a look grave
and considerate ; but as the stream of conversation flowed, his keen eye twinkled

brighter and brighter ; his stature increased, for he drew himself up, and seemed to

take the measure of the hoary joker, body and soul. An honr or two of social

chat had meanwhile induced Mr. Chantrey to alter his views as to the bust, and
when Mr. Scott left us, he said to me privately,

' this will never do—I shall never
be able to please myself with a perfectly serene expression. I must try his con-

versational look, take him when about to break out into some sly funny old story.'
As Chantrey said this, he took a string, cut oflf the head of the bust, put it into its

present position, touched the eyes and the mouth slightly, and w^rought such a

transformation upon it, that when Scott came to his third sitting, he smiled, and

said, 'Ay, ye're mair like yoursel now !—Why, Mr. Chantrey, no witch of old ever

performed such cantrips with clay as this.'
"

These sittincrs were seven in number; but when Scott revisited

London, a week afterwards, he gave Chantrey several more, the bust

being by that time in marble. Allan Cunningham, when he called to

bid him farewell, as be was about to leave town on the present occa-

sion, found him in court dress, preparing to kiss hands at the Levee,

on being gazetted as baronet. " He seemed any thing but at his ease,"

says Cunningham,
" in that strange attire ; he was like one in armour

—the stiff' cut of the coat—the large shining buttons and buckles—
the lace ruffies—the queue

—the sword—and the cocked hat, formed

a picture at which I could not forbear smiling. He surveyed himself

in the glass for a moment, and burst into a hearty laugh.
' O Allan,'

he said,
' O Allan, what creatures we must make of ourselves in oIjc-

dience to Madam Etiquette.
' See'st thou not, I say, what a deformed

thief this Fashion is ?—how giddily he turns about all the hotbloods

between fourteen and five-and-thirty V
"*

Scott's baronetcv was conferred on him, not in consequence of any

Ministerial suggestion, but bv the King personally, and ot his own

unsoUcited motion; and when'the Poet kissed his hand, he said to him

* Much ado about Nothing. Act iii. Scene 3.
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—" I shall always reflect with pleasure on Sir Walter Scott's having
been the first creation of my reign."
The Gazette announcing his new dignity was dated March 30, and

published on the 2d April, 1820; and the Baronet, as soon afterwards

as he could get away from Lawrence, set out on his return to the

North; for he had such respect for the ancient prejudice (a classical

as well as a Scottish one) against marrying in May, that he was
anxious to have the ceremony in which his daughter was concerned
over before that unlucky month should commence. It is needless to

say, that during this stay in London he had again experienced, in its

fullest measure, the enthusiasm of all ranks of his acquaintance ; and
I shall now transcribe a few paragraphs from domestic letters, which
will show, among other things, how glad he was when the hour came
that restored him to his ordinary course of life.

To Mrs. Scott, 39, Castle Street, Edinburgh.
"
Piccadilly, 20th March, 1S20.

" My dear Charlotte,
" I have got a delightful plan for the addition at Abb , which, I think, will

make it quite complete, and furnish me with a handsome library, and you with a

drawing-room and better bed-room, with good bed-rooms for company, &c. It will

cost me a little hard work to meet the expense, but I have been a good while idle.

I hope to leave this town early next week, and shall hasten back with great delight
to my own household gods.

"
I hope this will find you from under Dr. Ross's charge. I expect to see you

quite in beauty when I come down, for I assure you I have been coaxed by very
pretty ladies here, and look for merry faces at home. My picture comes on, and
will be a grand thing, but the sitting is a great bore. Chantrey's bust is one of

the finest things he ever did. It is quite the fashion to go to see it—there's for

you. Yours, my dearest love, with the most sincere affection,

Walter Scott."

To the Same.
" March 27, Piccadilly.

"My dear Charlotte,
" I have the pleasure to say that Lord Sidmouth has promised to dismiss me

in all my honours by the 30th, so that I can easily be with you by the end of

April ; and you and Sophia may easily select the 28th, 21)lh, or 30th, for the cere-

mony. I have been much feted here, as usual, and had a very quiet dinner at Mr.
Arbuthnot's yesterday with the Duke of Wellington, where Walter heard the great
Lord in all his glory talk of war and Waterloo. Here is a hellish—yes, literally
a hellish bustle. My head turns round with it. The whole mob of the Middlesex

blackguards pass through Piccadilly twice a day, and almost drive me mad with
their noise and vociferation.* Pray do, my dear Charlotte, write soon. You
know those at a distance are always anxious to hear from home. I beg you to say
what would give you pleasure that I could bring from this place, and whether you
want any thing from Mrs. Arthur for yourself, Sophia, or Anne; also what would

please little Charles. You know you may stretch a point on this occasion. Rich-
ardson says your honours will be Gazetted on Saturday; certainly very soon, as

the King, I believe, has signed the warrant. When, or how I shall see him, is not

determined, but I suppose I shall have to go to Brighton. My best love attends

the girls, little Charles, and all the quadrupeds.
" 1 conclude that the marriage will take place in Castle Street, and want to know

where they go, &c. All this you will have to settle without my wise head ; but I

* The general election was going on.
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Walter Scott."

(" For the Lady Scott of Abbotsford—to be.")

To Mr. James Ballantyne, Printer, Si. John's Street, Edinburgh.

"Dear James,
"28th March. 9r,.Piccau,..y.

" I am much obliged by your attentive letter. Unquestionably LonoTrmn and
Co. sell their books at subscription price, because they have the first of iho iii;irkci,
and only one-third of the books ; so that, as they say with us,

'
let them care that

come ahint,' This I knew and foresaw, and the ragintrs of the booksellers, con-

siderably aggravated by the displeasure of Constable and his house, arc ridiculous

enough ; and as to their injuring the work, if it have a principle of locomotion in

it, they cannot stop it—if it has not, they cannot make it move. I care not a beat

twopence about their quarrels ; only I say now, as I always said, that Constable's

management is best, both for himself and the author; and, had we not been con-
trolled by the narrowness of discount, I would put nothing past him. I agree
with the public in thinking the M-ork not very interesting; but it was written with
as much care as the others—that is, with no care at all { and,

' If it is na weil bobbit we'll bobb it again.'

" On these points I am Atlas. I cannot -nTite much in this bustle of engage-
ments, with Sir Francis's mob hollowing (hallooing) under the windows. I find

that even this light composition demands a certain degree of silence, and I might
as well live in a cotton-mill. Lord Sidmouth tells me I will obtain leave to quit
London by the 30th, which will be delightful news, for I find I cannot bear late

hours and great society so well as formerly, and yet it is a fine thing to hear politics
talked of by Ministers of State, and war discussed by the Duke of Wellininon.

" My occasions here will require that John or you send me two notes payable at

Coutts's for £300 each, at two and three months' date. I will write to Constable

for one at £350, which will settle my affairs here—whirli, with fees and other

matters, come, as you may think, pretty heavy. Let the bills be drawn payable at

Coutts', and sent' without delay. I will receive them safe if sent under Mr.

Freeling's cover. Mention particularly what you are doing, for now is your time

to push miscellaneous work. Pray take great notice of inaccuracies in the Novels.

They are very very many—some mine, I dare say
—but all such as you may and

ought to correct. If you would call on William Erskine (who is your well-wisher,

and a little mortified he never sees you), he would point out some of them.
" Do you ever see Lockhart ? You should consult him on every doubt where

you would refer to me if present. Yours very truly.

" You say nothing of John, yet I am anxious about him."

To Mr. Laidlaw, Kaeside, Melrose.

Loirtloii, April 2, IcOC.

"Dear Willie,

"I had the o-reat pleasure of your letter, which carries me back to my own

riraes, which I love so dearlv, out of this place of bustle and politics.
^V hen I

can see my Master—and thank him for many acts of favour—1 think I wil bid

adieu to London for ever; for neither the hours nor the society suit me so well as

a few years since. There is too much necessity for exertion, too much brilliancy

and excitation from morning till night. ,, . i i ,k«,
"I am crlad the sheep are away, though at a loss. I should think the weatner

rather too'dry for planting, judging by what we have here. Do not let I onr. go "n

stickincr in plants to no purpose-better put in firs in a
"T*'")' ^''^.J^-'^ ;"l

Give mv service to him. I expect to be at Edinburgh in the end
^

.•'''>•
'"^"'^

Hnd to <ret a week at Abbotsford before the Session sits down. I think )ou ar«

Vol. II. Y 16*
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light to be in no hurry to let Broomielees. There seems no complaint of wanting
money here just now, so I hope things will come round—Ever yours, truly,

Walter Scott."

To Miss Scott, Castle Street, Edinburgh.
"
London, April 3, ]820.

*' Dear Sophia,
" I have no letter from any one at home excepting Lockhart, and he only says

you are all well ; and I trust it is so. I have seen most of my old friends, who are

a little the worse for the wear, like myself. A five years' march down the wrong
side of the hill tells more than ten on the right side. Our good friends here are

kind as kind can be, and no frumps. They lecture the Cornet a little, which he

takes with becoming deference and good humour. There is a certain veil of Flanders

lace floatingr in the wind for a certain occasion, from a certain gfodmother, but that

is more than a dead secret.

"We had a very merry day yesterday at Lord Melville's, where we found Lord

Huntly* and other friends, and had a bumper to the new Baronet, whose name was

gazetted that evening. Lady Huntly plays Scotch tunes like a Highland angel.
She ran a set of variations on ' Kenmure's on and awa',' which I told her were

enough to raise a whole country-side. I never in my life heard such fire thrown
into that sort of music. I am now laying anchors to windward, as John Ferguson
says, to get Walter's leave extended. We saw the D. of York, who was very civil,

but wants altogether the courtesy of the King. I have had a very gracious message
from the King. He is expected up very soon, so I don't go to Brighton, which is

so far good. I fear his health is not strong. Mean while all goes forward for the

Coronation. The expense of the robes for the peers may amount to £400 a-piece.
All the ermine is bought up at the most extravagant prices. I hear so much of it,

that I really think, like Beau Tibbs, I shall be tempted to come up and see it, if

possible. Indeed, I don't see why I should not stay here, as I seem to be forgotten
at home. The people here are like to smother me with kindness, so why should I

be in a great hurry to leave them 1

" I write, wishing to know what I could bring Anne and you and mamma down
that would be acceptable ; and I shall be much obliged to you to put me up to that

matter. To little Charles also I prom.ised something, and I wish to know what he
would like. I hope he pays attention to Mr. Thompson, to whom remember my
best compliments. I hope to get something for him soon.

"
To-day I go to spend my Sabbath quietly with Joanna Baillie and John Rich-

ardson, at Hampstead. The long Cornet goes with me. I have kept him amongst
the seniors—nevertheless he seems pretty well amused. He is certainly one of the

best conditioned lads I ever saw, in point of temper.
" I understand you and Anne have gone through the ceremony of confirmation.

Pray, write immediately, and let me know how you are all going on, and what you
would like to have, all of you. You know how much I would like to please you.
Yours, most affectionately,

Walter Scott."

While Scott remained in London, the Professorship of Moral Phi-

losophy in the University of Edinburgh became vacant by the death

of Dr. Thomas Brown ; and among others who proposed themselves
as candidates to fill it was the author of the Isle of Palms. He was

opposed in the Town Council (who are the patrons of most of the

Edinburgh chairs), on various pretences, but solely, in fact, on party

grounds, certain humorous political pieces having much exacerbated
the Whigs of the North against him ; and I therefore wrote to Scott,

requesting him to animate the Tory Ministers in his behalf Sir Walter
did so, and Mr. Wilson's canvass was successful. The answer to my
communication was in these terms :

—
* The late Duke of Gordon.
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To J. G. Lockhart, Esq. Great King Street, Edinburgh.

" Dear Lockhart,

"
"""'""• *^' •''"^''- '«"

" I have yours of the Sunday morning, which has been
terribly loner of cohuht

There needed no apology for mentioning any thing in which I could h7: of s.rvir.'-
to Wilson ; and, so far as good words and good wishes here can do, I think he wil'l
be successful ; but the battle must be fought in Edinburgh. You are aware that
the only point of exception to Wilson may be, that, with the fire of genius, he ha.H

possessed some of its eccentricities;—but, did he ever approach to those of Henry
Brougham, who is the god of Whiggish idolatry'? If the high and rare (pialiiieH
with which he is invested are to be thrown aside as useless, because they may be
clouded by a few grains of dust which he can blow aside at pleasure, it is less a

punishment on INIr. Wilson than on the country. I have little doubt he would con-
sider success in this w-eighty matter as a pledge for binding down his acute and
powerful mind to more regular labour than circumstances have hitherto required of
him ; for indeed, without doing so, the appointment could in no point of view answer
his purpose. He must stretch to the oar for his own credit as well as that of his
friends ; and if he does so there can be no doubt that his efforts will be doubly
blessed, in reference both to himself and to public utility. He must make every
friend he can amongst the council. Palladio Johnstone should not be omitted. If

my wafe canvasses him, she may do some good on the man of cheese and sweet-
meats.*
"You must, of course, recommend to Wilson great temper in his canvass for

wrath will do no good. After all, he must leave off sack, purge, and live cleanly
as a gentleman ought to do ; otherwise people w411 compare his present ambition to

th'it of Sir Terry O'Fag when he wished to become a judge.
' Our pleasant follies

are made the w hips to scourge us,' as Lear says ; for otherwise what could possibly
stand in the way of his nomination 1 I trust it will take place, and give him the

consistence and steadiness which are all he wants to make him the first man of

the age.
" I am very angry with Castle Street—Not a soul has written me, save yourself,

since I came to London. Y^ours very truly,
Walter Scott."

Sir Walter, accompanied by the Cornet, reached Edinburgh late in

April, and on the 29th of that month he gave me the hand of his daugh-
ter Sophia. The wedding, more Scotico, took place in the evening ;

and, adhering on all such occasions to ancient modes of observance

with the same punctiHousness which he mentions as distinguishing his

worthy father, he gave a jolly supper afterwards to all the friends and

connexions of the young couple.
His excursions to Tweedside during Term-time were, with very rare

exceptions, of the sort which I have described in the preceding rhajv

ter; but he departed from his rule about this time, in honour of the

Swedish Prince, who had expressed a wish to see Abbotsford betoro

leaving Scotland, and assembled a number of iiis friends and neigh-

bours to meet his Royal Highness. Of the invitations which he dis-

tributed on this occasion, I insert one specimen
—that addressed to Mr.

Scott of Gala.

* Mr. Robert Johnstone, a grocer on a large scale on the North Bridge of Edmburifh,

and long one of the leading- Bailies, was about this time the prominent patron ot .*'nic

architectural novelties in Auld Reekie, which had found no favour with Scott ;—tvn'-'- "••

proenomen of Palladio—which he owed, I believe, to a sonsr i" Blackwotxi's '\'

The good Bailie had been at the High School with Sir Walter, and their trion .

course was never interrupted but by death.
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* To the Baron of Galashiels

The Knight of Ahhotsford sends greeting.

"Trusty and well beloved—Whereas Gustavus, Prince Royal of Sweden, pro-

poseth to honour our poor house of Abbotsford with his presence on Thursday next,
and to repose himself there for certain days, we do heartily pray you, out of the

love and kindness wliich is and shall abide betwixt us, to be aiding to us at this

conjuncture, and to repair to Abbotsford with your lady, either upon Thursday or

Friday, as may best suit your convenience and pleasure, looking for no denial at

your hands. Which loving countenance we will, with all thankfulness, return to

you at your mansion of Gala. The hour of appearance being five o'clock, we re-

quest you to be then and there present, as you love the honour of the name ; and
so advance banners in the name of God and St. Andrew.

Walter Scott."
Given at Edinbursfh,
20th May, 1820." \

The visit of Count Itterburg is alluded to in this letter to the Cornet,
who had now rejoined his regiment in Ireland. It appears that on

reaching head-quarters he had found a charger liors de combat.

To Walter Scott, Esq., I8th Hussars, Cork.

" Castle Street, May 31, 1820.
" Dear Walter,

" I enclose the cheque for the allowance ; pray take care to get good notes in

exchange. You had better speak to the gentleman whom Lord Shannon introduced

you to, for, when banks take a-breaking, it seldom stops with the first who go. I

am very sorry for your loss. You must be economical for a while, and bring your-
self round again, for at this moment I cannot so well assist as I will do by and by.
So do not buy any thing but what you jieed.

" I was at Abbotsford for three days last week, to receive Count Itterburg, who
seemed very happy while with us, and was much affected when he took his leave.

I am sorry for him—his situation is a very particular one, and his feelings appear
to be of the kindest order. When he took leave of me, he presented me with a

beautiful seal, with all our new blazonries cut on a fine amethyst ; and what I

thought the prettiest part, on one side of the setting is cut my name, on the other

the Prince's—Gusfaf. He is to travel through Ireland, and will probably be at

Cork. You will, of course, ask the Count and Baron to mess, and off'er all civili-

ties in your power, in which, I dare say. Colonel Murray will readily join. They
intend to inquire after you.

" I have bought the land adjoining to the Burnfoot cottage, so that we now march
with the Duke Buccleuch all the way round that course. It cost me i£2300—but

there is a great deal of valuable fir planting, which you may remember ; fine roost-

ing for the black game. Still I think it is £200 too dear, ijut Mr. Laidlaw thinks

it can be made worth the money, and it rounds the property oflT very handsomely.
You cannot but remember the ground; it lies under the Eildon, east of the Charge-
law.

" Mamma, Anne, and Charles are all well. Sophia has been complaining of a
return of her old sprain. I told her Lockhart would return her on our hands as not

being sound wind and limb.
" I beg you to look at your French, and have it much at heart that you should

study German. Believe me, always affectionately yours,
Walter Scott."

In May 1820, Scott received from both the English Universities the

highest compliment which it was in their power to offer him. The
Vice-Chancellors of Oxford and Cambridge communicated to him, in

the same week, their request that he would attend at the approaching
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Commemorations, and accept the honorary degree of Dr.rtr.r i„ CivilLaw. It was nnpossible for him to leave Scotland a<Min that season-
and on various subsequent renewals of the same flatierin-' proposition
from either body, he was prevented, by similar circumstances fn„n
availing himself of their distinguished kindness.

In the course of a few months Scott's family arrangements Imd un-

dergone, as we have seen, considerable alteration. Mearnvhilc lie

continued anxious to be allowed to adopt, as it were, the only son of
his brother Thomas

; and the letter, in consequence of which that

hopeful youth was at last committed to his charge, contains so miK-.h
matter likely to interest parents and guardians, that, though Ion", I

cannot curtail it.
'^'

To Thomas Scott, Esq., Paymaster- 70th Regiment.

"
Abbotsford. 23d July. 1830." My dear Tom,

"Your letter of May, this day received, made me truly happy, being the first

I have received from you since our dear mother's death, and the consequen^t breachoa
which fate has made in our family. My own health continues quite firm, at no

greater sacrifice than bidding adieu to our old and faithful friend John Barleycorn,
whose life-blood has become a little too heavy for my stomach. I wrote to you
from London concerning the very handsome manner in which the King behaved to

me in conferring my petit fitre, and also of Sophia's intended marriage, which took

place in the end of April as we intended. I got Walter's leave prolonged, that he

might be present, and I assure you that, when he attended at the ceremony in full

regimentals, you have scarce seen a handsomer young man. He is about six feet

and an inch, and perfectly well made. Lockhart seems to be every thing that I

could wish, and as they have enough to live easily upon for the present, and good ex-

pectations for the future, life opens well with them. They are to spend their vaca-

tions in a nice little cottage, in a glen belonging to this property, with a rivulet in

front, and a grove of trees on the east side to keep away the cold wind. It is about

two miles distant from this house, and a very pleasant walk reaches to it through

my plantations, which now occupy several hundred acres. Thus there will be space

enough betwixt the old man of letters and the young one. Charles's destination to

India is adjourned till he reaches the proper age
—it seems he cannot hold a writer-

ship until he is sixteen years old, and then is admitted to study for two years at

Hertford College.
" After my own sons, my most earnest and anxious wish will be, of course, for

yours,
—and with this view I have pondered well what you say on the subject of

your Walter ;
and whatever line of life you may design him for, it is scarce possi-

ble but that I can be of considerable use to him. Before fixing, however, on a point

so very important, I would have you consult the nature of the boy himself. I do

not mean by this that you should ask his opinion, because at so early an age a well

bred up child naturally takes up what is suggested to him by his parents ; but I

think you should consider, with as much impartiality
as a parent can. liis tonipor,

disposition, and qualities of mind and body. It is not enough that you think there

is an opening for him in one profession rather than another,—for it were better to

sacrifice the fairest prospects of that kind than to put a boy into a line of life for

which he is not calculated. If my nephew is steady, cautious, fond of a srd.<nt;iry

life and quiet punmits, and at the same time a proficient in arithmetic, and with a

disposition towards the prosecution of its highest branches, he cannot follow a bet-

ter line than that of an accountant. It is highly respectable—and is one m which,

with attention and skill, aided by such opportunities as I may be able to pnx'ure

for him, he must ultimately succeed. I say ultimntoly, because the harvest is smalJ

and the labourers numerous in this as in other branches of our legal practin- ; ;ind

whoever is to dedicate himself to them, must look for a long and laborious tn.-t of

attention ere he reaches the reward of his labours. If I live, however, I will ilo ail

I can for him, and see him put under a proper person, taking his prenUco fee, &c..
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upon myself. But if, which may possibly be the case, the lad has a decided turn

for active life and adventure, is high-spirited, and impatient of long and dry labour,
with some of those feelings not unlikel}' to result from having lived all his life in a

camp or a barrack, do not deceive yourself, my dear brother—you will never make
him an accountant; you will never be able to convert such a sword into a pnining-
hook, merely because you think a pruning-hook the better thing of the two. In this

supposed case your authority and my recommendation might put him into an ac-

countant's office; but it would be just to waste the earlier years of his life in idle-

ness, with all the temptations to dissipation which idleness gives way to; and what
sort of a place a writing chamber is, you cannot but remember. So years might
wear away, and at last the youth starts off from his profession, and becomes an ad-

venturer too late in life, and with the disadvantage, perhaps, of offended friends

and advanced age standing in the way of his future prospects.
"This is what I have judged fittest in my own family, for Walter would have

gone to the bar had I liked, but I was sensible (with no small reluctance did I ad-

mit the conviction) that I should only spoil an excellent soldier to make a poor and

undistinguished gownsman. On the same principle I shall send Charles to India,

not, God knows, with my will, for there is little chance of my living to see him
return ; but merely that, judging by his disposition, I think the voyage of his life

might be otherwise lost in shallows. He has excellent parts, but they are better

calculated for intercourse with the world than for hard and patient study. Having
thus sent one son abroad from my family, and being about to send off the other in

due time, you will not, I am sure, think that I can mean disregard to your parental

feelings in stating what I can do for your Walter. Should his temper and character

incline for active life, I think I can promise to get him a cadetship in the East India

Compan3''s service; so soon as he has had the necessary education, I will be at the

expense of his equipment and passage-money ;
and when he reaches India, there he

is completely provided, secure of a competence if he lives, and with great chance
of a fortune if he thrives. I am aware this would be a hard pull at Mrs. Scott's

feelings and yours ; but recollect your fortune is small, and the demands on it nu-

merous, and pagodas and rupees are no bad things. I can get Walter the first in-

troductions, and if he behaves himself as becomes your son, and my nephew, I

have friends enough in India, and of the highest class, to ensure his success, even
his rapid success—ahva3^s supposing my recommendations to be seconded by his

own conduct. If, therefore, the youth has any thing of your own spirit, for God's
sake do not condemn him to a drudgery which he will never submit to—and re-

member, to sacrifice his fortune to your fondness will be sadly mistaken affection.

As matters stand, unhappily you must be separated ; and considering the advantages
of India, the mere circumstance of distance is completely counterbalanced. Health
is what will naturally occur to Mrs. Scott ; but the climate of India is now well

understood, and those who attend to ordinarj' precaution live as healthy as in Brit-

ain. And so I have said my say. Most heartily will I do my best in any way
you may ultimately decide for ; and as the decision really ought to turn on the boy's

temper and disposition, you must be a better judge by far than any one else. But
if he should resemble his father and uncle in certain indolent habits, I fear he will

make a better subject for an animating life of enterprise than for the technical

labour of an accountant's desk. There is no occasion, fortunately, for forming any
hasty resolution. When you send him here, I will do all that is in my power to

stand in the place of a father to him, and you may fully rely on my care and ten-

derness. If he should ultimately stay at Edinburgh, as both my own boys leave

me, I am sure I shall have great pleasure in having the nearest in blood after them
with me. Pray send him as soon as you can, for at his age, and under imperfect

opportunities of education, he must have a good deal to make up. I wish I could

be of the same use to you which I am sure I can be to your son.
" Of public news I have little to send. The papers will tell you the issue of the

Radical row for the present. The yeomanry behaved most gallantly. There is in

Edinburgh a squadron as fine as ours w'as, all young men, and zealous soldiers.

They made the western campaign with the greatest spirit, and had some hard and

fatiguing duty, long night-marches, surprises of the enemy, and so forth, but no

fight, for the whole Radical plot went to the devil when it came to gun and sword.

Scarce any blood was shed, except in a trifling skirmish at Bonnymuir, near Car-

ron. The rebels were behind a wall, and fired on ten hussars and as many yeomen
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—the latter under command of a son of James Davidson, \V. S. Tlip
cleared the wall, and made them prisoners to a man. The commission of ( )

Terminer is now busy trying them and others. The Edinbur<rh yo.m.r ,n.-n snowni
great spirit; all took arms, and my daughters say (I was in Lonilon''at the lime)
that not

a^
feasible-looking beau was to be had for love or money, Several were

like old Beardie; they would not shave their moustaches till the Radicals w«Tr pm
down, and returned with most awful whiskers. Lockhart is one of the

«MV-.ilry, and
a very good troop^

It is high to hear these young fellows talk of the R;iid of'Air-
drie, the trot of Kilmarnock, and so on, like so many moss-troopers. The Qu.-t-n
is making an awful bustle, and though by all accounts her conduct has been most
abandoned and beastly, she has got the whole mob for her partisans, wlio caH hfr

injured innocence, and what not. She has courage enough to dare the worst, and
a most decided desire to be revenged of him, which, by the way, can scarce be
wondered at. If she had as many followers of high as of low degree (in propor-
tion), and funds to equip them, I should not be surprised to see her fat bottom in a

pair of buckskins, and at the head of an army—God mend all. The things said

of her are beyond all usual profligacy. Nobody of any fashion visits lier. I think

tnyself monstrously well clear of London and its intrigues, when I look round my
green fields, and recollect I have little to do, but to

-' make my grass mow,
And my apple tree grow.

" I beg my kind love to Mrs. Huxley. I have a very acceptable letter from her,
and I trust to retain the place she promises me in her remembrance. Sophia will

be happy to hear from uncle Tom, when Uncle Tom has so much leisure. My best

compliments attend your wife and daughters, not forgetting IMajor Huxh'y and

Walter. My dear Tom, it will be a happy moment when circumstances shall per-
mit us a meeting on tliis side Jordan, as Tabitha says, to talk over old stories, and

lay new plans. So many things have fallen out which I had set my heart upon

strongly, that I trust this may happen amongst others.—Believe me, yours very

affectionately, . •
*

Walter Scott."

CHAPTER XIII.

AUTUMN AT ABBOTSFORD—SCOTT'S HOSPITALITY—VISIT OF SIR HUMPHRY
DAVY—HEiNRY xMACKE.NZIE-DR. \V0LLAS'1X)N AXD WILLIAM STEWART ROSE

—COURSING ON NEWARK HILL—SALMON-FISHING—THE FESTIVAL AT BOLD-

SIDE—THE ABBOTSFORD HUNT—THE KIRN, ETC.— 1820.

About the middle of August (1820), my wife and I went to Abbots-

ford ; and we remained there for several weeks, durinij which I be-

came famiUarized to Sir Walter Scott's mode of existence in the

country. It was necessary to observe it, day after day, for a conside-

rable period, before one could believe that such was, durinrr nearly

half the year, the routine of hfe with the most productive author of

his age.

"

The humblest person who stayed merely for a short visit,

must have departed with the impression, that what he witnessed was

an occasional variety; that Scott's courtesy prompted him to break in

upon his habits when he had a stranger to amuse; but that it was

physically impossible, that the man who was writing tiie W av.>rloy

romances at the rate of nearly twelve volumes in the year, roiild con-

tinue, week after week, and month after month, to devote all but a

hardly perceptible fraction of his mornings to out-of-doors* occupa-
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tions, and the whole of his evenings to the entertainment of a con-

stantly varyincr circle of jTuests.

The hospitality of his afternoons must alone have been enough to

exhaust the energies of almost any man ; for his visiters did not mean,
like those of country houses in general, to enjoy the landlord's good
cheer and amuse each other; but the far greater proportion arrived

from a distance, for the sole sake of the Poet and Novelist himself,

whose person they had never before seen, and whose voice they might
never again have any opportunity of hearing. No other villa in Eu-

rope was ever resorted to from the same motives, and to any thing
like the same extent, except Ferney; and Voltaire never dreamt of

being visible to his hunters, except for a brief space of the day ; few
of them even dined with him, and none of them seem to have slept
under his roof. Scott's establishment, on the contrary, resembled in

every particular that of the affluent idler, who, because he has inher-

ited, or would fain transmit, political influence in some province, keeps

open house—receives as many as he has room for, and sees their

apartments occupied, as soon as they vacate them, by another troop
of the same description. Even on gentlemen guiltless of inkshed, the

exercise of hospitality upon this sort of scale is found to impose a

heavy tax ; few of them, nowadays, think of maintaining it for any
large portion of the year : very few indeed below the highest rank of

the nobility
—in whose case there is usually a staff' of led-captains, led-

chaplains, servile dandies, and semi-professional talkers and jokers from

London, to take the chief part of the burden. Now, Scott had often

in his mouth the pithy verses—
" Conversation is but carving,

—
Give no more to every guest,
Than he's able to digest;
Give him always of the prime,
And but a little at a time ;

Carve to all but just enough,
Let them neither starve nor stuff;

And that you may have your due.
Let your neighbours carve for you:"

—
and he, in his own familiar circle always, and in other circles where
it was possible, furnished a happy exemplification of these rules and

regulations of the Dean of St. Patrick's. But the same sense and
benevolence which dictated adhesion to them among his old friends

and acquaintance, rendered it necessary to break them, when he was
receivinn- strangers of the class I have described above at Abbotsford:
he felt that their coming was the best homage they could pay to his

celebrity, and that it would have been as uncourteous in him not to give
them their fill of his talk, as it would be in your every-day lord of

manors to make his casual guests welcome indeed to his venison, but

keep his grouse-shooting for his immediate allies and dependants.

Every now and then he received some stranger who was not indis-

posed to take his part in the carving ; and how good-humouredly he
surrendered the lion's share to any one that seemed to covet it—with

what perfect placidity he submitted to be bored even by bores of the

first water, must have excited the admiration of many besides the

daily observers of his proceedings. I have heard a spruce Senior
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Wrangler lecture him for half an evening on the niceties of the Greek
epigram; I have heard the poorest of all parliamentary l.luM.lcrcrs trv
to detail to him the pros and cons of what he called the Truck Sust^m-
and in either case the same bland eye watched the

lips of tiie torment',
or. But, with such ludicrous exceptions. Scott was the one objert of
the Abbotsford pilgrims; and evening followed evening only t.. show
him exerting, for their amusement, more of animal

sj'nrits.'to say no-
thing of intellectual vigour, than would have been considered by any
other man in the company as sufficient for the whole cxpcnditin-c of a
wreck's existence. Yet this was not the chief marvel ; he talked of

tilings that interested himself, because he knew that by d(jing so he
should give most pleasure to his guests ; but how vast was the range
of subjects on which he could talk with unaffected zeal; and with whit
admirable delicacy of instinctive politeness did he select his topic ac-

cording to the peculiar history, study, pursuits or social habits of the

stranger! How beautifully he varied his style of letter-writing, ac-

cording to the character and situation of his multifarious corrcs{jond-
ents, the reader has already been enabled to judge ; but to carry the
same

system_
into practice at sight

—to manage utter strangers, of

many and widely different classes, in the same fashion, and with the
same effect—called for a quickness of observation and

fertility of re-

source such as no description can convey the slightest notion of to

those who never witnessed the thing for themselves. And all this was
done without approach to the unmanly trickery of what is called

catching the tone of the person one converses with. Scott took the

subject on which he thought such a man or woman would like best to

hear him speak
—but not to handle it in their way, or in any way but

what was completely, and most simply his own ;
—not to flatter them

by embellishing, with the illustration of his genius, the views and

opinions which they were supposed to entertain,—but to let his genius

play out its own variations, for his own delight and theirs, as freely
and easily, and with as endless a multiplicity of delicious novelties, as

ever the magic of Beethoven or Mozart could fling over the few

primitive notes of a village air.

It is the custom in some, perhaps in many country- houses, to keep
a register of the guests, and I have often regretted that nothing of the

sortw^as ever attempted at Abbotsford. It would have been a curious

record—especially if so contrived—(as I have seen done)
—that the

names of each day should, by their arrangement on the page, indicate

the exact order in which the company sat at dinner. It would hardly,

I beheve, be too much to affirm, that Sir Waher Scott entertained,

under his roof, in the course of the seven or eight brilliant seasons

when his prosperity was at its height, as many persons of distinction

in rank, in politics, in art, in literature, and in science, as the most

princely nobleman of his age ever did in the like space of time.— I

turned over, since I wa'ote the preceding sentence, jNIr. Lodge's com-

pendium of the British Peerage, and on summing up the titles which

suggested to myself some reminiscence of this kind, I found thein

nearly as one out'^of six.—I fancy it is not beyond the mark to add.

that of the eminent foreigners who visited our island within
thisjH-Tio«l,

a moiety crossed the Channel mainly in consequence of the interest

Vol. II. Z 17
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with which his writings had invested Scotland—and that the hope of

beholding the man under his own roof was the crowning motive with

half that moiety. As for countrymen of his own, like him ennobled,
in the higher sense of that word, by the display of their intellectual

energies, if any one such contemporary can be pointed out as having
crossed the Tweed, and yet not spent a day at Abbotsford, I shall be

suqirised.
It is needless to add, that Sir Walter was familiarly known, long

before the days I am speaking of, to almost all the nobility and higher

gentry of Scotland; and consequently, that there seldom wanted a fair

proportion of them to assist him in doing the honours of his country.
It is still more superfluous to say so respecting the heads of his own

profession at Edinburgh : Sibi et amicis—Abbotsford was their villa

whenever they pleased to resort to it, and few of them were ever

absent from it long. He lived meanwhile in a constant interchans^e

of easy visits with the gentlemen's families of Teviotdale and the

Forest ; so that, mixed up with his superfine admirers of the Mayfair
breed, his staring worshippers from foreign parts, and his quick-witted
coevals of the Parliament-House—there was found generally some

hearty homespun laird, with his dame—the young laird—a bashful

bumpkin, perhaps, whose ideas did not soar beyond his gun and

pointer
—or perhaps a little pseudo-dandy, for whom the Kelso race-

course and the Jedburgh ball were "
Life," and " the World ;" and not

forgetting a brace of "Miss Rawbones," in whom, as their mamma
prognosticated, some of Sir Walter's young Waverleys or Osbaldis-

tones might peradventure discover a Flora Maclvor or a Die Vernon.
To complete the olla podrida, we must remember that no old acquaint-
ance, or family connexions, however remote their actual station or

style of manners from his own, were forgotten or lost sight of. He
had some, even near relations, who, except when they visited him,

rarely, if ever, found admittance to what the haughty dialect of the

upper world is pleased to designate exclusively as society. These
were welcome guests, let who might be under that roof; and it was
the same with manv a worthv citizen of Edinburc!:h, habituallv movina:
in the obscurest of circles, who had been in the same class with Scott

at the High School, or his fellow-apprentice when he was proud of

earning threepence a page by the use of his pen. To dwell on nothing
else, it was surely a beautiful perfection of real universal humanity
and politeness, that could enable this great and good man to blend

guests so multifarious in one group, and contrive to make them all

equally happy with him, with themselves, and with each other.

I remember savinsr to William Allan one morninsr as the whole

party mustered before the porch after breakfast,
" a faithful sketch of

what you at this moment see would be more interesting a hundred

years hence, than the grandest so-called historical picture that you
will ever exhibit in Somerset-House ;" and my friend agreed with me

. so cordially, that I often wondered afterwards he had not attempted
lo realize the suggestion. The subject ought, however, to have been

treated conjointly by him (or Wilkie) and Edwin Landseer. It was
a clear, bright, September morning, with a sharpness in the air that

doubled the animating influence of the sunshine, and all was in readi-
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ness for a grand coursing match on Newark Hill. The only Rue«t
who had chalked out other sport for himself was the stancliest of

anglers, Mr. Rose ; but he, too, was there on his
shclty, armed with

his salmon-rod and landing-net, and attended by his humorous s^iuire

Hinves, and Charlie Purdie, a brother of Tom, in those days the most
celebrated fisherman of the district. This little group of Waltonians,
bound for Lord Somerville's preserve, remained lounging about to

w^itness the start of the main cavalcade. Sir Walter, mounted on

Sibyl, was marshalling the order of procession with a huge hunting-

w-hip ; and r.mong a dozen frolicsome youths and maidens, who
seemed disposed to laugh at all discipline, appeared, each on horse-

back, each as eager as the youngest sportsman in the troop, Sir

Humphry Davy, Dr. Wollaston, and the patriarch of Scottish belles-

lettres, Henry Mackenzie. The Man of Feeling, however, was per-
suaded with some dithculty to resign his steed for the present to his

faithful negro follower, and to join Lady Scott in the sociable, until

we should reach the ground of our battue. Laidlaw, on a long-tailed

wiry Highlander, yclept Hoddin Grey, which carried him nimbly and

stoutly, although his feet almost touched the ground as he sat, was the

adjutant. But the most picturesque figure was the illustrious inventor

of the safety-lamp. He had come for his favourite sport of angling,
and had been practising it successfully with Rose, his travelling com-

panion, for two or three days preceding this; but he had not ]:)repared

for coursing fields, or had left Charlie Purdie's troop for Sir Walter's

on a sudden thought, and his fisherman's costume—a brown hat with

flexible brims, surrounded with line upon line of catgut, and innumer-

able fly-hooks
—

^jack-boots worthy of a Dutch smuggler, and a fustian

surtout dabbled with the blood of salmon, made a fine contrast with

the smart jackets, white-cord breeches, and well poHshed jockey-boots
of the less distinguished cavaliers about him. Dr. Wollaston was in

black, and with his noble serene dignity of countenance, might have

passed for a sporting archbishop. Mr. Mackenzie, at this time in the

76th year of his age, with a white hat turned up with green, green

spectacles, green jacket, and long brown leathern gaiters buttoned

upon his nether anatomy, wore a dog-whistle round his neck, and had all

over the air of as resolute a devotee as the gay captain of Huntly Burn.

Tom Purdie and his subalterns had preceded us by a few hours with

all the greyhounds that could be collected at Abbotsford, Darnick,

and Melrose; but the giant Maida had remained as his master's

orderly, and now^ gambolled about Sibyl Grey, barking for mere joy-

like a spaniel puppy.
The order of march had been all settled, and the sociable was just

getting under weigh, when the Lady Anne broke from the line,

screaming with laughter, and exclaimed,
"
Papa, papa, I knew you

could never think of going without your pet." Scott looked round,

and I rather think there wa^ a blush as well as a smile upon his iace,

when he perceived a little !)lack pig frisking about his pony, and evi-

dently a self-elected addition to the party of the day. He tned to look

stern, and cracked his whip at the creature, but was in a moment

obliged to join in the general cheers. Poor piggy soon tound a strop

round its neck, and was dragged into the background:—Scott,
watch-
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ing the retreat, repeated with mock pathos the first verse of an old

pastoral song
—

" 'WTiat will I do gin my hog-gie* die ?

My joy, my pride, my hoggie !

My only beast, I had na mae,
And wow I but I was vogie 1"

—the cheers were redoubled—and the squadron moved on.

This pig had taken, nobody could tell how, a most sentimental at-

tachment to Scott, and w-as constantly urging its pretensions to be

admitted a regular member of his tail along with the greyhounds and
terriers : hut, indeed, I remember him sutiering another summer under

the same sort of pertinacity on the part of an atiectionate hen. I

leave the explanation for philosophers
—but such were the facts. I have

too much respect for the vulgarly calumniated donkey, to name him
in the same category of pets with the pig and the hen ; but a year or

two after this time, my wife used to drive a couple of these animals

in a little garden chair, and whenever her father appeared at the door

of our cottasre, we were sure to see Hannah Moore and Ladv Moro;an

(as Anne Scott had wickedly christened them) trotting from their pas-
ture to lay their noses over the paling, and, as Washington Irving says
of the old white-haired hedger with the Parisian snuli-box,

" to have a

pleasant crack wi' the laird."

But to return to our chasse. On reaching Newark Castle, v;e found

Lady Scott, her eldest daughter, and the venerable Mackenzie, all

busily engaged in unpacking a basket that had been placed in their

carriage, and arranging the luncheon it contained upon the mossy
rocks overhanging the bed of the Yarrow. When such of the com-

pany as chose had partaken of this refection, the Man of Feeling re-

sumed his pony, and all ascended the mountain, duly marshalled at

proper distances, so as to beat in a broad line over the heather. Sir

Walter directing the movement from the right wing—towards Black-
andro. Davy, next to whom I chanced to be riding, laid his whip
about the fern like an experienced hand, but cracked many a joke, too,

upon his own jack-boots, and surveying the long eager battalion of

bushrangers, exclaimed " Good heavens ! is it thus that I visit the

scenery of the Lay of the Last iSIinstrel ?" He then kept muttering
to himself, as his glowing eye

—
(the finest and brightest that I ever

saw)
—ran over the landscape, some of those beautiful Unes from the

Conclusion of the Lay—
-" But still,

When summer smiled on sweet Bowhill,
And July's eve, with balmy breath,
W'avcd the blue-bells on Newark heath,
When throstles sung in Harehcadshaw,
And corn was green on Carterhaugh,

* Hog signifies in the Scotch dialect a young sheep that has never been shorn. Hence,
no doubt, the name of" the Poet of Ettrick—derived from a long line of shepherds. Mr.
Charles Lamb, however, in one of his sonnets, suggests this pretty origin of Ms " Family
Name :"—

"Perhaps some shepherd on Lincolnian plains,
In manners guileless as his own sweet flocks,

Received it first, amid the merry mocks
And arch allusions of his fellow swains."
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And flourished, broad, Blackandro's oak.The aged harper's soul awoke," &.c.

Mackenzie, spectacled though he was, saw the first sitlinf hare ffave
the word to sUp the dogs, and spurred after them hke a boy. All the
seniors, indeed, did well as long as the course was upwards, but wiien
puss took down the declivity, they halted and breathed themselves
upon the knoll— cheering gaily, however, the young people, who
dashed at full speed past and below them. Coursing on such a moun-
tain is not like the same sport over a set of fine English pastures.
There were gulfs to be avoided, and bogs enough to ?je threaded-
many a stiff nag stuck fast—many a bold rider measured his length
among the peat-hags

—and another stranger to the ground besides

Davy plunged neck-deep into a treacherous well-head, which, till they
were floundering in it, had borne all the appearance of a piece of delicate

green turf. When Sir Humphry emerged from his involuntary bath, his
habiliments garnished with mud, slime, and mangled water-cresses,
Sir Walter received him with a triumphant encor^e ! But the philoso-
pher had his revenge, for joining soon afterwards in a brisk gallop,
Scott put Sibyl Grey to a leap beyond her prowess, and lay humbled
in the ditch, while Davy, who was better mounted, cleared it and him
at a bound. Happily there was little damage done—but no one was
sorry that the sociable had been detained at the foot of the hill.

I have seen Sir Humphry in many places, and in company of

many different descriptions ; but never to such advantage as at Abbots-
ford. His host and he delighted in each other, and the modesty of
their mutual admiration was a memorable spectacle. Davy was by
nature a poet

—and Scott, though any thing but a philosopher in the

modern sense of that term, might, I think it very likely, have pursued
the study of physical science with zeal and success, had he happened
to fall in with such an instructor as Sir Humphry would have been to

him in his early hfe. Each strove to make the other talk—and they
did so in turn more charmingly than I ever heard either on any other

occasion whatsoever. Scott in his romantic narratives touched a

deeper chord of feeling than usual, when he had such a hstener as

Davy : and Davy, when induced to open his views upon any question
of scientific interest in Scott's presence, did so with a degree of clear

energetic eloquence, and with a flow of imagery and illustration, of

which neither his habitual tone of tabletalk (least of ail in London),
nor any of his prose writings (except, indeed, the posthumous Conso-

lations of Travel) could suggest an adequate notion. I say his prose

writings
—for who that has read his sublime quatrains on the doctrine

of Spinoza can doubt that he might have united, if he had pleased, in

some great didactic poem, the vigorous ratiocination of Dryden and

the moral majesty of Wordsworth? I remember William Laidlaw

whispering to me, one night, when their "
rapt talk" had kept the circle

round the fire until long after the usual bedtime of Abbotsford—••Glide

preserve us ! this is a very superior occasion ! Eh, sirs !" he added,

cocking his eye like a bird,
"

I wonder if Shakspeare and Bacon ever

met to screw ilk other up ?"

Since I have touched on the subject of Sir Walter's autumnal diver-

sions in these his later years, I may as well notice here two annual

17*
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festivals, when sport was made his pretext for assembling his rural

neighbours about him—days eagerly anticipated, and fondly remem-
bered by many. One was a solemn bout of salmon-fishing for the

neighbouring gentry and their families, instituted originally, I believe,

by Lord Somerville, but now, in his absence, conducted and presided
over by the Shcritf. Charles Purdie, already mentioned, had charge
(partly as lessee) of the salmon fisheries for three or four miles of the

Tweed, including all the water attached to the lands of Abbotsford,

Gala, and Allwyn; and this festival had been established with a view,
besides other considerations, of recompensing him for the attention he

always bestowed on any of the lairds or their visiters that chose to

fish, either from the banks or the boat, within his jurisdiction. His
selection of the day, and other precautions, generally secured an abun-
dance of sport for the great anniversary ; and then the whole party as-

sembled to regale on the newly caught prey, boiled, grilled, and roasted

in every variety of preparation, beneath a grand old ash, adjoining
Charlie's cottage at Boldside, on the northern margin of the Tweed,
about a mile above Abbotsford. This banquet took place earlier in

the day or later, according to circumstances
; but it often lasted till

the harvest moon shone on the lovely scene and its revellers. These
formed groups that would have done no discredit to Watteau—and a
still better hand has painted the background in the Introduction to the

Monastery :
—" On the opposite bank of the Tweed might be seen the

remains of ancient enclosures, surrounded by sycamores and ash-trees

of considerable size. These had once formed the crofts or arable

ground of a village, now reduced to a single hut, the abode of a fish-

erman, w^ho also manages a ferrv. The cottajres, even the church
which once existed there, have sunk into vestiges hardly to be traced
without visiting the spot, the inhabitants having gradually withdrawn
to the more prosperous town of Galashiels, which has risen into con-

sideration, within two miles of their neighbourhood. Superstitious
eld, however, has tenanted the deserted grove with aerial beings, to

supply the want of the mortal tenants who have deserted it. The
ruined and abandoned churchyard of Boldside has been long believed

to be haunted by the Fairies, and the deep broad current of the Tweed,
wheeling in moonlight round the foot of the steep bank, with the

number of trees originally planted for shelter round the fields of the

cottagers, but now presenting the effect of scattered and detached

groves, fill up the idea which one would form in imagination for a
scene that Oberon and Queen Mab might love to revel in. There are

evenings when the spectator might beheve, with Father Chaucer, that

the

-' Queen of Faery,
With harp, and pipe, and symphony,
Were dwelling in the place.'

"

Sometimes the evening closed with a "
burning of the water :" and

then the vSherift', though now not so agile as when he practised that

rough sport in the early times of Ashestiel, was sure to be one of the

party in the boat,—held a torch, or perhaps took the helm,^and
seemed to enjoy the whole thing as heartily as the youngest of his

company—
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"'Tis blithe along the midnight tide,
With stalwart arm tiic boat to guide—
On high the dazzling blaze to rear,
And heedfal plunge the barbed spear ;

Roek, wood, and scaur, emerging bright,

Fling on tlie stream their ruddy light,
And from the bank our band appears
Like Genii armed with fiery spears."

The Other "
superior occasion" came later in the season ; the 28th

of October, the birthday of Sir Waher's eldest son, was, I think, that

usually selected for the Ahhotsford Hunt. This was a coursing-field
on a large scale, including, with as many of the young gentry as

pleased to attend, all Scott's personal favourites among the yeomen
and farmers of the surrounding country. The Sheriff always took

the field, but latterly devolved the command upon his good friend Mr.
John Usher, the ex-laird of Toftfield ; and he could not have had a

more skilful or a better-humoured lieutenant. The hunt took phicc
either on the moors above the Cauld-Shiels Loch, or over some of the

hills on the estate of Gala, and we had commonly, ere we returned,

hares enough to supply the wife of every farmer that attended with

soup for a week following. The whole then dined at Abbotsford, the

Sherifl'in the chair, Adam Ferguson croupier, and Dominie Thomson,
of course, chaplain. George, by the way, was himself an eager par-
taker in the preliminary sport ; and now he would favour us with a

grace, in Burns's phrase, "as long as my arm," beginning with thanks

to the Almighty, who had given man dominion over the fowls of the

air, and the beasts of the field, and expatiating on this text with so

luculent a commentary, that Scott, who had been
fumbling

with his

spoon long before he reached his Amen, could not help exclaiming as

he sat down,
" Well done, Mr. George, I think we've had every thing

but the view holla !" The company, whose onset had been thus

deferred, were seldom, I think, under thirty in number, and sometimes

they exceeded forty. The feast was such as suited the occasion—a

baron of beef, roasted, at the foot of the table, a salted round at the

head, while tureens of hare-soup, hotchpotch, and cockeyleckie ex-

tended down the centre, and such light articles as geese, turkeys,

entire sucking pigs, a singed sheep's head, and the unfailing ha_ggis,

were set forth by way of side-dishes. Blackcock and moorfowl,

bushelssof snipe, hiack puddings, ichite puddings, and pyramids of

pancakes, formed the second course. Ale was the favourite beverage

during dinner, but there was plenty of port and sherry for those whose

stomachs they suited. The quaighs of Glenlivet were filled brimful,

and tossed off as if they held water. The wine decanters made a few

rounds of the table, but the hints for hot punch and toddy soon liccanie

clamorous. Two or three bowls were introduced, and placed under

the supervision of experienced manufacturers—one of these being

usually the Ettrick Shepherd,—and then the business of the evening

comm'enced in good earnest. The faces shone and glowed hke those

at Camacho's wedding : the chairman told his richest stories ot old

rural life. Lowland or Highland ; Ferguson and humbler heroes fought

their peninsular battles o'er again; the stalwart Danche Dintiionts

lugged out their last winter's snow-storm, the parish scandal, |>crhaps.
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or the dexterous bargain of the Northumberland tryste; and every
man was knocked down for the song that he sung best, or took most

pleasure hi singing. Sheriff-substitute Shortreed—(a cheerful hearty
httle man, with a sparkling eye and a most infectious laugh)

—
gave

us Dick o' the Cou\ or, jVoir Liddesdale has ridden a raid ; a weather-

beaten, stiff-bearded veteran, Captain Ormistoun, as he was called

(though I doubt if his rank was recognised at the Horse Guards), had
the primitive pastoral oi' Coicdeii-knowes in sweet perfection; Hogg
produced T/ie Women folk, or, The Kye comes hame, and, in spite of

many grinding notes, contrived to make every body delighted, whe-
ther with the fun or the pathos of his ballad ; the Melrose doctor sang
in spirited style some of Moore's masterpieces ; a couple of retired

sailors joined in Boidd Admiral Duncan upon the high sea;—and the

gallant croupier crowned the last bowl with Ale, good ale, thou art my
darling! Imagine some smart Parisian savant—some dreamy pedant
of Halle or Heidelberg

—a brace of stray young lords from Oxford or

Cambridge, or perhaps their prim college tutors, planted here and
there amidst these rustic wassailers—this being their first vision of the

author of iNIarmion and Ivanhoe, and he appearing as heartily at home
in the scene as if he had been a veritable Dandie himself—his face

radiant, his laugh gay as childhood, his chorus always ready. And so

it proceeded until some worthy, who had fifteen or twenty miles to

ride home, began to insinuate that his wife and bairns would be get-

ting sorely anxious about the fords, and the Dumpies and Hoddins
were at last heard neighing at the gate, and it was voted that the hour

had come for doch an dorrach—the stirrup-cup
—to wit, a bumper all

round of the unmitigated mountain dew. How they all contrived to

get home in safety, Heaven only knows—but I never heard of any
serious accident except upon one occasion, when James Hogg made
a bet at starting that he would leap over his wall-eyed poney as she

stood, and broke his nose in this experiment of "
o'ervaulting ambition."

One comely goodwife, far off among the hills, amused Sir Walter by
telling him, the next time he passed her homestead after one of these

jolly doings, what her husband's first words were when he alighted at

his own door—"
Ailie, my woman, I'm ready for my bed—and oh,

lass (he gallantly added), I wish I could sleep for a towmont, for

there's only ae thing in this warld worth living for, and that's the

Abbotsford hunt !"

It may well be supposed that the President of the Boldside Festival

and the "Abbotsford Hunt did not omit the good old custom of the Kirn.

Every November before quitting the country for Edinburgh, he gave
a harvest-home, on the most approved model of former days, to all the

peasantry on his estate, their friends and kindred, and as many poor

neighbours besides as his barn could hold. Here old and young
danced from sunset to sunrise, John of Skye's bagpipe being relieved

at intervals by the violin of some "
Wandering Willie ;"

—and the

laird and all his family were present during the early part of the

evening, he and his wife to distribute the contents of the first tub of

whiskey-punch, and his young people to take their due share in the

endless reels and hornpipes of the earthen floor. As Mr. Morritt has

said of him as he appeared at Laird Nippey's kirn of earlier days,
" to



PUBLICATION OF THE ABBOT. 201

witness the cordiality of his reception might have unhent a misan-

thrope." He had his private joke for every old wife or "
f'uusic

carle," his arch compliment for the ear of every bonny lass, and his

hand and his blessing for the head of every little Epp'ic Daidh- from
Abbotstown or Broomylees.

" The notable paradox," he says in one of the most charming of his

essays,
" that the residence of a proprietor npon his estate is of as little

consequence as the bodily presence of a stockholder upon Exchange,
has, we believe, been renounced. At least, as in the case of the Duch-
ess of Suffolk's relationship to her own child, the vulgar continue to Ikj

of opinion that there is some difference in favour of the next hamlet

and village, and even of the vicinage in general, when the sciuire

spends his rents at the manor-house, instead of cutting a figure in

France or Italy. A celebrated politician used to say he would will-

ingly bring in one bill to make poaching felony, another to encourage
the breed of foxes, and a third to revive the decayed amusements of

cock-fighting and bull-baiting
— that he would make, in short, any

sacrifice to the humours and prejudices of the country gentlemen, in

their most extravagant form, provided only he could j)revail upon them

to ' dwell in their own houses, be the patrons of their own tenantry,
and the fathers of their own children.' "*

CHAPTER XIY.

PUBLICATION OF THE ABBOT— THE BLAIR-ADAM CLUB— KELSO—WALTON-

HALL, ETC.-BALLANTYNE S NOVELISTS LIBRARY-ACQUITTAL OF QUEEN
CAROLINE-SERVICE OF THE DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH-SCOTT ELECTED PRE-

SIDENT OF THE ROYAL SOCIETY OF EDINBURGH-THE CELTIC SOCIETY-

LETTERS TO LORD MONTAGU-CORNET SCOTT-CHARLES SCOTT-ALLAN
CUNNINGHAM, ETC.—KENILWORTH PUBLISHED—1820-1821.

In the September of 1820, Longman, in conjunction with Constable,

published The Mbot—the continuation, to a certain extent, of The

Monastery, of which I barely mentioned the appearance under the

preceding March. I have nothing of any consequence to add to the

information which the subsequent Introduction affords us respecting

the composition and fate of the former of these novels. It was con-

sidered as a failure—the first of the series on which any such sentence

was pronounced ; nor have I much to allege in favour of the White

Lady of Avenel, generally criticised as the primary blot, or ot Sir

Percy Shafton, who was loudly, though not quite so generally, con-

demned. In either case, considered separately, he seems to have erred

from dwelling (in the German taste) on materials that might have

done very well for a rapid sketch. The phantom with whom wo have

leisure to become famihar is sure to fail—even the witch of
J'^"*>'""

'=«

contented with a momentary appearance and five syllables
of the shade

she evokes. And we may say the same of any grotesque absunhty m

*
Es==ay on Landscape Gardening, Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. xxi^ p.

77.

Vol. II.—2 A
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human manners ; Scott might have considered with advantage how
lightly and briefly Shakspeare introduces his Euphuism

—
though actu-

ally the prevalent humour of the hour when he was writing. But per-

haps these errors might have attracted little notice, had the novelist

been successful in finding some reconciling medium capable of giving
consistence and harmony to his naturally incongruous materials.
"
These," said one of his ablest critics,

" are joined
—but they refuse

to blend : Nothing can be more poetical in conception, and sometimes
in language, than the fiction of the White Maid of Avenel ; but when
this ethereal personage, who rides on the cloud which * for Araby is

bound'—who is

'

Something between heaven and hell,

Something that neither stood nor fell'—

whose existence is linked by an awful and mysterious destiny to the

fortunes of a decaying family ; when such a being as this descends to

clownish pranks, and promotes a frivolous jest about a tailor's bodkin,
the course of our sympathies is rudely arrested, and we feel as if the

author had put upon us the old-fashioned pleasantry of selling a bar-

gain."*
The beautiful natural scenery, and the sterling Scotch characters

and manners introduced in the Monastery are, however, sufficient to

redeem even these mistakes
; and, indeed, I am inchned to beheve that

it Avill ultimately occupy a securer place than some romances enjoying
hitherto a far higher reputation, in which he makes no use of Scottish

materials.

Sir Walter himself thought well of The Abbot when he had finished

it. When he sent me a complete copy, I found on a slip of paper at

the beginning of volume first, these two fines from Tom Crib's Memo-
rial to Congress

—
" Up he rose in a funk, lapped a toothful of brandy,
And to it again !

—any odds upon Sandy !"—
and whatever ground he had been supposed to lose in the Monastery,
part at least of it was regained by this tale, and especially by its most

graceful and pathetic portraiture of Mary Stuart. "The Castle of

Lochleven," says the Chief-Commissioner Adam, "
is seen at every

turn from the northern side of Blair-Adam, This castle, renowned
and attractive above all the others in my neighbourhood, became an

object of much increased attention, and a theme of constant conver-

sation, after the author of Waverley had, by his inimitable power of

dehneating character—by his creative poetic fancy in representing
scenes of varied interest—and by the splendour of his romantic descrip-
tions, infused a more diversified and a deeper tone of feehng into the

history of Queen Mary's captivity and escape."
I have introduced this quotation from a little book privately printed

for the amiable Judge's own family and familiar friends, because Sir

Walter owned to myself at the time, that the idea of The Abbot had
arisen in his mind during a visit to Blair-Adam. In the pages of the

tale itself, indeed, the beautiful localities of that estate are distinctly

*
Adolphus's Letters to Heber, p. 13.
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mentioned, with an allusion to the virtues and manners that adorn its

mansion, such as must have been intended to satisfy the possessor (if
he could have had any doubts on the subject) as to the authorship
of those novels.

The Right Honourable William Adam—(who must pardon my men-
tioning him here as the only man I ever knew that rivalled Sir Wahcr
Scott in uniform graciousnessof 6on/(omm/e and gentleness ofhumour)
was appointed, in 1815, to the Presidency of the Court for Jury Trial
in Civil Cases, then instituted in Scotland, and he thenceforth spent a

great part of his time at his paternal seat in Kinross-shire. Here, about
midsummer 1816, he received a visit from his near relation William
Clerk, Adam Ferguson, his hereditary friend and especial favourite,
and their lifelong intimate, Scott. They remained with him for two
or three days, in the course of which they were all so much delighted
wdth their host, and he with them, that it was resolved to reassemble
the party, with a few additions, at the same season of every following
year. This was the origin of tiie Blair-Adam Club, the regular mem-
bers of which were in number nine ; viz., the four already named—
the Chief Commissioner's son. Admiral Sir Charles Adam—his son-

in-law, the late Mr, Anstruther Thomson of Charleton, in Fifeshire—
Mr. Thomas Thomson, the Deputy Register of Scotland—his brother,
the Rev. John Thomson, minister of Duddingston, who, though a most

diligent and affectionate parish-priest, has found leisure to make hjm-
self one of the first masters of the British School of Landscape Paint-

ing
—and the Right Hon. Sir Samuel Shepherd, who, after filling with

high distinction the office of Attorney-General in England, became
Chief Baron of the Court of Exchequer in Scotland, shortly after the

tliird anniversary of this brotherhood, into which he was immediately
welcomed with unanimous cordiality. They usually contri\'ed to meet
on a Friday ; spent the Saturday in a ride to some scene of historical

interest within an easy distance ; enjoyed a quiet Sunday at home—
"
duly attending divine worship at the Kirk of Cleish (not Cleish-

botham)"
—

gave Monday morning to another Antiquarian excursion,
and returned to Edinburgh in time for the Courts of Tuesday, From
1816 to 1831 inclusive. Sir Walter was a constant attendant at these

meetings. He visited in this way Castle Campbell, Magus Moor,
Falkland, Dunfermhne, St, Andrews, and many other scenes of ancient

celebrity ; to one of those trips we must ascribe his dramatic sketch

oi Macduff^s Cross—and to that of the dog-days of 1819, we owe the

weightier obligation of The Abbot.

I expect an easy forgiveness for introducing from the liher rarissi-

mus of Blair-Adam the page that belongs to that particular meeting
—

which, though less numerous than usual, is recorded as having been
" most pleasing and delightful."

" There were," writes the President,
"
only five of us ; the Chief Baron, Sir Walter, Mr, Clerk, Charles

Adam, and myself. The weather was sultry, almost beyond bearing.

We did not stir beyond the bounds of the pleasure-ground, indeed not

far fromx the vicinity of the house ; wandering from one shady placa

to another ; lolling upon the grass, or sitting upon prostrate trees, nt)t

yet carried away by the purchaser. Our conversation was constant,

though tranquil ; and what might be expected from Mr, Clerk, who is
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a superior converser, and whose mind is stored with knowledge ; and
from Sir Waher Scott, who has let the public know what his powers
are. Our talk was of all sorts (except of beeves). Besides a display
of their historic knowledge, at once extensive and correct, they touched

frequently on the pleasing reminiscences of their early days. Shep-
herd and I could not go back to those periods ; but we could trace our

own intimacy and constant friendship for more than forty years back,
when in 1783 we began our professional pursuits on the Circuit. So
that if Scott could describe, with inconceivable humour, their doings
at Mr. jNIurray's of Simprim, when emerging from boyhood; when

he, and IMurray, and Clerk, and Adam Ferguson acted plays in the

schoolroom (Simprim making the dominie bear his part)
—when Fer-

guson was prompter, orchestra, and audience—and as Scott said,

representing the whole pit,
kicked up an ' O. P.' row by anticipation ;

and many other such recollections—Shepherd and I could tell of our

Circuit fooleries, as old Fielding (the son of the great novelist) called

them—of the Circuit songs which Will Fielding made and sung,
—and

of the grave Sir William Grant (then a briefless barrister), ycleped

by Fielding the Chevalier Grant, bearing his part in those fooleries,

enjoying all our pranks with great zest, and who talked of them wuth

delight to Ills dying day. When the conversation took a graver tone,

and turned upon literary subjects, the Chief-Baron took a great share

in it ; for notwithstanding his infirmity of deafness, he is a most pleas-

ing and agreeable converser, and readily picks up what is passing ;

and having a classical mind, and classical information, gives a pleas-

ing, gentlemanly, and well-informed tone to general conversation.—
Before I bring these recollections of our social and cheerful doings to

a close, let me observe, that there was a characteristic feature attend-

ing them, which it would be injustice to the individuals who composed
our parties not to mention. The whole set of us were addicted to

take a full share of conversation, and to discuss every subject that

occurred with sufficient keenness. The topics were multifarious, and

the opinions of course various ;
but during the whole time of our inter-

course, for so many years, four days at a time, and always together,

except when we were asleep, there never was the least tendency on

any occasion to any unruly debate, nor to any thing that deviated from

the pure delight of social intercourse."

The Chief-Commissioner adds the following particulars in his appen-
dix :
—" Our return from Blair-Adam (after the first meeting of the

Club) was very early on a Tuesday morning, that we might reach the

Courts by nine o'clock. An occurrence took place near the Hawe's

Inn, which left little doubt upon my mind that Sir Walter Scott was
the author of Waverley, of Guy Mannering, and of the Antiquary,
his only novels then published. The morning was prodigiously fine,

and the sea as smooth as glass. Sir Walter and I were standing on

the beach, enjoying the prospect ; the other gentlemen were not come
from the boat. The porpoises were rising in great numbers, when Sir

Walter said to me,
' Look at them, how they are showing themselves ;

W'hat fine fellows they are ! I have the greatest respect for them : I

would as soon kill a man as a phoca.' I could not conceive that the

same idea could occlu- to two men respecting this animal, and set
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down that it could only be Sir Walter Scott who made the phoca
have the better of the battle with the Antiquary's nephew, Capiuin
M'Intyre.

" Soon after, another occurrence quite confirmed me as to the

authorship of the novels. On that visit to Blair-Adam, in course of

conversation, I mentioned an anecdote about Wilkie, tlie author of the

Epigoniad, who was but a formal poet, but whose conversation was
most amusing, and full of fancy. Having heard much of him in my
family, where he had been very intimate, I went, when quite a lad, to

St. Andrews, where he was a Professor, for the purpose of
visiting

him. I had scarcely let him know who I was, when he said,
' Mr.

WiUiam, were you ever in this place before V I said no. '

Then, sir,

you must go and look at Regulus' Tower,—no doubt you will have

something of an eye of an architect about you ;
—walk up to it at an

angle, advance and recede until you get to see it at its proper distance,
and come back and tell me whether you ever saw any thing so beau-
tiful in building : till I saw that tower, and studied it, I thought the

beauty of architecture had consisted in curly-wurlies, but now I find

it consists in symmetry and proportion.' In the following winter Rob

Roy was pubhshed, and there I read, that the Cathedral of Glasgow
was ' a respectable Gothic structure, without any ciirly-irurlies.'

" But what confirmed, and was certainly meant to disclose to me
the author (and that in a very elegant manner), was the mention of

the Kiery Craigs
—a picturesque piece of scenery in the grounds

of Blair-Adam—as being in the vicinity of Kelty Bridge, the hoirf
of Auchtermuchty, the Kinross carrier.

"'
It was only an intimate friend of the family, in the habit of coming

to Blair-Adam, who could know any thinsr of the Kierv Craicrs, or its

name ; and both the scenery and the name had attractions for Sir

Walter.
" At our first meeting after the pubhcation of the '

Abbot,' when the

party was assembled on the top of the rock, the Chief-Baron Shepherd,

looking Sir Walter full in the face, and stamping his staff' on the ground,
said, 'Now, Sir Walter, I think we be upon the top of the Kiery
Craggs.^ Sir Walter preserved profound silence ; but there was
a conscious looking down, and a considerable elongation of his

upper hp."

Since I have obtained permission to quote from this private volume,
I may as well mention that I was partly moved to ask that favour, by
the author's own confession, that his "Blair-Adam, from 1733 to

1834," originated in a suggestion of Scott's. "
It was," says the

Judge,
" on a fine Sunday, lying on the grassy summit of Bennarty,

above its craggy brow, that Sir Walter said, looking first at the fiat

expanse of Kinross-shire (ort the south side of the Ochils), and Ihen

at the space which Blair-Adam fills between the hill of Drumgl<HV

(the highest of the Cleish hills), and the valley of Lochore— ' What
an extraordinary thing it is, that here to the north so httle appears

to

have been done, when there are so many proprietors to work upon it ;

and to the south, here is a district of country entirely made by the

efforts of one family, in three generations, and one of them amongst
18
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us in the full enjoyment of what has been done by his two predeces-
sors and himself? Blair Adam, as I have always heard, had a wild,

uncomely, and unhospitable appearance, before its improvements were

begun. It would be most curious to record in writing its original

state, and trace its gradual progress to its present condition.'
"

Upon
this suggestion, enforced by the approbation of the other members

present, the President of the Blair-Adam Club commenced arranging
the materials for what constitutes a most instructive as well as enter-

taining history of the Agricultural and Arboricultural progress of his

domains, in the course of a hundred years, under his grandfather, his

father (the celebrated architect), and himself And Sir Walter had

only suggested to his friend of Kinross-shire what he was resolved to

put into practice with regard to his own improvements on Tweed-
side ; for he began at precisely the same period to keep a regular
Journal of all his rural transactions, under the title of " Sylva Ab-
BOTSFORDIENSIS."

For reasons, as we have seen, connected with the affairs of the

Ballantynes, Messrs. Longman published the first edition of The Mon-

astery ; and similar circumstances induced Sir Walter to associate

this house with that of Constable in the succeeding novel. Constable
disliked its title, and would fain have had the Nunnery instead ; but

Scott stuck to his Abbot. The bookseller grumbled a little, but was
soothed by the author's reception of his request that Queen Elizabeth

might be brought into the field in his next romance, as a companion to

the Mary Stuart of the Abbot. Scott would not indeed indulge him
with the choice of the particular period of Elizabeth's reign, indicated

in the proposed title of The Armada ; but expressed his willingness to

take up his own old favourite, the legend of Meikle's ballad. He
wished to call the novel, like the ballad, Ctminor-hall, but in further

deference to Constable's wishes, substituted " Kenilworth." John Bal-

lantyne objected to this title, and told Constable the result would be
"
something worthy of the kennel ;" but Constable had all reason to be

satisfied with the child of his christening. His partner, Mr. Cadell,

says
—" his vanity boiled over so much at this time, on having his

suggestion gone into, that when in his high moods he used to stalk up
and down his room, and exclaim,

'

By G , I am all but the author
of the Waverley Novels !'

"
Constable's bibliographical knowledge,

however, it is but fair to say, was really of most essential service to

Scott upon many of these occasions ; and his letter (now before me)
proposing the subject of The Armada, furnished the Novelist with such
a catalogue of materials for the illustration of the period as may, pro-
bably enough, have called forth some very energetic expression of

thankfulness.

Scott's kindness secured for John Ballantyne the usual interest in

the profits of Kenilworth, the last of his great works in which this

friend was to have any concern. I have already mentioned the

obvious drooping of his health and strength ; and a document to be
introduced presently, will show that John himself Jiad occasional

gUmpses, at least, of his danger, before the close of 1819. Neverthe-

less, his spirits continued, at the time of which I am now treating, to

be in general as high as ever ; nay, it was now, after his maladies had
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taken a very serious shape, and it was hardly possible to look on hirn
without anticipating a speedy termination of his career, that the fray
hopeful spirit of the shattered and trembling invalid led him to ])luMr'e
into a new stream of costly indulgence. It was an amiable p(jiutlu
his character that he had always retained a tender fondness for his
native place. He had now taken up the ambition of

rivalling his illus-

trious friend, in some sort, by providing himself with a summer retire-
ment amidst the scenery of his boyhood ; and it need not be doubted,
at the same time, that in erecting a villa at Kelso, he anticipated and
calculated on substantial advantages from its vicinity to Abbotsford.
One fine day of this autumn, I accompanied Sir Walter to inspect

the progress of this edifice, which was to have the title of IValtan
Hall John had purchased two or three old houses of two stories in

height, with knotched gables, and thatched roofs, near the end of the

long, original street of Kelso, and not far from the gateway of the
Duke of Roxburghe's magnificent park, with their small gardens and

paddocks running down to the margin of the Tweed. He had already
fitted up convenient bachelor's lodgings in one of the primitive tene-

ments, and converted the others into a goodly range of stabling, and
was now watching the completion of liis new corps de logis behind,
which included a handsome entrance-hall, or saloon, destined to have
old Piscator's bust, on a stand, in the centre, and to be embellished all

round with emblems of his sport. Behind this were spacious rooms

overlooking the Uttle pleasance which was to be laid out somewhat in

the Italian style, with ornamental steps, a fountain, and jet d'eau, and
a broad terrace hanging over the river, and commanding an extensive
view of perhaps the most beautiful landscape in Scotland. In these

new dominions John received us with pride and hilarity ; and we then
walked with him over this pretty town, lounged away an hour among
the ruins of the Abbey, and closed our perambulation with the Garden,
where Scott had spent some of the happiest of his early summers, and
where he pointed out with sorrowful eyes the site of the Platanus,
under which he first read Percy's Reliques. Returning to John's villa,

we dined gaily, al fresco, by the side of his fountain ; and after not a

few bumpers to the prosperity of Walton Hall, he mounted Old Mor-

tahty, and escorted us for several miles on our ride homewards. It

was this day that, overflowing with kindly zeal, Scott revived one of

the long-forgotten pi'ojects of their early connexion in business, and
offered his services as editor of a Novelist's Library, to be printed and

published for the sole benefit of his -host. The offer was eagerly em-

braced, and when two or three mornings afterwards John returned

Sir Walter's visit, he had put into his hands the MS. of that admirable

life of Fielding, which v/as followed at brief intervals, as the arrange-
ments of the projected work required, by others of Smollet, Richard-

son, Defoe, Sterne, Johnson, Goldsmith, Le Sage, Horace Walpole,
Cumberland, Mrs. RadcHffe, Charles Johnstone, Clara Reeve, Charlotte

Smith, and Robert Bage. The publication of the first volume of
"
Ballantyne's Novelist's Library" did not take place, however, until

February, 1S21
;
and the series was closed soon after the proprietor's

death in the ensuing summer. In spite of the charming prefaces
m

which Scott combines all the graces of his easy narrative witii a jkt-
'
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petual stream of deep and gentle wisdom in commenting on the tem-

pers and fortunes of his best predecessors in novel literature, and also

with expositions of his own critical views, which prove how profound-

ly he had investigated the principles and practice of those masters

before he struck out a new path for himself—in spite of these delight-
ful and valuable essays, the pubhcation was not prosperous. Consta-

ble, after Ballantyne's death, would willingly have resumed the scheme.

But Scott had by that time convinced himself that it n-as in vain to

expect much success from a collection so bulky and miscellaneous.

and which must of necessity include a large proportion of matter,
condemned by the purity. Avhether real or aticcted, of modern taste.

He could hardly have failed to perceive, on reflection, that his own
novels, already constituting an extensive library of fiction, in which
no purist could pretend to discover danger for the morals of youth,
had in fact superseded the works of less strait-laced days in the only

permanently and solidly profitable market for books of this order. He
at all events declined Constable's proposition for renewing and extend-

ing this attempt. What he did was done gratuitously for John Ballan-

tyne's sake ; and I have dwelt on it thus long, because, as the reader

will perceive by and by, it was so done during (with one exception)
the very busiest period of Scott's literary hfe.

Shortly before Scott wrote the following letters, he had placed his

second son (at this time in his fifteenth year) under the care of the

Reverend John Williams, who had been my intimate friend and com-

panion at Oxford, with a view of preparing him for that University.
Mr. Williams was then Vicar of Lampeter, in Cardiganshire, and the

high satisfaction with which his care of Charles Scott inspired Sir

Walter, induced several other Scotch gentlemen of distinction by and

by to send their sons also to his Welsh parsonage; the result of which
northern connexions was important to the fortunes of one of the most
accurate and extensive scholars, and most skilful teachers of the pre-
sent time.

To Walter Scott, Esq., I8th Hussars, Chrk.

Edinburgh, 14th November, 1820.
" My dear Walter,

" I send you a cheque on Coutts for your quarter's allowance. I hope you
manage your cash like a person of discretion—above all, avoid the card tables of

ancient dowagers. Always remember that my fortune, however much my efforts

may increase it, and although I am improving it for your benefit, not for any that

can accrue in my own time,—yet never can be more than a decent independence,
and therefore will make a poor figure unless managed with good sense, moderation,
and prudence—which are habits easily acquired in youth, while habitual extrava-

gance is a fault very difficult to be afterwards corrected.
" We came to town yesterday, and bade adieu to Abbotsford for the season.

Fife,* to mamma's great surprise and scandal, chose to stay at Abbotsford with !\Iai,

and plainly denied to follow the carriage
—so our canine establishment in Castle

Street is reduced to little Ury.| We spent two daj'-s at Arniston, on the road, and
on coming here, found Sophia as nicely and orderly settled in her house as if she
had been a married woman these five years. I believe she is very happy—perhaps
unusually so, for her wishes are moderate, and all seem anxious to please her. She

* Finette—a spaniel of Lady Scott's.

+ Urisk—a small terrier of the long silky-haired Kintail breed.
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is preparing in due time for the arrival of a little stranger, who will make vou au
uncle, and me (God help me !) a grandpapa." The Round Towers you mention are very curious, and seem to have been huilu
as the Irish hackney-coachman said of the Martello one at the Black Rock,

'
to pual

zle posterity.' There are two of them in Scotland—both excellent pieces' of arrhi-
tecture ; one at Brechin, built quite close to the old church, so as to

a])p.;nr united
with it, hut in feet it is quite detached from the church, and sways from it in a hiirh
wind, when it vibrates like a lighthouse. The other is at Abernethy in Perllisbrre—said to have been the capital city of the Picts. I am glad to see you observe ob-
jects of interest and curiosity, because otherwise a man may travel over the uni-
verse without acquiring any more knowledge than his horse does,

" We had our hunt and our jollification after it on last Wednesday. It went off
in great style, although I felt a little sorry at having neither Charles nor you in the
field. By the way, Charles seems most admirably settled. I had a most sensible
letter on the subject from Mr. Williams, who appears to have taken great pains, and
to have formed a very just conception both of his merits and foibles. When I have
an opportunity, I will hand you his letter ; for it will entertain you, it is so correct
a picture of Alonsieur Charles.

" Dominie Thomson has gone to a Mrs. Dennistoun, of Colgrain, to drill her

youngsters. I am afraid he will find a change ; but I hope to have a nook open to
him by and by—as a sort of retreat or harbour on his lee. Adieu, my dear—always
believe me your affectionate father,

Walter Scott."

To Mr. Charles Scott, care of the Rev. John Williams, iMmpeier.
"
Edinburgh. 14tli Nov. 1820.

" My dear boy Charles,
" Your letters made us all very happy, and I trust you are now comfortably

settled and plying your task hard. Mr, Williams will probably ground you more

perfectly in the grammar of the classical languages than has hitherto been done,
and this you will at first find but dry work. But there are many indispensable rea-

sons why you must bestow the utmost attention upon it. A perfect knowledge of
the classical languages has been fixed upon, and not without good reason, as the
mark of a well-educated young man

; and though people may have scrambled into

distinction without it, it is always with the greatest difficulty, just like climbing
over a wall, instead of giving your ticket at the door. Perhaps you may think
another proof of a youth's talents might have been adopted ; but what good will

arise from your thinking so, if the general practice of society has fixed on this

particular branch of knowledge as the criterion ? Wheat or barley were as good
grain, I suppose, as smamum .• but it was only to sesamum that the talisman gave
way, and the rock opened ; and it is equally certain that, if you are not a well-

founded grammatical scholar in Greek and Latin, you will in vain present other

qualifications to distinction. Besides, the study of grammar, from its very asperi-

ties, is calculated to teach youth that patient labour which is necessary to the use-

ful exertion of the understanding upon every other branch of knowledge ; and your

great deficiency is want of steadiness and of resolute application to the dry as well

as the interesting parts of your learning. But exerting yourself, as I have no doubt

you will do, under the direction of so learned a man, and so excellent a teacher as

Mr. Williams, and being without the temptations to idleness which occurred at

home, I have every reason to believe that, to your natural quickness you will pre-

sently add such a hahU of application and steadiness, as will make you a respected
member of society, perhaps a distinguished one. It is very probable that the whole

success of your future life may depend on the manner in which you employ the

next two years; and I am therefore most anxious you should fully avail yourself of

the opportunities now afforded you.
" You must not be too much disconcerted with the apparent dryness of your im-

mediate studies. Language is the great mark by which man is distinguished from

the beasts, and a strict acquaintance with the manner in which it is composed, be-

comes, as you follow it a little way, one of the most curious and interesting exer-

cises of the intellect,
" We had our grand hunt on Wednesday last, a fine day, and plenty of sport.

\V e

hunted all over Huntly wood, and so on to Halidon and Prieston—saw twelve hares,

Vol. II.—2 B 18*
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and killed six. hnvino; very hard nins. and turnin^r three packs of orrouse completely.
In absence of Walter and you, Stenhouse the horsc-couper led the field, and rode
as if he had been a piece of his horse, swelterina^ like a wild-drake all througrh

Marriag-e-Moss at a motion betwixt swimmingr and ridinof. One unlucky accident
befell. Queen Mab, who was bestrode by Captain Adam, lifted up her heels against
Mr. CraitT of Galashiels.* whose leor she gfreeted with a thump like a pistol-shot,
while by the same movement she very nearly sent the noble Captain over her ears.

Mr. Craior was helped from horse, but would not permit his boot to be drawn off,

protestingf he would faint if he saw the bone of his leg sticking through the stock-

ing. Some thought he was reluctant to exhibit his legs in their primitive and un-
clothed simplicity, in respect they have an unhappy resemblance to a pair of tongs.
As for the Captain, he declared that if the accident had happened in action, the sur-

geon and drum-bovs would have had off, not his boot only, but his leg to boot, before

he could have uttered a remonstrance. At length Gala and I prevailed to have the

boot drawn, and to my great joy I found the damage was not serious, though the

pain must have been severe.

"On Saturday we left Abbotsford, and dined and spent Sunday at Arniston, where
we had many enquiries after you from Robert Dundas, who was so kind to you last

year.
"

I must conclude for the present, requesting your earnest pursuit of such branches
of study as Mr. Williams recommends. In a short time, as you begin to compre-
hend the subjects you are learning, you will find the path turn smoother, and that

which at present seems wrapped up in an inextricable labyrinth of thorns and bri-

ers, will at once become easy and attractive.—Always, dear Charlie, your affection-

ate father,

W. S."

On the same day Scott wrote as follows to the manly and amiable
author of " Sir Marmaduke Maxwell," who had shortly before sent

the MS. of that romantic drama to Abbotsford for his inspection:
—

To Mr. Mian Cunningham ; care of F. Chantrey, Esq. R.A., London.

"
Edinburgh, 14th November, ]820.

" My dear Allan,
" I have been meditating a long letter to you for manj^ weeks past ; but com-

pany, and rural business, and rural sports, are very unfavourable to writing letters.

I have now a double reason for writing, for I have to thank you for sending me in

safety a beautiful specimen of our English Michael's talents in the cast of my vene-

rable friend Mr. Watt : it is a most striking resemblance, with all that living char-

acter which we are apt to think life itself alone can exhibit. I hope Mr. Chantrey
does not permit his distinguished skill either to remain unexercised, or to be lav-

ished exclusively on subjects of little interest. I would like to see him engaged on
some subject of importance completely adapted to the purpose of his chisel, and

demanding its highest powers. Pray remember me to him most kindly.
" I have perused twice your curious and interesting manuscript. Many parts of

the poetry are eminently beautiful, though I fear the great length of the piece, and
some obscurity of the plot, would render it unfit for dramatic representation. There
is also a fine tone of supernatural impulse spread over the whole action, which I

think a common audience would not be likely to adopt or comprehend—though I

own that to me it has a very powerful effect. Speaking of dramatic composition in

general, I think it is almost essential (though the rule be most difficult in practice)
that the plot, or business of the piece, should advance with every line that is spoken.
The fact is, the drama is addressed chiefly to the eyes, and as much as can be, by
any possibility, represented on the stage, should neither be told or described. Of
the miscellaneous part of a large audience, many do not understand, nay, many can-

not hear, either narrative or descrij)tion, but are solely intent upon the action exhi-

bited. It is, I conceive, for this reason that very bad plays, written by performers

* Mr. George Craig, factor to the laird of Gala, and manager of a little branch bank at

Galashiels. This worthy man was one of tlie regular members of tlie Abbotsford hunt.
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themselves, often contrive to get through, and not without apph\use ; whilr others
immeasurably superior in point of poetical merit, fail, merely because the author is
not sufficiently possessed of the trick of the scene, or enough aware of the imiiortanre
of a maxim pronounced by no less a performer than Punch himself—(at iu;isi ho
was the last authority from whom I heard it)

—Puah on, keep iiutvintr ! Now, in

your very ingenious dramatic effort, the interest not only stands still, but sometimes

retrogrades. It contains, notwithstanding, many passages of eminent beauty, many
specimens of most interesting dialogue ; and, on the whole, if it is not fitted for tho
modern stage, I am not sure that its very imperfections do not render it more fit for

the closet, for we certainly do not always read with the greatest pleasure those plays
which act best.

"
If, however, you should at any time wish to become a candidate for dramatic

laurels, I would advise you, in the first place, to consult some professional person
of judgment and taste. I should regard friend Terry as an excellent Mentor, and I

believe he would concur with me in recommending that at least one-third of the

drama be retrenched, that the plot should be rendered simpler, and the motives more
obvious ; and I think the powerful language and many of tho situations might then

have their full effect upon the audience. I am uncertain if I have made myself
sufficiently understood ; but I would say, for example, that it is ill explained by
what means Comyn and his gang, who land as shipwrecked men, become at once

possessed of the old lord's domains, merely by killing and taking possession. I am
aware of what you mean, namely, that being attached to the then rulers, he is sup-

ported in his ill-acquired power by their authority. But this is imperfectly brought
out, and escaped me at the first reading. The superstitious motives also, which
induced the shepherds to delay their vengeance, are not likely to be intelligible to

the generality of the hearers. It would seem more probable that the young Baron

should have led his faithful vassals to avenge the death of his parents ; and it has

escaped me what prevents him from taking this direct and natural course. Besides

it is, I believe, a rule (and it seems a good one) that one single interest, to which

every other is subordinate, should occupy the whole play,
—each separate object

having just the effect of a mill-dam, sluicing off a certain portion of the sympathy,
which should move on with increasing force and rapidity to the catastrophe. Now,
in your work, there are several divided points of interest—there is the murder of

the old Baron—the escape of his wife—that of his son—the loss of his bride—the

villanous artifices of Comyn to possess himself of her person, and, finally, the fall

of Comyn, and acceleration of the vengeance due to his crimes. I am sure your
own excellent sense, which I admire as much as I do your genius, will give me
credit for my frankness in these matters ; I only know, that t do not know many

persons on whose performances I would venture to offer so much criticism.

" I will return the manuscript under Mr. Freeling's Post-Office cover, and I hope
it will reach you safe. Adieu, my leal and esteemed friend—yours truly,

Walter Scott."

Shortly afterwards Mr. Cunningham, thanking his critic, said he

had not yet received back his MS.; but that he hoped the delay had

been occasioned by Sir Walter's communication of it to some friend of

theatrical experience. He also mentioned his having undertaken a

collection of " The Songs of Scotland," with notes. The answer was

in these terms :
—

To Mr. Mian Cunningham.

" My dear Allan,
" It was as you supposed

—T detained your manuscript to read it over with

Terry. The plot appears to Terry as to me ill-combined, which is a great defect

in a drama, though less perceptible in the closet than on the stage. Still if the muid

can be kept upon one unbroken course of interest, the effect even in perusal is more

gratifying. I have always considered this as the great secret in dramatic poetry,

and conceive it one of the most difficult exercises of the invention possible
to con-

duct a story through five acts, developing it gradually in every scene, so as to kwp

up the attention, yet never till the very conclusion permitting the nature of the ca-
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tastrophe to become visible,
—and all Lhe while to accompany this by the necessary

delineation of character and beauty of language. I am glad, however, that you
mean to preserve in some permanent form your very curious drama, which, if not

altogether fitted for the stage, cannot be read without very much and very deep
interest.

" I am glad you are about Scottish song. No man—not Robert Burns himself—
has contributed more beautiful effusions to enrich it. Here and there I would pluck
a flower from your Posy to give what remains an effect of greater simplicity, but

luxuriance can only be the fault of genius, and many of your songs are, I think,
unmatched. I would instance—'It's hame and it's hame,' which my daughter,
Mrs. Lockhart, sings with such uncommon effect. You cannot do anjr thing either

in the way of original composition, or collection, or criticism, that will not be highly

acceptable to all who are worth pleasing in the Scottish public
—and I pray you to

proceed with it.

" Remember me kindly to Chantrey. I am happy my effigy is to go with that

of Wordsworth,* for (differing from him in very many points of taste) I do not

know a man more to be venerated for uprightness of heart and loftiness of genius.

Why he will sometimes choose to crawl upon all fours, when God has given him
so noble a countenance to lift to heaven, I am as little able to account for as for his

quarrelling (as you tell me) with the wrinkles which time and meditation have

stamped his brow withal.
" I am obliged to conclude hastily, having long letters to write—God wot upon

very different subjects. I pray my kind respects to Mrs. Chantrey.
—Believe me,

dear Allan, very truly yours, &c., Walter Scott."

The following letter touches on the dropping of the Bill which had
been introduced by Government for the purpose of degrading the con-

sort of George the Fourth ; the riotous rejoicings of the Edinburgh
mob on that occasion ; and Scott's acquiescence in the request of the

guardians of the young Duke of Buccleuch, that he should act as

chancellor of the jury about to serve his grace heir (as the law phrase

goes) to the Scottish estates of his family.

To the Lord Montagu, ^c. §"0. ^c.

"
Edinburgh, 30th November, 1620.

" My dear Lord,
" I had your letter some time since, and have now to congratulate you on your

two months' spell of labour-in-vain duty being at length at an end. The old sign
of the Labour-in-vain Tavern was a fellow attempting to scrub a black-a-moor

white ; but the present difficulty seems to lie in showing that one is black. Truly,
I congratulate the country on the issue ; for, since the days of Queen Dollalollaj"
and the Rumti-iddity chorus in Tom Thumb, never was there so jolly a representa-
tive of royalty. A good ballad might be made by way of parody on Gay's Jonathan

Wild,—
Her Majesty's trial has set us at ease,

And every wife round me may kiss if she please.

We had the Marquis of Bute and Francis Jeffrey very brilliant in George Street,

and I think one grocer besides. I was hard threatened by letter, but I caused my
servant to say in the quarter where I thought the threatening came from, that I

* Mr. Cuimingham had told Scott that Chantrey's bust of Wordsworth (another of his

noblest works) was also to be produced at the Royal Academy's Exhibition for 1821.

t Queen.
" What thougli I now am half-seas o'er,

I scorn to baulk this bout ;

Of stiff rack-punch fetch bowls a score,
'Fore George, I'll see them out I

Chorus.—Rumti-iddity, row, row, row.
If we'd a good sup, we'd take it now."

Fielding's Tom Thumb.
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should suffer my windows to be broken like a Christian, hut if any thin.T Hso was
attennpted, I should become as great a heathen as the Dcy of A\<'r\cTH. ^\Vc w.tu
passed over, but many houses were terribly Cossaque, as was the^ phrase in I'aris
1814 and 1815. The next nig-ht, being, like true Scotsmen, wise beliind the hand,
the bailies had a sufficient force sufficiently arranged, and put down every atu-mpt
to riot. If the same precautions had been taken before, the town would have been
saved some disgrace, and the loss of at least ,-£1000 worth of property. Hay Do-
naldson* is getting stout again, and up to the throat in business

; there is no gcttini'
a word out of him that does not smell of parchment and special service. HtPasked
me, as it is to be a mere law service, to act as chancellor on the Duke's inquest,
which honourable office I will of course undertake with great willingness, and dis-

charge, I mean the hospitable part of it, to the best of my power. I think you are

right to avoid a more extended service, as ,£1000 certainly would not clear the ex-

pense, as you would have to dine at least four counties, and as sweetly sing, with
Duke Wharton on Chevy Chase,

Pity it were
So much g-ood wirif to spill.

As these bold freeholders would drink,
Before they had their fill.

I hope we shall all live to see our young baron take his own chair, and feast the
land in his own way. Ever your Lordship's most truly faithful

Walter Scott.

" ?• S.—In the illumination row, young Romilly was knocked down and robbed
by the mob, just while he was in the act of declaiming on the impropriety of hav-

ing constables and volunteers to interfere with the harmless mirth of the people."
f

To Mr. Charles Scott, care of the Rev. John Williams, Lampeter.

Edinburgli, lOili Dec. lc"20.
" My dear Charles,

" We begin to be afraid that, in improving your head, you have lost the use of

your fingers, or got so deep into the Greek and Latin grammar, that you have for-

gotten how to express yourself in your own language. To ease our anxious minds
in these important doubts, we beg you will write as soon as possible, and give us
a full account of your proceedings, as I do not approve of long intervals of silence,
or think that you need to stand very rigorously upon the exchange of letters, espe-
cially as mine are so much the longest.

" I rely upon it that you are now working hard in the classical mine, getting out
the rubbish as fast as you can, and preparing yourself to collect the ore. I caimot
too much impress upon your mind that labour is the condition Avhich God has im-

posed on us in every station of life—there is nothing worth having that can be had
without it, from the bread which the peasant wins with the sweat of his brow, to

the sports b}"^ which the rich man must get rid of his ennui. The only difference

betwixt them is, that the poor man labours to get a dinner to his appetite, the rich

man to get an appetite to his dinner. As for knowledge, it can no more be planted
in the human mind without labour, than a field of wheat can be produced without
the previous use of the plough. There is indeed this great difference, that chance
or circumstances may so cause it that another shall reap what the farmer sows ;

but no man can be deprived, whether by accident or misfortune, of the fruits of his

own studies, and the liberal and extended acquisitions of knowledge which he

makes are all for his own use. Labour, my dear boy, therefore, and improve the

time. In youth ouristeps are light, and our minds are ductile, and knowledge is

easily laid up. But if we neglect our spring, our summers will be useless and con-

temptible, our harvest Will be chaff, and the winter of our old age unrespected and

desolate.
" It is now Christmas-tide, and it comes sadly round to me as reminding me of

your excellent grandmother, who was taken from us last year at this time. Do

* This gentleman, Scott's friend and confidential solicitor, had obtained, (I believe) on

his recommendation, the legal management of the Bucclcuch affairs in Scotland.
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you, my dear Charles, pay attention to the wishes of your parents while they are

with you, that you may have no self-reproach when you think of them at a future

period.
" You hear the Welsh spoken much about you, and if you can pick it up without

interfering with more important labours, it will be worth while. I suppose you
can easily get a grammar and dictionary. It is, you know, the language spoken

by the Britons before the invasion of the Anglo-Saxons, who brought in the princi-

pal ingredients of our present language, called from thence English. It was after-

wards, however, much mingled with Norman French, the language of William the

Conqueror and his followers ; so if you can pick up a little of the Cambro-British

speech, it will qualify you hereafter to be a good philologist, should your genius
turn towards languages. Pra)^, have you yet learned who Howel Dha was?—
Glendower you are well acquainted with by reading Shakspeare. The wild mys-
terious barbaric grandeur with which he has invested that chieftain has often struck

me as very fine. I wish we had some more of him.
" We are all well here, and I hope to get to Abbotsford for a few days—they

cannot be many—in the ensuing vacation, when I trust to see the planting has got
well forward. All are well here, and Mr. Cadell* is come back, and gives a plea-
sant account of your journey. Let me hear from you very soon, and tell me if you
expect any sl-afing, and whether there is any ice in Wales. I presume there will

be a merry Christmas, and beg my best wishes on the subject to Mr. Williams, his

sister and family. The Lockharts dine with us, and the Scotts of Harden, James

Scottf with his pipes, and I hope Captain Adam. We will remember your health

in a glass of claret just about six o'clock at night ; so that you will know exactly

(allowing for variation of time) what we are doing at the same moment.
" But I think I have written quite enough to a young Welshman, who has forgot

all his Scots kith, kin, and allies. Mamma and Anne send many loves. Walter
came like a shadow, and so departed

—after about ten days' stay. The effect was

quite dramatic, for the door was flung open as we were about to go down to dinner,
and Turner announced Captain Scott. We could not conceive who was meant,
when in walked Walter as large as life. He is positively a new edition of the

Irish giant. I beg my kind respects to Mr. Williams. At his leisure I should be

happy to have a line from him.—I am, my dear little boy, always your affectionate

father, Walter Scott."

The next letter contains a brief allusion to an affair, which in the

life of any other man of letters would have deserved to be considered

as of some consequence. The late Sir James Hall of Dunglass re-

signed, in November, 1820, the Presidency of the Royal Society of

Edinburgh; and the Fellows, though they had on all former occasions

selected a man of science to fill that post, paid Sir Walter the compH-
ment of unanimously requesting him to be Sir James's successor in it.

He felt and expressed a natural hesitation about accepting this honour—which at first sight seemed like invading the proper department of

another order of scholars. But when it was urged upon him that the

Society is really a double one—embracing a section for literature as

well as one of science—and that it was only due to the former to let

it occasionally supply the chief of the whole body, Scott acquiesced in

the flattering proposal ; and his gentle skill was found effective, so long
as he held the Chair, in maintaining and strengthening the tone of

good feeling and good manners which can alone render the meetings
of such a society either agreeable or useful. The new President
himself soon began to take a lively interest in many of their discussions—those at least which pointed to any discovery of practical use ; and

* Mr. Robert Cadell, of the house of Constable, had this year conveyed Charles Scott

from Abbotsford to Lampeter.

t Sir Walter's cousin, a son of his uncle Thomas. See ante, vol. i. p. 53.
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he, by and by, added some eminent men of science, with whom his

acquaintance had hitherto been slight, to the Hst of his most valued
friends :

—I may mention in particular Dr., now Sir David, Brewster.
Sir Walter also alludes to an institution of a far dillerent descrip-

tion,—that called " The Celtic Society of Edinburgh ;" a club estab-
lished mainly for the patronage of ancient Highland manners and
customs, especially the use of " the Garb of Old Gaul"—though part
of their funds have always been applied to the really important object
of extending education in the wilder districts of the north. At their

annual meetings Scott was, as may be supposed, a regular attendant.

He appeared, as in duty bound, in the costume of the Fraternity, and
was usually followed by

" John of Skye," in a still more complete, or

rather incomplete, style of equipment.

To the Lord Montagu, ^c. ^c. ^c, Ditton Park,

"
Edinburgh, 17th January, 1821.

" My dear Lord,
" We had a tight day of it on Monday last, hoth dry and wet. The dry part

was as dry as may be, consisting in rehearsing the whole lands of the Bnccleuch
estate for five mortal hours, although Donaldson had kindly selected a clerk whose

tongue went over baronies, lordships, and regalities at as high a rate of top speed
as ever Eclipse displayed in clearing the course at New-market. The evening went
off very well—considering that while looking forward with the natural feelings of

hope and expectation on behalf of our young friend, most of us who were present
could not help casting looks of sad remembrance on the days we had seen. How-
ever, we did very well, and I kept the chair till eleven, when we had coffee, and

departed,
" no very fou, but gaily yet." Besides the law gentlemen and immediate

agents of the family, I picked up on my own account Tom Ogilvie,* Sir Harry
Hay ]Macdougal, Harden and his son, Gala, and Captain John Ferguson, whom I

asked as from myself, stating that the party was to be quite private. I suppose
there was no harm in this, and it helped us well on. I believe your nephew and

my young chief enters life with as favourable auspices as could well attend him,
for to few youths can attach so many good wishes, and none can look back to more
estimable examples both in his father and grandfather. I think he will succeed to

the warm and social affections of his relatives, which, if they sometimes occasion

pain to those who possess them, contain also the purest sources of happiness as

well as of virtiie.
" Our late Pitt meeting amounted to about 800, a most tremendous multitude. 1

had charge of a separate room, containing a detachment of about 250, and gained a

headach of two days, by roaring to them for five or six hours almost incessantly.

The Foxites had also a very numerous meeting, 500 at least, but sad scamps. \\ e

had a most formidable band of young men, almost all born gentlemen and zealous

proselytes. We shall now begin to look anxiously to London for news. I suppose

they will go by the ears in the House of Commons; but I trust Ministers will liave

a great majority. If not they should go out, and let the others make the best of it

with their acquitted Queen, who will be a ticklish card in their hand, for she is by
nature intriiranie more ways than one. The loss of Canning is a serious disadvan-

tage. ]Many of our friends have good talents and good taste ; but I think he alone

has that higher order of parts which we call genius, I wish he had had more pru-

dence to guide it. He has been a most unlucky politician. Adieu. Best love to

all at Ditton, and great respect withal. My best compliments attend my youn^
chief, now seated, to use an Oriental phrase, upon the Musnud. I am almost knocked

up with public meetings, for the triple Hecate was a joke to my plurality of offices

this week. On Friday I had my Pittie stewardship ; on Monday my chancellor-

ship ; yesterday my presidentship of the Royal Society, for I had a meeting of that

* The late Thomas Elliot Ogilvie, Esq. of Chesters, in Roxburghshire—one of Sir Wal-

ter's chief friends among his country neighbours.
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learned body at my house last night, where mulled wine and punch were manufac-
tured and consumed according to the latest philosophical discoveries. Besides all

this, I have before my eyes the terrors of a certain Highland Association, who dine

bonneted and kilted in the old fashion (all save myself, of course), and armed to the

teeth. This is rather severe service ; but men who wear broad-swords, dirks, and

pistols, are not to be neglected in these days ; and the Gael are very loyal lads, so

it is as well to keep up an influence with them. Once more, my dear Lord, fare-

well, and believe always most truly yours,
Walter Scott."

In the course of the riotous week commemorated in the preceding
letter, appeared Kenilworth, in 3 vols, post 8vo., like Ivanhoe, which
form was adhered to with all the subsequent novels of the series.

Kenilworth was one of the most successful of them all at the time of

publication ; and it continues, and, I doubt not, will ever continue, to

be placed in the very highest rank of prose fiction. The rich variety
of character, and scenery, and incident in this novel, has never indeed

been surpassed ; nor, with the one exception of the Bride of Lammer-
moor, has Scott bequeathed us a deeper and more affecting tragedy
than that of Amy Robsart.

CHAPTER XV.

VISIT TO LONDON—PROJECT OF THE ROYAL SOCIETY OF LITERATURE—AF-
FAIRS OF THE 18TII HUSSARS—MARRIAGE OF CAPTAIN ADAM FERGUSON-
LETTERS TO LORD SIDMOUTH—LORD MONTAGU—ALLAN CUNNINGHAM-
MRS. LOCKHART—AND CORNET SCOTT. — 182L

Before the end of January, 1821, Scott went to London, at the

request of the other Clerks of Session, that he might watch over the

progress of an Act of Parliament, designed to relieve them from a

considerable part of their drudgery, in attesting recorded deeds by
signature ; and his stay was prolonged until near the beginning of the

Summer term of his Court. His letters while in London are chiefly
to his own family, and on strictly domestic topics ; but I shall extract

a few of them, chiefly (for reasons which I have already sufficiently

intimated) those addressed to his son the Cornet. I need not trespass
on the reader's attention by any attempt to explain in detail the mat-

ters to which these letters refer. It will be seen that Sir Walter had
heard with deep concern, some rumours of irregularity in the interior

of the 18th Hussars; and that the consequent interference of the then

Commander of the forces in Ireland, the late Sir David Baird, had
been received in any thing but a spirit of humility. The reports that

reached Scott proved to have been grossly exaggerated : but I pre-
sume there had been some relaxation of discipline in the regiment, and
Sir Walter was by no means sorry to learn, in the course of the spring,

first, that his son had been detached on a small separate service ; then,

that the corps was to be sent to India, in which case he would have a

fair pretext for removing him into another regiment ; and, finally, that

the Duke of York had resolved on reducing the 18th. Cornet Scott
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—(who had,never himself been suspected of
s-haring in any of the in-

discretions which led to this step)
—then travelled for some time in

Germany, with a view to his improvement in the science of his pro-
fession. He afterwards spent a brief period, for the same purpose,
in the Royal Military College of Sandhurst; and ere lung he obtained

a commission as lieutenant in the 15th, or King's Hussars—a regi-
ment which has uniformly, I believe, been ranked among the most

distinguished in the service—and in which his father lived to see

him Major.
It will also be seen, that during this visit to London, Sir Walter

was released from considerable anxiety on account of his daughter

Sophia, whom he had left in a weak state of health at Edinburgh, by
the inteUigence of her safe accouchement of a boy,

—John Hugh
Lockhart, the "

Hugh Littlejohn" of the Tales of a Grandfather. The

approaching marriage of Captain, now Sir Adam Ferguson, to which

some jocular allusions occur, may be classed with these objects of

family interest ; and that event was the source of unmixed satisfaction

to Scott, as it did not interrupt his enjoyment of his old friend's society

in the country ; for the Captain, though he then pitched a tent for

himself, did so at a very short distance from Huntly Burn. I believe

the ensuing extracts will need no further commentary.

To Mrs. Lockhart, Great King Street, Edinburgh.
"Ditton Park, Feb. 18, 18i21.

" My dearest Sophia,
" I received as much pleasure, and was relieved from as much anxiety, as ever

I felt in my life, by Lockhart's kind note, which acquainted me with the happy pe-

riod that has been put to your suffering, and, as I hope and trust, to the complaints

which occasioned it. You are now, my dearest girl, beginning
a new course of

pleasures, anxieties, and duties, and the best I can wish for you is, that your little

boy may prove the same dutiful and affectionate child which you have always been

to me, and that God may give him a sound and healthy mind, with a good consti-

tution of body—the greatest blessings which this earth can bestow. Pray be ex-

tremely careful of yourself for some time. Young women are apt to injure their

health by thinking themselves well too soon. I beg you to be cautious in this re-

spect.
"The news of the young stranger's arrival was most joyfully received here, and

his health and yours toasted in a bumper. Lady Anne is quite well, and Isabella

also; and Lady Charlotte, who has rejoined them, is a most beautiful creature m-

deed. This place is all light and splendour, compared to London, where I was

forced to use candles till ten o'clock at least. I have a gay time of it. To-morrow

I return to town, and dine with old Sotheby ;
on Tuesday, with the Duke of A\el-

lington; Wednesday with Croker, and so on. Love to L., the CapUiin, and the

Violet, and give your bantling a kiss extraordinary for Grandpapa. I hope :\Iungo*

approves of the child, for that is a serious point. There are no dogs m the hotel

where I lodge, but a tolerably conversible cat, who eats a mess of cream with me

in the morning. The little chief and his brother have come over from Eton to see

me, so I must'break off.—I am, my dear love, most affectionately yours,
^^

Walter Scott.

To Walter Scott, Esq., Portohello Barracks, Dublin.

" Waterloo Hotel, Jermyn Street, Feb. 19, 1821.

" My dear Walter,
" I have just received your letter. I send you a draught for £50, which you

must make go as far as you can.

* Mungo was a favourite Newfoundland dog.

Vol. II. 2C 19
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" There is what I have no doubt is a very idle report here, of j^our paying rather

marked attention to one young lady in particular. 1 beg you would do nothing that

can justify such a rumour, as it would excite my highest displeasure should you
either entangle yourself or any other person. I am, and have always been, quite
frank with you, and beg you will be equally so with me. One should, in justice to

the young women they live with, be very cautious not to give the least countenance
to such rumours. They are not easily avoided, but are always highly prejudicial
to the parties concerned

;
and what begins in folly ends in serious misery

—avis au
ledeur.

" Believe me, dear Cornet, your affectionate father,

Walter Scott.
»

" P. S.—I wish you could pick me up the Irish lilt of a tune to ' Patrick Flem-

ing.' The song begins
—

' Patrick Fleming was a gallant soldier,

He carried his musket over his shoulder.

When I cock my pistol, when I draw my raper,
I make them stand in awe of me, for I am a taker.

Falala,' &c.

" From another verse in the same song, it seems the hero was in such a predica-
ment as your own.

' If you be Peter Fleming, as I suppose you be, sir,

We are three pedlars walking on so free, sir.

We are three pedlars a-walking on to Dublin,
With nothing in our pockets to pay for our lodging.

Falala,' &c."

To Walter Scott, Esq., I8th Hussars, Cappoquin.

"
London, 17th March, 182L

" My dear Commandant of Cappoquin,
"
Wishing you joy of your new government, these are to inform you that I am

still in London. The late aspersion on your regiment induced me to protract my
stay here, with a view to see the Duke of York on your behalf, which I did yester-

day. H. R. Highness expressed himself most obligingly disposed, and promised
to consider what could best be done to forward your military education. I told him

frankly, that in giving you to the King's service I had done all that was in my
power to show our attachment to his Majesty and the country which had been so

kind to me, and that it was my utmost ambition that you should render yourself

capable of serving them both well. He said he would give the affair his particular

consideration, and see whether he could put you on the establishment at Sandhurst,
without any violent infringement on the rules ; and hinted that he would make an

exception to the rule of seniority of standing and priority of application in your
favour when an opportunity occurs.

" From H. R. H.'s very kind expressions, I have little doubt you will have more
than justice done.you in the patronage necessary to facilitate your course through
life ; but it must be by your own exertions, my dearest boy, that you must render

yourself qualified to avail yourself of the opportunities which you may have offered

to you. Work therefore as hard as you can, and do not be discontented for want
of assistance from masters, &c., because the knowledge which we acquire by our

own unaided efforts, is much more tenaciously retained by the memory, while the

exertion necessary to gain it strengthens the understanding. At the same time, I

would inquire whether there may not be some Catholic priest, or Protestant clergy-
man, or scholar of any description, who, for love or money, would give you a little

assistance occasionally. Such persons are to be found almost ever5'where ; not

professed teachers, but capable of smoothing the road to a willing student. Let me
earnestly recommend in your reading to keep fast to particular hours, and suffer no
one thing to encroach on the other.

" Charles's last letter was uncommonly steady, and prepared me for one from Mr.

Williams, in which he expresses satisfaction with his attention, and with his pro-

gress in learning, in a much stronger degree than formerly. This is truly comfort-

able, and may relieve me from the necessity of sending the poor boy to India.
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"All in Edinburgh are quite well, and no fears exist saving those of little Cathe-
rine* for the baby, lest the fairies take it away before the christeninir. 1 will send
some books to you from hence, if I can find means to transmit them. 1 should
like you to read with care the campaigns of Buonaparte, which have been written
in French with much science.|

" I hope, indeed I am sure, I need not remind you to be very attentive to your
duty. You have but a small charge, but it is a charge, and rashness or careless-
ness may lead to discredit in the commandant of Cappoquin, as well as in a field-

marshal. In the exercise of your duty, be tender of the lower classes ; and as you
are strong be merciful. In this you will do your master good service, for show me
the manners of the man, and I will judge those of the master.

" In your present situation it may be interesting to you to know that the bill for

Catholic Emancipation will pass the Commons without doubt, and very probably
the Peers also, unless the Spiritual Lords make a great rally. Nobody here cares
much about it, and if it does not pass this year, it will the next without doubt.

"
Among other improvements, I wish you would amend your hand. It is a

deplorable scratch, and far the worst of the family. Charles writes a firm good hand
in comparison.

" You may address your next to Abbotsford, where I long to be, being heartily
tired of fine company and fine living, from dukes and duchesses, down to turbot and

plovers' eggs. It is very well for a while, but to be kept at it makes one feel like

a poodle dog compelled to stand for ever on his hind legs.
—Most afiectionately

yourSj
Walter Scott."

During this visit to London, Sir "Walter appears to have been con-

sulted by several persons in authority as to the project of a Society of

Literature, for M^hich the King's patronage had been solicited, and
which was established soon afterwards—though on a scale less exten-

sive than had been proposed at the outset. He expressed his views on
this subject in writing at considerable length to his friend the Hon.

John Villiers (now Earl of Clarendon) ; but of that letter, described to

me as a most admirable one, I have as yet failed to recover a copy.
I have little doubt, that both the letter in question and the following,

addressed, soon after his arrival at Abbotsford, to the then Secretary
of State for the Home Department, were placed in the hands of the

King; but it seems probable, that whatever his Majesty may have

thought of Scott's representations, he considered himself as already,
in some measure, pledged to countenance the projected academy.

To the Right Hon. the Lord Viscount Sidmouth, ^c. ^'c. ^c. Whitehall.

"
Abbotsford, April 20, 1821.

" My dear Lord,
"
Owing to my retreat to this place, I was only honoured with your Lordship's

letter yesterday. Whatever use can be made of my letter to stop the very ill con-

trived project to which it relates, will answer the purpose for which it was written.

I do not well remember the terms in which my remonstrance to Mr. Villiers was

couched, for it was positively written betwixt sleeping and waking; but your Lord-

ship will best judge how far the contents may be proper for his Majesty's eye ;

and if the sentiments appear a little in dishabille, there is the true apology that they

were never intended to go to Court. From more than twenty years' intercourse

with the literary world, during which I have been more or less acquainted with

every distinguished writer of my day, and, at the same time, an accurate student of

the habits and tastes of the reading public, I am enabled to say, with a feeling next

to certainty, that the plan can only end in something very unpleasant.
At all

* Mrs. Lockhart's maid.

t Tills letter was followed by a copy of General Jomini's celebrated work.
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events, his Majesty should get out of it ; it is nonsense to say or suppose that any
steps have heen taken which, in such a matter, can or ought to be considered as

irrevocable. The fact is, that nobody knows as yet how far the matter has gone
beyond the projet of some well-meaning but misjudging persons, and the whole

thing is asleep and forgotten so far as the public is concerned. The Spanish pro-
verb says,

' God help me from my friends, and I will keep myself from my ene-

mies ;' and there is much sense in it, for the zeal of misjudging adherents often

contrives, as in the present case, to turn to matter of reproach the noblest feelings
on the part of a sovereign.

" Let men of letters fight their own way with the public, and let his Majesty,

according as his own excellent taste and liberality dictate, honour with his patron-

^ge, expressed in the manner fitted to their studies and habits, those who are able

to distinguish themselves, and alleviate by his bounty the distresses of such as,
with acknowledged merit, may yet have been unfortunate in procuring indepen-
dence. The immediate and direct favour of the Sovereign is worth the patronage
of ten thousand societies. But your Lordship knows how to set all this in a better

light than I can, and I would not wish the cause of letters in better hands.
" I am now in a scene changed as completely as possible from those in which I

had the great pleasure of meeting your Lordship lately, riding through the moors
on a pony, instead of traversing the streets in a carriage, and drinking whisky-
toddy with mine honest neighbours, instead of Champagne and Burgundy. I have

gained, however, in point of exact political information ; for I find v/e know upon
Tweedside with much greater accuracy what is done and intended in the Cabinet
than ever I could learn when living with the Ministers five days in the week.
Mine honest Teviotdale friends, whom I left in a high Queen-fever, are now begin-
ninpf to be somewhat ashamed of themselves, and to make as oreat advances to-

wards retracting their opinion as they are ever known to do, which amounts to this :

' God judge me. Sir W , the King's no been so dooms far wrong after a' in yon
Queen's job like;' which, being interpreted, signifies, 'We will fight for the King
to the death.' I do not know how it was in other places ; but I never saw so

sudden and violent a delusion possess the minds of men in my life, even those of

sensible, steady, well-intentioned fellows, that would fight knee-deep against the

Radicals. It is well over, thank God.
"

]\Iy best compliments attend the ladies. I ever am, my dear Lord, your truly

obliged and faithful humble servant, Walter Scott."

I have thought it right to insert the preceding letter, because it indi-

cates with sufficient distinctness what Scott's opinions always were as

to a subject on which, from his experience and position, he must have
reflected very seriously. In how far the results of the establishment

of the Royal Society of Literature have tended to confirm or to weaken
the weight of his authority on these matters, I do not presume to have
formed any judgment. He received, about the same time, a volume
of poetry, by Allan Cunningham, which included the drama of Sir

Marmaduke Maxwell ; and 1 am happy to quote his letter of acknow-

ledgment to that high-spirited and independent author in the same page
with the foregoing monition to the dispensers of patronage.

To Mr. Mian Cunningham, Ecclesfone Street, Ptmlico.

"
Abbotsford, 27th ApriJ." Dear Allan,

"
Accept my kind thanks for your little modest volume, received two days

since. I was acquainted with most of the pieces, and yet I perused them all with
renewed pleasure, and especially my old friend Sir Marmaduke with his new face,
and by assistance of an April sun, which is at length, after many a rough blast,

beginning to smile on us. The drama has, in my conception, more poetical concep-
tion and poetical expression in it than most of our modern compositions. Perhaps,
indeed, it occasionally sins even in the richness of poetical expression ; for the lan-

guage of passion, though bold and figurative, is brief and concise at the same time.
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But what would, in acting, be a more serious objection, is the complicated nature
of the plot, which is very obscure. I hope you will make another dramatic at-

tempt ; and, in that case, I would strongly recommend that you should previouslymake a model or skeleton of your incidents, dividing them rcgiilurly into scfnes
and acts, so as to insure the dependence of one circumstance upon another, and the

simplicity and union of your whole story. The common class of readers, and more
especially of spectators, are thick-skulled enough, and can hardly comprehend what
they see and hear, unless they are hemmed in, and guided to the sense at every turn." The unities of time and place have always appeared to me fopperies, as far as

they require close observance of the French rules. Still, the nearer you can come
to them, it is always, no doubt, the better, because your action will be more proba-
ble. But the unity of action—I mean that continuity which unites every scene
with the other, and makes the catastrophe the natural and probable result of all that
has gone before—seems to me a critical rule which cannot safely be dispensed with.
Without such a regular deduction of incident, men's attention becomes distracted,
and the most beautiful language, if at all listened to, creates no interest, and is out
of place. I would give, as an example, the suddenly entertained, and as suddenly
abandoned, jealousy of Sir Marmaduke, p. 85, as a useless excrescence in the ac-

tion of the drama.
" I am very much unaccustomed to offer criticism, and when I do so, it is be-

cause I believe in my soul that I am endeavouring to pluck away the weeds which
hide flowers well worthy of cultivation. In your case the richness of your lan-

guage, and fertility of your imagination, are the snares against which I would warn

you. If the one had been poor, and the other costive, I would never have made
remarks which could never do good, while, they only gave pain. Did you ever read

Savage's beautiful poem of the Wanderer? If not, do so, and you will see the fault

which, I think, attaches to Lord Maxwell—a want of distinct precision and intelli-

gibility about the story, which counteracts, especially with ordinary readers, tho

effect of beautiful and forcible diction, poetical imagery, and animated description.
" All this freedom you will excuse, I know, on the part of one who has the truest

respect for the manly independence of character which rests for its sujjport on

honest industry, instead of indulging the foolish fastidiousness formerly supposed
to be essential to the poetical temperament, and which has induced some men of

real talents to become coxcombs—some to become sots—some to plunge them
selves into want—others into the equal miseries of dependence, merely because,

forsooth, they were men of genius, and wise above the ordinary and, I say, the

manly duties of human life.

' I'd rather be a kitten, and cry, Mew !'

than write the best poetry in the world on condition of laying aside common sense

in the ordinary transactions and business of the world ; and, therefore, dear iVllan,

I wish much the better to the muse whom you meet by the fireside in your hours

of leisure when you have played your part manfully through a day of labour. I

should like to see her making those hours also a little profitable. Perhaps some-

thing of the dramatic romance, if you could hit on a good subject, and combine the

scenes well, might answer. A beautiful thing with appropriate music, scenes, &c.

might be woven out of the Mermaid of Galloway." When there is any chance of Mr. Chantrey coming this way, I hope you vr\\\

let me know
; and if you come with him, so much the better. I like him as much

for his manners as for his o-enius.o

' He is a man without a clag'g ;

His heart is frank without a flaw.'

" This is a horrible long letter for so vile a correspondent as I am. Once more,

my best thanks for the little volume, and believe me yours truly,
Walter Scott."

I now return to Sir Walter's correspondence with the Cornet at

Cappoquin.
19*
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To Walter Scott, Esq. 18ih Htissars.

"
Abbotsford, April 21, 1821.

' My dear Walter,
" .... A democrat in any situation is but a silly sort of fellow, but a

democratical soldier is worse than any ordinary traitor by ten thousand de^ees, as

he forgets his military honour, and is faithless to the master whose bread he eats.

Three distinguished
heroes of this class have arisen in my time, Lord Edward

Fitzgerald, Colonel Despard, and Captain Thistlewood, and, with the contempt
and abhorrence of all men, they died the death of infamy and guilt. If a man of

honour is unhappy enough to entertain opinions inconsistent with the service in

which he finds himself, it is his duty at once to resign his commission; in acting
otherwise he disgraces himself for ever The reports are very

strange, also, with respect to the private conduct of certain officers Gen-
tlemen maintain their characters even in following their most licentious pleasures,
otherwise they resemble the very scavengers in the streets I had
written you a long letter on other subjects, but these circumstances have altered

my plans, as well as given me great uneasiness on account of the effects which the

society you have been keeping may have had on your principles, both political and
moral. Be very frank with me on this subject. I have a title to expect perfect

sincerity, having always treated you with openness on my part.
"
Pray write immediately, and at length.

—I remain your affectionate father,

Walter Scott."

To the Same.
"
Abbotsford, April 28, 1821.

" Dear Walter,
"

. . . . The great point in the meanwhile is to acquire such preliminary in-

formation as may render you qualified to profit by Sandhurst when you get thither.

Amongst my acquaintance the men of greatest information have been those who
seemed but indifferently situated for the acquisition of it, but who exerted themselves
in proportion to the infrequency of their opportunities.

" The nohle captain Ferguson was married on Monday last. I was present at the

bridal, and I assure you the like hath not been seen since the days of Lesmahago.
Like his prototype, the Captain advanced in a jaunty military step, with a kind of

leer on his face that seemed to quiz the whole affair. You should write to your
brother sportsman and soldier, and wish the veteran joy of his entrance into the

band of Benedicts. Odd enough that I should christen a gTandehild and attend the

wedding of a contemporary within two days of each other. I have sent John of

Skye, with Tom, and all the rabblement which they can collect, to play the pipes,

shout, and fire guns below the Captain's windows this morning ; and I am just go-

ing over to hover about on my pony, and witness their reception. The happy pair
returned to Huntly Burn on Saturday ; but yesterday being Sunday, we permitted
them to enjoy their pillows in quiet. This morning they must not expect to get off

so well. Pray write soon, and give me the history of your still-huntings, &c.—Ever

yours affectionately,
W. Scott."

To Charles Scott, Esq., care of the Rev. Mr. Williams, Lampeter.
"

Abbotsford, 9th May, 1821.
" My dear Charles,

" I am glad to find, by your letter, just received, that your are reading Tacitus
with some relish. His style is rather quaint and enigmatical, which makes it dif-

ficult to the student ; but then his pages are filled with such admirable apothegms
and maxims of political wisdom, as infer the deepest knowledge of human nature ;

and it is particulary necessary that any one who may have views as a public speaker
should be master of his works, as there is neither ancient or modern who affords

such a selection of admirable quotations. You should exercise yourself frequently
in trying to make translations of the passages which most strike you, trying to in-

vest the sense of Tacitus in as good English as you can. This v/ill answer the

double purpose of making yourself familiar with the Latin author, and giving you
the command of your own language, which no person will ever have who does not
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study English composition in early life I conclude somewhat ab-

ruptly, having trees to cut, and saucy Tom watching me like a Calmuck with the
axe in his hand.—Yours affectionately,

W. Scott."

To Walter Scott, Esq., \Sth Hussars, Cappoquin.

"
Abbotsford, lOlh May, 1821.« Dear Walter,

" I wrote yesterday, hut I am induced immediately to answer your letter, be-
cause I think you expect from it an effect upon my mind rather different from what
it produces. A man may be violent and outrageous in his liquor, but wine seldom
makes a gentleman a blackguard, or instigates a loyal man to utter sedition. Wine
unveils the passions and throws away restraint, but it does not create habits or opi-
nions which did not previously exist in the mind. Besides, what sort of defence is

this of intemperance ? I suppose if a private commits riot, or is disobedient in his

cups, his officers do not admit whisky to be an excuse. I have seen enough of that

sort of society where habitual indulgence drowned at last every distinction between
what is worthy and unworthy, and I have seen young men with the fairest prospects
turn out degraded miserable outcasts before their life was half spent, merely from

soaking and sotting, and the bad habits these naturally lead to. You tell me * * *

and * * *
frequent good society and are well received in it, and I am very glad to

hear this is the case. But such stories as these will soon occasion their exclusion
from the best company. There may remain, indeed, a large enongli circle, where

ladies, who are either desirous to fill their rooms or to marry their daughters, will

continue to receive any young man in a showy uniform, however irregular in private
life ; but if these cannot be called bad company, they are certainly any thing but

very good, and the facility of access makes the entree of little consequence.
" I mentioned in my last that you were to continue in the 18th until the regiment

went to India, and that I trusted you would get the step within the twelve months
that the corps yet remains in Europe, which will make your exchange easier. But
it is of far more importance that you learn to command yourself than that you should

be raised higher in commanding others. It gives me pain to w'rite to you in terms
of censure, but my duty must be done, else I cannot expect you to do yours. All

here are well and send love.—I am your affectionate father,

Walter Scott."

To the Same.
"
Edinburgh, 15th May, 1821.

" Dear Walter,
" I have your letter of May 6th, to which it is unnecessary to reply very par-

ticularly. I would only insinuate to you that the lawyers and gossips of Edinburgh,
whom your military politeness handsomely classes together in writing to a lawyer,
know and care as little about the 18th as they do about the 19th, 20th, or 21st, or

any other regimental number which does not happen for the time to be at Piershill,

or in the Castle. Do not fall into the error and pedantry of young military men,

who, living much together, are apt to think themselves and their actions the subject

of much talk and rumour among the public at large.
—I will transcribe Fielding's

account of such a person, whom he met with on his voyage to Lisbon, which will

give two or three hours' excellent amusement when you choose to peruse it :—
' In his conversation it is true there was something; military enough, as it consisted

chiefly of oaths, and of the great actions and wise sayings of Jack, Will, and Tom of ours,

a phrase eternally in his mouth, and he seemed to conclude that it conveyed to all the offi-

cers such a degree of public notoriety and importance that it entitled him, like the Jiead

of a profession, or a first minister, to be the subject of conversation amongst those who

had not the least personal acquaintance with him.'

Avoid this silly narrowness of mind, my dear boy, which only makes men be

looked on in the world with ridicule and contempt. Lawyer and gossip as I may
be, I suppose you will allow I have seen something of life in most of its varieties ;

as much at least as if I had been, like you, eighteen months in a cavalry regiment,

or, like Beau Jackson, in Roderick Random, had cruized for half-a-year in the chops
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of the Channel. Now, I have never remarked any one, be he soldier, or divine,
or lawyer, that was exclusively attached to the narrow habits of his own profession,
but what such persons became a great twaddle in good society, besides what is of

much more importance, becoming narrow-minded and ignorant of all general inform-

ation.
" That this letter maj' not be unacceptable in all its parts, I enclose your allow-

ance without stopping any thing for the hackney. Take notice, however, my dear

Walter, that this is to last you till midsummer. We came from Abbotsford yester-

day, and left all well, except that Mr. Laidlaw lost his youngest child, an infant,

very unexpectedly. We found Sophia, Lockhart, and their child in good health,

and all send love.—I remain your affectionate father,

Walter Scott."

To Walter Scott, Esq., ISth Hussars.

"
Edinburgh, 26th May, 1621.

" My dear Walter,
" I see you are of the mind of the irritable prophet Jonah, who persisted in

maintaining
' he did well to be angry,' even when disputing with Omnipotence. I

am aware that Sir David is considered as a severe and ill-tempered man ; and I

remember a story that, when report came to Europe that Tippoo's prisoners (of
whom Baird was one) were chained together two and two, his mother said,

' God

pity the poor lad that's chained to our Davie.'' But though it may be very true that

he may have acted towards you with caprice and severity, yet you are always to

remember, 1st, That in becoming a soldier you have subjected yourself to the

caprice and severity of superior officers, and have no comfort except in contemplat-

ing the prospect of commanding others in your turn. In the meanwhile, you have
in most cases no remedy so useful as patience and submission. But, 2dly, as

you seem disposed to admit that you yourselves have been partly to blame, I sub-

mit to you, that in turning the magnifying end on Sir D.'s faults, and the diminish-

ing one on your own, you take the least useful mode of considering the matter.

By studying his errors, you can acquire no knowledge that will be useful to you
till you become Commander-in-Chief in Ireland, whereas, by reflecting on your own.
Cornet Scott and his companions may reap some immediate moral advantage.
Your fine of a dozen of claret, upon any one who shall introduce females into your
mess in future, reminds me of the rule of a country club, that whoever ' behaved

ungenteel,' should be fined in a pot of porter. Seriously, I think there was bad
taste in the style of the forfeiture.

" I am well pleased with your map, which is very business-like. There was a

great battle fought between the English and native Irish near the Blackwater, in

Avhich the former were defeated, and Bagenal the Knight-Marshal killed. Is there

any remembrance of this upon the spoti There is a clergyman in Lismore, Mr.
John Graham*—originally, that is by descent, a borderer. He lately sent me a

manuscript which I intend to publish, and I wrote to him enclosing a cheque on
Coutts. I wish you would ascertain if he received my letter safe. You can call

on him with my compliments. You need only say I was desirous to know if he
had received a letter from me lately. The manuscript was written by a certain Mr.

Gwynne, a Welsh loyalist in the great Civil War, and afterwards an officer in the

guards of Charles II. This will be an object for a ride to you.
" I presided last night at the dinner of the Celtic Society,

' all plaided and

plumed in their tartan array,' and such jumping, skipping, and screaming you never
saw. Chief Baron Shepherd dined with us, and was very much pleased with the

extreme enthusiasm of the Gael when liberated from the thraldom of breeches.

HoM were voted a member by acclamation, which will cost me a tartan dress for

your long limbs when you come here. If the King takes Scotland in coming or

goi.i^T to Ireland, (as has been talked of), I expect to get you leave to come over.

I rema^in your affectionate father,

y
Walter Scott.

•This Mr. Graham is known as the author of a "
Hfstory of the Siege of Londonderry,'

" Annals of Ireland," and various political tracts. Sir Walter Scott published Gwynne'a
memoirs, wiith a preface, &c., in 1822.
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" P. S.—I beg you will not take it into your wise noddle that I will art cither
hastily or unadvisedly in your matters. I have been more successful in life thaa
most people, and know well how much success depends, first upon desert, and thca
on knowledge of the cart de pays."

The following letter begins with an allusion to a visit which (.'aptaia

Ferguson, his bride, and his youngest sister, Miss Margaret Fcrfruson
had been paying at Ditton Park :

—
To the Lord Montagu, ^c. ^c.

"
Edinburgh, 21st May, 1921." My dear Lord,

" I was much diverted with the account of Adam and Eve's visit to Ditton

which, with its surrounding moat, might make no bad emblem of Eden but for the
absence of snakes and fiends. He is a very singular fellow

; for, with all his
humour and knowledge of the world, he by nature is a remarkably shy anil modest
man, and more afraid of the possibility of intrusion than would occur to any one
who only sees him in the full stream of society. His sister Margaret is extremely
like him in turn of thought and of humour, and he has two others who are as crreat

curiosities in their way. The eldest is a complete old maid, with all the gravity
and shyness of the character, but not a grain of its bad humour or s])leen ; on the

contrary, she is one of the kindest and most motherly creatures in the world. The
second, Mary, was in her day a very pretty girl ; but her person became deformed,
and she has the sharpness of features with which that circumstance is sometimes
attended. She rises very early in the morning, and roams over all my wild land
in the neighbourhood, wearing the most complicated pile of handkerchiefs of dif-

ferent colours on her liead, and a stick double her own height in her hand, attended

by two dogs, whose powers of yelping are truly terrific. With such garb and

accompaniments, she has very nearly established the character in the neigh-
bourhood of being something no canny

—and the urchins of Melrose and Darnrick
are frightened from gathering hazle-nuts and cutting wands in my cleugh, by the

fear of meeting the daft lady. With all this quizzicality, I do not believe there ever

existed a family with so much mutual affection and such an overflow of benevolence
to all around them, from men and women down to hedge-sparrows and lame ass-

colts, more than one of which they have taken under their direct and special pro-
tection.

" I am sorry there should be occasion for caution in the case of little Duke W'al-

ter, but it is most lucky that the necessity is early and closely attended to. How
many actual valetudinarians have outlived all their robust contemporaries, and
attained the utmost verge of human life, without ever having enjoyed what is

usually called high health ! This is taking the very worst view of the case, and sup-

posing the constitution habitually delicate. But how often has the strongest and
best confirmed health succeeded to a delicate childhood—and such, I trust, will be

the Duke's case. I cannot help thinking that this temporary recess from Eton may
be made subservient to Walter's improvement in general literature, and particularly
in historical knowledge. The habit of reading useful, and, at the same time, enter-

taining books of history is often acquired during the retirement which delicate

health in convalescence imposes on us. I remember we touched on this point at

Ditton ; and I think again, that though classical learning be the Shibboleth by which

we judge, generally speaking, of the proficiency of the youthful,scholar, yet, when
this has been too exclusively and pedantically impressed on his mind as the one

thing needful, he very often finds he has entirely a new course of study to com-

mence just at the time when life is opening all its busy or gay scenes before him,

when study of any kind becomes irksome.
" For this species of instruction I do not so much approve of tasks and set hours

for serious reading, as of the plan of endeavouring to give a taste for history to

the youths themselves, and suflTering them to gratify it in their own way, and at

their own time. For this reason I would not be scrupulous what books they began

with, or whether they began at the middle or end. The knowlinlije wiiicli we

acquire of free will and by spontaneous exertion, is like food eaten with appetite

it digests well, and benefits the system ten times more than the double craniniing

of an alderman. If a boy's attention can be drawn in conversation to any interesUng

Vol. II. 2D
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f)oint

of history, and the book is pointed out to him where he will find the partieu-
ars conveyed in a lively manner, he reads the passage with so much pleasure that

he very naturally recurs to the book at the first unoccupied moment to
trj' if he

,
cannot pick more amusement out of it ; and when once a lad gets the spirit of in-

formation, he goes on himself witli little trouble but that of selecting for him the

host and most agreeable books. I think Walter has naturally some turn for history
and historical anecdote, and would be disposed to read as much as could be wished
in tl-at most useful line of knowledge ;

—for in the eminent situation he is destined

to by his birth, acquaintance with the historj' and institutions of his country, and
her relative position with respect to others, is a sine qua non to his discharging his

duties with propriety. All this is extremely like prosing, so I will harp on that

string no longer.
" Kind compliments to all at Ditton ; you say nothing of your own rheumatism.

I am here for the session, unless the wind should blow me south to see the corona-

tion, and I think 800 miles rather a long journey to see a show. I am always, my
dear Lord, yours, very affectionately, Walter Scott."

CHAPTER XYI.

ILLNESS AND DEATH OF JOHN BALLANTYNE—EXTRACT FROM HIS POCKET-
BOOK— LETTERS FROM BLAIR-ADAM— CASTLE-CA.MPBELL— SIR SAMUEL
SHEPHERD— "BAILIE MACKAY," &c.— CORONATION OF GEORGE IV.— COR^

RESPONDENCE \VITH JAMES HOGG AND LORD SIDMOUTH— LETTER ON THE
CORONATION —ANECDOTES — ALLAN CUNNINGHAM'S MEMORANDA— COiM-

PLETION OF CHANTREY'S BUST.— 1821.

Ojf the 4th of June, Scott being then on one of his short Sessional

visits to Abbotsford, received the painful inteUigence that his friend

John Ballantyne's maladies had begun to assume an aspect of serious

and even immediate danger. The elder brother made the communi-
cation in these terms :

To Sir Walter Scott, Bart, of Mbotsfurd, Melrose.

"
Edinburgh, Sunday, 3d June, 1821.

" Dear Sir,
" I have this morning had a most heart-breaking letter from poor John, from

which the following is an extract. You will judge how it has affected me, who,
with all his peculiarities of temper, love him very much. He says

—
' A spitting of blood has commenced, and you may guess the situation into which

I am plunged. We are all accustomed to consider death as certainly inevitable ;

but his obvious approach is assuredlj' the most detestable and abhorrent feeling to

which human nature can be subject.'
" This is trulv doleful. There is something in it more absolutely bitter to my

heart than what I have otherwise suffered. I look back to my mother's peaceful
rest, and to my infant's blessedness—if life be not the extinguishable worthless

spark which I cannot think it—but here, cut off in the very middle of life, with good
means and strong powers of enjoying it, and nothing but reluctance and repining at

the close—I say the truth when I say that I would joyfully part with my right arm,
to avert the approaching result. Pardon this, dear sir

; m)^ heart and soul are heavy
within me. With the deepest respect and gratitude, J. B."

At the date of this letter, the invalid was in Roxburghshire ; but he

came to Edinburgh a day or two aftcrAvards, and died there on the

16th of the same month. I accompanied Sir Walter when one of
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their last interviews took place, and John's death-bed was a thin" not
to be forgotten. We sat by him for perhaps an hour, and I Uiiuk
half that space was occupied with his predictions of a speedy end
and details of his last will, which he had just been cxc<;utiri<', and'
which lay on liis coverlid ; the other half being given, five ininutes or
so at a time, to questions and remarks, which intimated that tlie hope
of life was still flickering before him—nay, that his interest in all its

concerns remained eager. The proof-sheets of a volume of his Novel-
ist's Library lay also by his pillow ; and he passed from them to liis

will, and then back to them, as by jerks and starts the unwonted veil

of gloom closed upon his imagination, or w^as withdrawn again. He
had, as he said, left his great friend and patron £2000 towards the

completion of the new Library at Abbotstbrd—and the auctioneer
virtuoso flashed up as he began to describe what would, he thought, be
the best style and arrangement of the book-shelves. He was inter-

rupted by an agony of asthma, which left him with hardly any signs
of life ; and ultimately he did expire in a fit of the same kind. Scott
was visibly and profoundly shaken by this scene and its sequel. As
we stood together a few days afterwards, while they were smoothing
the turf over John's remains in the Canongate Churchyard, the heavens,
which had been dark and slaty, cleared up suddenly, and the mid-
summer sun shone forth in his strength. Scott, ever awake to the
"
skiey influences," cast his eye along the overhanging line of the Cal-

ton Hill, with its gleaming walls and towers, and then turning to the

grave again,
"

I feel," he whispered in my ear,
"

I feel as if there

would be less sunshine for me from this day forth."

As we walked homewards, Scott told me, among other favourable
traits of his friend, one little story which I must not omit. He re-

marked one day to a poor student of divinity attending his auction,
that he looked as if he were in bad health. The young man assented

with a sigh.
" Come," said Ballantyne,

"
I think I ken the secret of a

sort of draft that would relieve you—particularly," he added, handing
him a cheque for £5 or £10—"

particularly, my dear, if taken upon an

empty stomach."

John died in his elder brother's house in St. John Street ; a cir-

cumstance which it gives me pleasure to record, as it confirms the

impression of their affectionate feeling towards each other at this time,

which the reader must have derived from James's letter to Scott last

quoted. Their confidence and cordiality had undergone considerable

interruption in the latter part of John's life ; but the close was in all

respects fraternal.

A year and a half before John's exit, namely, on the last day of

1819, he happened to lay his hand on an old pocket-book, which

roused his reflections, and he filled two or three of its pages with a

brief summary of the most active part of his life, which I think it liue

to his character as well as Sir Walter Scott's, to transcribe in this

place.

" 31st Dec. 1819. In moving a bed from the fire-place to-day up stairs, I found

an old memorandum-book, which enables me to trace the following recollections of

this day, the last of the year.
" 1801. A shopkeeper in Kelso ;

at this period my difficulties had not begun in



228 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

business ; was well, happy, and 27 years old ;
new then in a connexion which after-

wards gave me great pain, but can never be forgotten.
" 1802. 28 old : In Kelso, as before—could scarcely be happier

—hunted, shot,

kept ********'s company, and neglected business, the fruits whereof I soon found.
" 1803. 29 : Still fortunate, andhappy from same cause. James in Edinburgh

thriving as a printer. Wlien I was ennuied at home, visited him. Business neg-
lected epery way.

" 1801. " 30 : Material change ; getting into difficulties ; all wrong, and changes
in every way approaching.

" 1805. 31 : All consummated ;
health miserable all summer, and * * *

desig-
nated in an erased mem., the scoundrel. I yet recollect the causes-can I ever forget
it? My furniture, goods, &c. sold at Kelso, previous to my going to Edinburgh to

become my brother's clerk : whither I did go, for which God be praised eternally,
on Friday, 3d January, 1806, on £200 a-year. My effects at Kelso, with labour,

paid my debts, and left me pennyless.
" From this period till 1808. 34 : I continued in this situation—then the scheme

of a bookselling concern in Hanover Street was adopted, which I was to manage ;

it was £300 a-year, and one-fourth of the profits besides.
" 1809. 35 : Already the business in Hanover Street getting into difficulty, from

our ignorance of its nature, and most extravagant and foolish advances from its funds

to the printing concern. I ought to have resisted this, but I was thoughtless, al-

though not young, or rather reckless, and lived on as long as I could make ends

meet,
" 1810. 36 : Bills increasing

—the destructive system of accommodations adopted.
"1811. 37: Bills increased to a most fearful degree. Sir Wm. Forbes and Co.

shut their account. No bank would discount with us, and every thing leading to

irretrievable failure.
" 1812. 38 : The first partner stepped in, at a crisis so tremendous, that it yet

shakes my soul to think of it. By the most consummate wisdom, and resolution,

and unheard-of exertions, he put things in a train that finally (so early as 1817) paid
even himself (who ultimately became the sole creditor of the house) in full, with a

balance of a thousand pounds.
" 1813. 39 : In business as a literary auctioneer in Prince's Street; from which

period to the present I have got gradually forward, both in that line and as third of

a partner of the works of the Author of Waverley, so that I am now, at 45, worth
about (I owe £2000) £5000, with, however, alas ! many changes—my strong con-

stitution much broken ; my father and mother dead, and James estranged
—the chief

enjoyment and glory of my life being the possession of the friendship and confidence

of the greatest of men.

In communicating John's death to the Cornet, Sir Walter says :
—

" I have had a very great loss in poor John Ballantyne, who is gone, after a long
illness. He persisted to the very last in endeavouring to take exercise, in which he
was often imprudent, and was up and dressed the very morning before his death.

Li his will the grateful creature has left me a legacy of £2000, life-rented, however,

by his wife ; and the rest of his little fortune goes betwixt his two brothers. I shall

miss him very much, both in business, and as an easy and lively companion, who
was eternally active and obliging in whatever I had to do."

I am sorry to take leave of John Ballantyne with the remark, that

his last will was a document of the same class with too many of his

states and calendars. So far from having £2000 to bequeath to Sir

Walter, he died as he had hved, ignorant of the situation of his affairs,

and deep in debt.

The two following letters, written at Blair-Adam, where the Club

were, as usual, assembled for the dog-days, have been selected from

among several which Scott at this time addressed to his friends in the

South, with the view of promoting Mr. Mackay's success in his debut

on the London boards as Bailie Jarvie.
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" To Miss Joanna Baillie, Hampslead.
" The immediate motive of my writing to you, my dearest friend, is to makf Mr^

Agnes and you aware that a Scots performer, called Mackay, is aoincr „p to Lor,,' „
to play Baihe Nicol Jarvie for a single night at Covent Garden, and'to hr-rr you'of
all dear loves to go and see him ; for, taking him in that sintrle character 1 am not
sure I ever saw any thing in my life possessing so much truth and comic effect at
the same time : he is completely the personage of the drama, the purse-proud con-
sequential magistrate, humane and irritable in the same moment, and the true Scou-
man in every turn of thought and action : his variety of feelings towards Rob Roy,whom he likes, and fears, and despises, and admires, and pities all at once, isIS ex-

ceedingly well expressed. In short, I never saw a part better sustained, certninly ;

I pray you to collect a party of Scotch friends to see it. I have written to Sothfby
to the same purpose, but I doubt whether the exhibition will prove as satisfactory
to those who do not know the original from which the resemblance is taken. I ob-
serve the English demand (as is natural,) broad caricature in the depicting of na-
tional peculiarities : they did so as to the Irish till Jack Johnstone taught th'em bet-

ter, and at first I should fear Mackay's reality will seem less ludicrous Ihan Liston's
humorous extravagances. So let it not be said that a dramatic genius of Scotland
wanted the countenance and protection of Joanna Baillie : the Doctor and Mrs.
Baillie will be much diverted if they go also, but somebody said to me that they
were out of town. The man, I am told, is perfectly respectable in his life and

habits, and consequently deserves encouragement every way. There is a Erent
difference betwixt his bailie and all his other performances : one would think the

part made for him, and him for the part—and yet I may do the poor fellow injus-
tice, and what we here consider as a falling off may arise from our identifying Mac-

kay so completely with the worthy Glasgow magistrate, that recollection's of Nicol
Jarvie intrude upon us at every corner, and mar the personification of any other part
which he may represent for the time.

" I am here for a couple of days with our Chief Commissioner, late Willie Adam,
and we had yesterday a delightful stroll to Castle-Campbell, the Rumbling Brig,
Cauldron Linns, &c. : the scenes are most romantic, and I know not by what fatality
it has been, that living within a step of them, I never visited any of them before.

We had Sir Samuel Shepherd with us, a most deligrhtful person, but with too much

English fidgetiness about him for crags and precipices,
—

perpetually afraid that

rocks would give way under his weight which had over-brow'd the torrent for ages,

and that good well-rooted trees, moored so as to resist ten thousand tempests, would
fall because he grasped one of their branches : he must certainly be a firm believer

in the simile of the lover of your native land, who complains
—

• I leant my back unto an aik,

I thought it was a trusty tree,

But first it bow'd and then it brake,' &c. &c. &c.

Certes these Southrons lack much the habits of the wood and wilderness, formers

is a man of taste and genius, a fine scholar and a most interesting companion, haunted

with fears that would be entertained by no shopkeeper from the Luckenbooths or

the Saut INIarket. A sort of Cockneyism of one kind or another pervades their men
of professional habits, whereas every Scotchman, with very few exceptions, holds

country exercises of all kinds to be part of his nature, and is ready to become a

traveller or even a soldier on the slightest possible notice. The habits of the moor-

fowl shooting, salmon-fishing, and so forth, may keep this much up among^lhe sj'^n-

try, a name which our pride and pedigree extend so much wider than in England ;

and it is worth notice that these amusements being cheap and tolerably easy come

at by all the petty dunnywassels, have a more general influence on the national

character than fox-hunting, which is confined to those who can mount and ket-p a

horse worth at least 100 guineas'. But srill this hardly explains the general and

wide difference betwixt the countries in this particular. Happen how it will, the

advantage is much in favour of Scotland : it is true that it contributes to prerent

our producing such very accomplished lawyers, divines, or artisans* as when the

* The great engineer, James Watt of Birmingham—in whose talk Scott took murh d*

light—told him, that though hundreds probably of Ms northern couutryiiicu bad »^>u«'»^

20
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whole mind is bent with undivided attention upon attaining one branch of know-

ledge,
—but it gives a strong and muscular character to the people in general, and

eaves men from all sorts of causeless fears and flutterings of the heart, which s^ve

quite as much misery as if there were real cause for entertaining apprehension. This

is not furiously to the purpose of my letter, which, after recommending Monsieur

Mackay, was to tell you that we are all well and happy. Sophia is getting stout

and pretty, and is one of the wisest and most important little mammas that can be

seen anywhere. Her bower is higged in gude green ivood, and we went last Satur-

day in a body to enjoy it, and to consult about furniture, and we have got the road

stopt which led up the hill, so it is now quite solitary, and approached through a

grove of trees, actual well-grown trees, not Lilliputian forests like those of Abbots-

lord. The season is dreadfully backward. Our ashes and our oaks are not yet in

leaf, and will not be, I think, in any thing like full foliage this year, such is the

rigour of the east winds.—Always, my dear and much respected friend, most affec-

tionately yours,
W. ScOTT.

"
Blair-Adam, 11 June, 1821,
In full sight of Lochleven.

" P. S.—Pray read, or have read to you by Mrs. Agnes, the Jnnals of the Parish.

Mr. Gait wrote the worst tragedies ever seen, and has now written a most excellent

novel, if it can be called so."

To the Lord Montagu, ^c. ^c. London,

"
Blair-Adam, June 11, 1821.

" My dear Lord,
" There is a man going up from Edinburgh to play one night at Covent Gar-

den, whom, as having the very unusual power of presenting on the stage a complete
Scotsman, I am very desirous you should see. He plays Bailie Nicol Jarvie in Rob

Roy, but with a degree of national truth and understanding, which makes the part

equal to any thing I have ever seen on the stage, and I have seen all the best come-
dians for these forty years, I wish much, if you continue in town till he comes up,
that you would get into some private box and take a look of him. Sincerely, it is

a real treat—the English will not enjoy it, for it is not broad enough, or sufficiently
caricatured for their apprehensions, but to a Scotsman it is inimitable, and you
have the Glasgow Bailie before you, with all his bustling conceit and importance,
his real benevolence, and his irritable habits. He will want in London a fellow

who, in the character of the Highland turnkey, held the back-hand to him admira-

bly well. I know how difficult it is for folks of condition to get to the theatre, but

this is worth an exertion, and, besides, the poor man (who I understand is very re-

spectable in private life) will be, to use an admirable simile (by which one of your
father's farmers persuaded the Duke to go to hear his son, a probationer in divinity,

preach his first sermon in the town of Ayr), like a cow in afremd loaning, and glad
of Scots countenance.

" I am glad the Duke's cold is better—his stomach will not be put to those trials

which ours underwent in our youth, when deep drinking was the fashion. I hope
he will always be aware, however, that his is not a strong one.

"
Campbell's Lives of the Admirals is an admirable book, and I would advise

your Lordship e'en to redeem your pledge to the Duke on some rainy day. You do
not run the risk from the penisal which ray poor mother apprehended. She always
alleged it sent her eldest son to the navy, and did not see with indifference any of

her younger olive-branches engaged with Campbell except myself, who stood in

no danger of the cockpit or quarterdeck. I would not swear for Lord John tliough.
Your Lordship's tutor was just such a well-meaning person as mine who used to

take from me old Lindsay of Pitscottie, and set me down to get by heart Rollin's

employment at his estabhshment, he never could get one of them to become a first-rate «r.

tisan.
"
Many of them," said he,

" were too good for that, and rose to be valuable clerks

and book-keepers ; but those incapable of this sort of advancement had always the same

insuperable aversion to toiling so lonir at any one point of mechanism as to gain the highest

wages among the workmen." I have no doubt Sir Walter was thinking of Mr. Watt's
remark when he wrote the sentence in the text.
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infernal list of the Shepherd Kings, whose hard names could have done n^ - .

any one on earth unless he had wished to raise the devil, and lacked b?
conjure with—Always, my dear Lord, most truly yours,

^VALTER Scott."

The coronation of George IV., preparations for v.-h\rh ucn- (as
has been seen) in active progress by March, 1820, had been aetlTn.,i
in consequence of the unhappy affair of the Queen's Trial. Tlip i!»th
of July, 1821, was now announced for this solemnity, and Sir Waller
resolved to be among the spectators. It occurred to hiui that if the
Ettnck Shepherd were to accompany him, and produce sume nieirio-
rial of the scene, hkely to catch the popular ear in Scotland, good ser-
vice might thus be done to the cause of loyalty ; but this was not his

only consideration. Hogg had married a handsome and most estima-
ble young woman, a good deal above his own original rank in life,
the year before; and expecting with her a dowry of £1000, he had
forthwith revived the grand ambition of an earlier day, and become a
candidate for an extensive farm on the Buccleuch estate, at a shf.rt

distance from Altrive Lake. Various friends, supposing his worldly
circumstances to be much improved, had supported his application,
and Lord Montagu had received it in a manner for which the Shef)-
herd's letters to Scott express much gratitude. Misfortune pursued
the Shepherd

—the imforeseen bankruptcy of his wife's father inter-

rupted the stocking of the sheep-walk ; and the arable part of the new
possession was sadly mismanaged by himself Scott hoped that a visit

to London, and a coronation poem, or pamphlet, might end in some

pension or post that would relieve these difhculties; and he wrote to

Hogg, urging him to come to Edinburgh, and embark with him for

the great city. Not doubting that this proposal would be eagerly
accepted, he, when writing to Lord Sidmouth, to ask a ]ilace for him-

self in the Hall and Abbey of Westminster, mentioned that Hog^ was
to be his companion, and begged suitable accommodation for him
also. Lord Sidmouth, being overwhelmed with business connected

with the approaching pageant, answered by the pen of the Under-

Secretary of State, Mr. Hobhouse, that Sir Walter's wishes, both as

to himself and the Shepherd, should be gratified, provided they would

both dine with him the day after the coronation, in Richmond park,
"
where," says the letter before me,

" his Lordship would invite the

Duke of York and a few other Jacobites to meet you." All this lx,Miig

made known to the tenant of Mount Benger, he wrote to Scott, as he

says, 'with the tear in his eye,' to signify, that if he went to London,

he must miss attending the great annual Border fair, held on St. Bos-

well's Green, in Roxburghshire, on the 18th of every July ; and that

his absence from that meeting so soon after entering upon business as

a store-farmer, would be considered by his new compeers as highly

imprudent and discreditable. "In short," James concludes, "the

thing is impossible. But as there is no man in his ]Majesty's domi-

nions admires his great talents for government, and the energy and

dignity of his administration, so much as I do, I will write sniiiefhrti-r

at home, and endeavour to give it you before you start." TIil'
'"^'"'1^

herd probably expected that these pretty compliments would reach ihc

royal ear; but however that may have been, his own Muse turned a
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deaf ear to him—at least I never heard of any thing that he wrote on
this occasion.

Scott embarked without him, on board a new steam-ship, called the

City of Edinburgh , which, as he suggested to the master, ought rather

to have been christened the New Reekie. This' vessel was that de-

scribed and lauded in the following letter :

To the Lord Montagu, ^c. ^c.

Edinburgh, July 1, 1821.
' My dear Lord,

" I write just now ^o thank you for your letter. I have heen on board the steam-

ship, and am so delighted with it, that I think I shall put myself aboard for the co-

ronation. It runs at nine knots an hour {me ipso teste,) against wind and tide, with
a deck as long as a frigate's to walk upon, and to sleep on also, if you like, as I have

always preferred a cloak and a mattrass to these crowded cabins. This reconciles

the speed and certainty of the mail-coach with the ease and convenience of being on

ship-board. So I really think I will run up to see the grandee show and run down

again. I scorn to mention economy, though the expense is not one-fifth, and that is

something in hard times, especially to me, who, to choose, would always rather

travel in a public conveyance, than with my domestic's good company in a po-chay.
" But now comes the news of news. I have been instigating the great Caledo-

nian Boar, James Hogg, to undertake a similar trip
—with the view of turning an

honest penny, to help out his stocking, by writing some sort of Shepherd's Letters,
or the like, to put the honest Scots bodies up to this whole affair. I am trying
with Lord Sidmouth to get him a place among the newspaper gentry to see the

ceremony. It is seriously worth while to get such a popular view of the whole, as

he will probably hit off.

" I have another view for this poor fellow. You have heard of the Royal Literary
Society, and how they propose to distribute solid pudding, alias pensions, to men
of genius. It is, I think, a very problematical matter, whether it will do the good
which is intended ; but if they do mean to select worthy objects of encouragement,
I really know nobody that has a better or an equal claim to poor Hogg. Our friend

Villiers takes a great charge of this matter, and good-naturedly forgave my stating
to him a number of objections to the first concoction, which was to haA^e been some-

thing resembling the French Academy. It has now been much modified. Perhaps
there may be some means fallen upon, with your Lordship's assistance, of placing
Hogg under Mr. Villiers' view. I would have done so myself, but only, I have
battled the point against the whole establishment so keenly, that it would be too

bad to bring forward a protege of my own to take the advantage of it. They in-

tended at one time to give pensions of about £100 a-year to thirty persons. I know
not where they could find half-a-dozen with such pretensions as the Shepherd's.

" There will be risk of his being lost in London, or kidnapped by some of those

ladies who open literary menageries for the reception of liotis. I should like to see

him at a rout of blue-stockings. I intend to recommend him to the protection of

John Murray the bookseller; and I hope he will come equipped with plaid, kent, and

coUey.*
" I wish to heaven Lord IVIelville would either keep the Admiralty, or in Hogg's

phrase—
' O I would eag-erly press him

The keys of the east to require,'
—

for truly the Board of Control is the Corn Chest for Scotland, where we poor gentry
must send our younger sons, as we send our black cattle to the south.

Ever most truly j^ours,
Walter Scott."

*Kent is the shepherd's staff—Colley his dog. Scott alludes to the old song of the Lea

Rig- " Nae herds \vi' kent and colley there," &c.
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From London, on the day after the coronation, Sir Walter ad
dressed a letter descriptive of the ceremonial, \o his friend Jam.,-ji

Ballantyne, who pubUshed it in his newspaper. It has h<«en sin,-e

reprinted—but not in any collection of Scott's own wriiin^rs •

-iikI 1

therefore insert it here. It will probably possess considcraWc interest
for the student of English history and manners in future times

; fur
the coronation of George the Fourth's successor was coriducK.-d on a
vastly inferior scale of splendour and expense—and the precedent of
curtailment in any such matters is now seldom neglected.

To the Editor of the Edinburgh Weekly JoitrnriL

,, c,.
"
London. July 20th, 1821."

Sir,
" I refer you to the daily papers for the details of the ^eat National Solemnity

which we witnessed yesterdaj-, and will hold my promise absolved by sendinir a
few g-eneral remarks upon what I saw, with surprise amountingr to as'tonishiiit-nt,
and which I shall never forget. It is, indeed, impossible to conceive a ceremony
more august and imposing in all its parts, and more calculated to make the deepest
impression both on the eye and on the feelings. The most minute attention must
have been bestowed to arrange the subordinate parts in harmony with the rest ; so

that, amongst so much antiquated ceremonial, imposintj singular dresses, duties,
and characters upon persons accustomed to move in the ordinarj' routine of society,
nothing occurred either awkward or ludicrous which could mar the general effect of
the solemnity. Considering that it is but one step from the sublime to the riilim-

lous, I own I consider it as surprising that the whole ceremonial of the day should
have passed away without the slightest circumstance which could derange the ijen-
eral tone of solemn feeling which was suited to the occasion.

" You must have heard a full account of the only disagreeable event of the day.
I mean the attempt of the missfuided lady, who has lately furnished so many topics
of discussion, to intrude herself upon a ceremonial, where, not bein<T In her proper
place, to be present in any other must have been voluntary degradation. That
matter is a fire of straw which has now burnt to the very embers, and those who
try to blow it into life again, will only blacken their hands and noses, like mischie-
vous children dabbling- amono- the ashes of a bonfire. It seems sincnilar, that beinsT

determined to be present at all hazards, this unfortunate personage should not have

procured a Peer's ticket, which, I presume, would have insured her admittance. I

willingly pass to pleasanter matters.
" The effect of the scene in the Abbey was beyond measure magnificent. Ima-

gine long galleries stretched among the aisles of that venerable and august pib-
—

those which rise above the altar pealinsr back their echoes to a full and magnificent
choir of music—those which occupied the sides filled even to crowding with all that

Britain has of beautiful and distinguished, and the cross-gallery most appropriately

occupied by the Westminster schoolboys, in their white surplices, many of whom

might on that day receive impressions never to be lost during the rest of their lives.

Imagine this, I say, and then add the spectacle upon the floor—the altar surrounded

by the Fathers of" :he Church—the King encircled by the Nobility of the land and

the Counsellors of his throne, and by warriors, wearinj the honoured marks of

distinction bought by many a glorious danger
—add to this the rich spectacle of the

aisles crowded with waving plumage, and coronets, and caps of honour, and the

sun, which brightened and saddened as if on purpose, now beaming in full lustre

on the rich and varied assemblage, and now darting a solitarj' r,\y,
which catchcd,

as it passed, the glittering folds of a banner, or the edge of a group of battle-axes

or partizans, and then rested full on some fair form. ' the Cynosure of neighbouring

eyes,' whose circlet of diamonds glistened under its influence. Imairine all this, ami

then tell me if I have made my journey of four hundred miles to little purposw. I

do not love your cut bimo men, and therefore Twill not be pleased it you
•

:^

the damping tone of sullen philosophy, what good all this has done tlie ^;

If we restrict life to its real animal wants and necessities, we shall indeed he *i'm-

fied with '

food, clothes, and fire ;' but Divine Providence, who widened our source*

Vol. II. 2 E 20 *
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of enjoyment beyond those of the animal creation, never meant that we should
bound our wishes within such narrow limits ;

and I shrewdly suspect that those
non est ianti gentlefolks only depreciate the natural and unaifected pleasure which
men like me receive from sights of splendour and sounds of harmony, either be-

cause they would seem wiser than their simple neighbours at the expense of being
less happy, or because the mere pleasure of the sight and sound is connected with
associations of a deeper kind, to which they are unwilling to yield themselves.

"
Leaving these gentlemen to enjoy their own wisdom, I still more pity those, if

there be any, who (being unable to detect a peg on which to hang a laugh) sneer

coldly at this solemn festival, and are rather disposed to dwell on the expense
which attends it, than on the generous feelings which it ought to awaken. The
expense, so far as it is national, has gone directly and instantly to the encourage-
ment of the British manufacturer and mechanic ; and so far as it is personal to the

persons of rank attendant upon the Coronation, it operates as a tax upon wealth and
consideration for the benefit of poverty and industry ; a tax willingly paid by the

one class, and not the less acceptable to the other, because it adds a happy holiday
to the monotony of a life of labour.

" But there were better things to reward my pilgrimage than the mere pleasures
of the eye and ear ;

for it was impossible, without the deepest veneration, to behold
the voluntary and solemn interchange of vows betwixt the King and his assembled

People, whilst he, on the one hand, called God Almighty to witness his resolution

to maintain their laws and privileges, whilst they called, at the same moment, on
the Divine Being, to bear witness that they accepted him for their liege Sovereign,
and pledged to him their love and their duty. I cannot describe to you the eflect

produced by the solemn, yet strange mixture of the words of Scripture, with the

shouts and acclamations of the assembled multitude, as they answered to the voice
of the Prelate who demanded of them whether they acknowledged as their Monarch
the Prince who claimed the sovereignty in their presence. It was peculiarly de-

lightful to see the King receive from the royal brethren, but in particular from the

Duke of York, the fraternal kiss in which they acknowledged their sovereign.
Ther^ was an honest tenderness, an affectionate and sincere reverence in the em-
brace interchanged betwixt the Duke of York and his Majesty that approached al-

most a caress, and imprest all present with the electrical conviction, that the nearest

to the throne in blood was the nearest also in affection. I never heard plaudits

given more from the heart than those that were thundered upon the royal brethren

when they were thus pressed to each other's bosoms,—it was an emotion of natural

kindness, which, bursting out amidst ceremonial grandeur, found an answer in every
British bosom. The King seemed much affected at this and one or two other parts
of the ceremonial, even so much so, as to excite some alarm among those who saw
him as nearly as I did. He completely recovered himself, however, and bore

(generally speaking) the fatigue of the day very well. I learn from one near his

person, that he roused himself with great energy, even when most oppressed with
heat and fatigue, when any of the more interesting parts of the ceremony were to

be performed, or when any thing occurred which excited his personal and imme-
diate attention. When presiding at the banquet amid the long line of his Nobles,
he looked '

every inch a King ;' and nothing could exceed the grace with which he

accepted and returned the various acts of homage rendered to him in the course of

that long day.
" It was also a very gratifying spectacle to those who think like me, to behold

the Duke of Devonshire and most of the distinguished Whig ntobility assembled
round the throne on this occasion ; giving an open testimony that the differences

of political opinions are only skin-deep wounds, which assume at times an angry
appearance, but have no real effect on the wholesome constitution of the country.

" If you ask me to distinguish who bore him best, and appeared n7.ost to sustain

the character we annex to the assistants in such a solemnity, I have no hesitation

to name Lord Londonderry, who, in the magnificent robes of the Garter, with the

cap and high plume of the order, walked alone, and by his fine face, and majestic

person, formed an adequate representative of the order of Edward III., the costume
of which was worn by his Lordship only. The Duke of Wellington, with all his

laurels, moved and looked deserving the baton, which was never gra&;ped by so

worthy a hand. The Marquis of Anglesea showed the most exquisite grace in

managing his horse, notwithstanding the want of his limb, wliich he left ai' Water-



CORONATION OF GEORGE IV.

loo. I never saw so fine a bridle-hand in my life, and I am rather a jud^e of • „o.ble horsemanship. Lord Howard's horse was worse bitted than those M" th.- twoformer noblenien, but not so much so as to derange the ceremony of r.lirina hack
out of the Hall. ' «• *

"The Champion ^vas performed (as of right) by young Dymocko, a fme-lookine
youth, but bearing, perhaps, a little too much the appearance of a inaid.'n-ki.j.rhi to
be the challenger of the world in a King's behalf. He threw down his .r-umtlct,
however, with becoming manhood, and showed as much horsemanship as thn
crowd of knights and squires around him would permit to be exhibited. His ar-
mour was in good taste, but his shield was out of all propriety, being a round r<m-
dache, or Highland target, a defensive weapon, which it would have1)cen impossi-
ble to use on horseback, instead of being a three-corner'd, or heakr-ahidd, \\\\\v\\ in
time of the tilt was suspended round the neck. Pardon this anti(iuarian smiple,
which, you may believe, occurred to few but myself. On the whole, this striking
part of the exhibition somewhat disappointed me, for I would have liad the Cham-
pion less embarrassed by his assistants, and at liberty to put his horse on ih«

grandpas. And yet the young Lord of Scrivelsbaye looked and behaved extremely
well.

"
Returning to the subject of costume, I could not but admire what I had

previ-
ously been disposed much to criticise,—I mean the fancy dress of the Privy-Coun-
cillors, which was of white and blue satin, with trunk-hose and mantles, after the
fashion of Queen Elizabeth's time. Separately, so gay a garb had an odd etTect

on the persons of elderly or ill-made men
; but when the whole was thrown into

one general body, all these discrepancies disappeared, and you no more observed
the particular manner or appearance of an individual than you do that of a soldier

in the battalion which marches past you. The whole was so completely harmo-
nized in actual colouring, as well as in association with the general mass of gay
and gorgeous and antique dress which floated before the eye, that it was next to

impossible to attend to the effect of individual figures. Yet a Scotsman will detect

a Scotsman amongst the most crowded assemblage, and I must say that the Lord
Justice-Clerk of Scotland showed to as great advantage in his robes of Privy-Coun-
cillor as any by whom that splendid dress was worn on this great occasion. The
common Court-dress, used by the Privy-Councillors at the last coronation, must
have had a poor effect in comparison of the present, which formed a gradation in

the scale of gorgeous ornament, from the unwieldy splendour of the heralds, who

glowed like huge masses of cloth of gold and silver, to the more chastened robes

and ermine of the Peers. I must not forget the effect produced by the Peers plac-

ing their coronets on their heads, which was really august.
" The box assigned to the foreign Ambassadors presented a most brilliant effect,

and was perfectly in a blaze with diamonds. When the sunshine lighted on Prince

Esterhazy, in particular, he glimmered like a galaxy. I cannot learn positively if

he had on that renowned coat which has visited all the courts of Europe save ours,

and is said to be worth ^6100,000, or some such trifle, and which costs the Prince

dSlOO or two every time he puts it on, as he is sure to lose pearls to that amount.

This was a hussar dress, but splendid in the last degree, perhaps too fine for good

taste, at least it would have appeared so anywhere else. Beside the Prince sat a

good-humoured lass, who seemed all eyes and ears (his daughter-in-law 1 belli ve,)

who wore as many diamonds as if they had been Bristol stones. An honest Per-

sian was also a remarkable figure, from the dogged and imperturbable gravity with

which he looked on the whole scene, without ever moving a limb or a muscle dur-

ing the space of four hours. Like Sir Wilful Witwoud, I cannot find that your

Persian is orthodox ; for if he scorned every thing else, there was a Mahometan

paradise extended on his right hand along the seats which were occupied hy the

Peeresses and their daughters, which the Prophet himself might have looke.i on

with emotion. I have seldom seen so many elegant and boautitul girls as sat

mingled among the noble matronage of the land; and the waving pluni;!ge
ot le.i-

thers, which made the universal head-dress, had the most appropriate
ellect m set-

ting off their charms.
"I must not omit that the foreigners, who are apt to consider us as a nation «i

frac, and without the usual ceremonials of dress and distinction, were utterly .i>t'>-

nished and delighted to see the revival of feudal dresses and feudal irr.in.leur
when

the occasion demanded it, and that in a degree of splendour which they .nerrt-u

they had never seen paralleled in Europe.
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" The duties of service at the Banquet, and of attendance in general, were per-
formed by pages drest very elegantly in Henri Quatre coats of scarlet, with gold
lace, blue sashes, white silk hose, and white rosettes. There were also marshal's-

men for keeping order, who wore a similar dress, but of blue, and having white
sashes. Both departments were filled up almost entirely by young gentlemen,

many of them of the very first condition, who took these menial characters to gain
admission to the show. When I saw many of my young acquaintance thus attend-

ing upon their fathers and kinsmen, the Peers, Knights, and so forth, I could not

help thinking of Crabbe's lines, with a little alteration :
—

'Twas schooling' pride to see the menial wait,

Smile on his father and receive his plate.

It must be owned, however, that they proved but indifferent valets, and were very

apt, like the clown in the pantomime, to eat the cheer they should have handed to

their masters, and to play other tours de page, which reminded me of the caution of

our proverb
' not to man yourself with your kin.' The Peers, for example, had only

a cold collation, while the Aldermen of London feasted on venison and turtle ; and
similar errors necessarily befell others in the confusion of the evening. But these

slight mistakes, which indeed were not known till afterwards, had not the slightest
effect on the general grandeur of the scene.

" I did not see the procession between the Abbey and Hall. In the morning a

few voices called. Queen, Queen, as Lord Londonderry passed, and even when the

Sovereign appeared. But these were only signals for the loud and reiterated ac-

clamations in which these tones of discontent were completely drowned. In the

return, no one dissonant voice intimated the least dissent from the shouts of gratu-
lation which poured from every quarter; and certainly never Monarch received a

more general welcome from his assembled subjects.
" You will have from others full accounts of the variety of entertainments pro-

vided for John Bull in the Parks, the River, in the Theatres, and elsewhere. No-

thing was to be seen or heard but sounds of pleasure and festivity; and whoever
saw the scene at any one spot, was convinced that the whole population was as-

sembled there, while others found a similar concourse of revellers in every different

point. It is computed that about five hundred thousand people shared in the

Festival in one way or another ; and you may imagine the excellent disposition by
which the people were animated, when I tell you, that, excepting a few windows
broken by a small body-guard of ragamuffins, who were in immediate attendance

on the Great Lady in the morning, not the slightest political violence occurred to

disturb the general harmony—and that the assembled populace seemed to be uni-

versally actuated by the spirit of the day, loyalty, namely, and good humour. No-

thing occurred to damp those happy dispositions ; the weather was most propitious,
aud the arrangements so perfect, that no accident of any kind is reported as having
taken place.

—And so concluded the coronation of George IV., whom God long

preserve. Those who witnessed it have seen a scene calculated to raise the coun-

try in their opinion, and to throw into the shade all scenes of similar magnificence,
from the Field of the Cloth of Gold down to the present day.

I remain your obedient servant,

An Eye-Witness."

At the close of this brilliant scene, Scott received a mark of homage
to his genius which delighted him not less than Laird Nippy's reve-

rence for the Shenff's Knoll, and the Birmingham cutler's dear acqui-
sition of his signature on a visiting ticket. Missing his carriage, he

had to return home on foot from Westminster, after the banquet
—that

is to say, between two and three o'clock in the morning ; when he

and a young gentleman his companion found themselves locked in

the crowd, somewhere near Whitehall, and the bustle and tumult

"were such that his friend was afraid some accident might happen to

the lame limb. A space for the dignitaries was kept clear at that

point by the Scots Greys. Sir Walter addressed a serjeant of this
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celebrated regiment, begging to be allowed to pass by him into the
open ground ni the middle of the street. The man aiisvvered shortly
that his orders were strict—that the thing was

impussihlL-. While hi
was endeavouring to persuade the serjeant to relent, some new wave
of turbulence approached from behind, and his young coini)anion ox-
claimed, in a loud voice,

" take care, Sir Walter Scott, take care !'*

The stalwart dragoon, on hearing the name, snid,
" Wh.-ii ! Sir

Walter Scott? He shall get through anyhow !" He then addn.-sst.-d

the soldiers near him—" make room, men, for Sir Walter Scott, our
illustrious countryman !" Tlfe men answered,

" Sir Walter Scott !—God bless him !"—and he was in a moment within the guarded line

of safety.
I shall now take another extract from the memoranda, with which

I have been favoured by my friend Allan Cunningham. After the

particulars formerly quoted about Scott's sitting to Chantrey in the

spring of 1820, he proceeds as follows:—
"I saw Sir Walter again, when he attended the coronation, in 1321. In the

meantime his bust had been wrought in marble, and the sculptor desired to take
the advantage of his visit to communicate such touches of expression or lineamrnt
as the new material rendered necessary. This was done with a happiness of eye
and hand almost magical : for five hours did the poet sit, or stand, or walk, while

Chantrey's chisel was passed again and again over the marble, adding something
at every touch.

" '

Well, Allan,' he said, when he saw me at this last sitting,
' were ynti nt the

coronation'? it was a splendid sight.' 'No, Sir Walter,' I answered,—'places
were dear and ill to get : I am told it was a magnificent scene : but having seen

the procession of King Crispin at Dumfries, I was satisfied.' I said this with a

smile : Scott took it as I meant it, and laughed heartily.
' That's not a hit better

than Hogg,' he said. ' He stood balancing the matter whether to go to the corona-

tion or the fair of Saint Boswell—and the fair carried it.'

"
During this conversation, Mr. Bolton the engineer came in. Something like a

cold acknowledgment passed between the poet and him. On his passing into an

inner room, Scott said,
' I am afraid Mr. Bolton has not forgot a little passage that

once took place between us. We met in a public company, and in reply to the re-

mark of some one, he said,
" that like the old saying,

—in every corner of the world

you will find a Scot, a rat, and a Newcastle grindstone." This touched my Scotch

spirit, and I said,
" Mr. Bolton, you ought to have added, and a B!rmin<^hiim hut-

ion.'" There was a laugh at this, and Mr. Bolton replied, "we make something
better in Birmingham than buttons—we make steam-engines, sir."

" ' I like Bolton,' thus continued Sir Walter,
' he is a brave man, and who can

dislike the brave 1—He showed this on a remarkable occasion. He had eiiffairpd

to coin for some foreign prince a large quantity of gold. This was found out by
some desperadoes, who resolved to rob the premises, and as a preliminary step

tried to bribe the porter. The porter was an honest fellow,—he told Bolton that

he was offered a hundred pounds to be blind and deaf next night. Take the money,

was the answer, and I shall protect the place. Midnight came—the gates opened

as 'if by magic, the interior doors, secured with patent locks, opened as ot tfieir

own accord,°and three men with dark lanterns entered and went straight to the

gold. Bolton had prepared some flax steeped in turpentine—he dropt fire upon it,

a sudden liaht filled all the place, and with his assistants he rushed forward on tho

robbers,—the leader saw in a moment he was betrayed, turned on the porter,
an.l

shooting him dead, burst through all obstruction, and with an ingot of gold in hn

hand, scaled the wall and escaped.' ,
•

i t
" 'That is quite a romance in robbing,' I said, and I had nearly said moro, lor

the cavern scene and death of Meg Mefrilees rose in my mmd.—perhaps thr mind

of Sir Walter was taking the direction of the Solway too, tor he said.
'

Mnu^h-nif
have you been from Nithsdale V ' A dozen years.'

' Then you will
r''""'"';''^

'

well. I was a visitor there in my youth; my brother was at Cioscburn sch'^oi,
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and there T found Creehope Linn, a scene ever present to my fancy. It is at once
fearful and beautiful. The stream jumps down from the moorlands, saws its way
into the free-stone rock of a hundred feet deep, and, in escaping to the plain, per-
forms a thousand vagaries. In one part it has actually shaped out a little chapel,—the peasants call it the Sutors' Chair. There are sculptures on the sides of the

linn too, not such as ^Ir. Chautrey casts, but etchings scraped in with a knife per-

haps, or a harrow-tooth.—Did you ever hear,' said Sir Walter,
' of Patrick Max-

well, who, taken prisoner by the king's troops, escaped from them on his wa}^ to

Edinburgh, by flingino- himself into that dreadful linn on Moffat water, called the

Douglasses Beef-tub f'
'

Frequently,' I answered ;
' the country abounds with

anecdotes of those days ; the popular feeling sympathizes with the poor Jacobites,
and has recorded its sentiments in many a tale'*and many a verse.' 'The Ettrick

Shepherd has collected not a few of those things,' feaid Scott,
' and I suppose many

snatches of song may yet be found.' C. 'I have gathered many such things my-
self, Sir Walter, and as I still propose to make a collection of all Scottish songs of

poetic merit, I shall work up many of my stray verses and curious anecdotes in the

notes.' S. ' I am glad that you are about such a thing ; any help which I can give

you, you may command ; ask me any questions, no matter how many, I shall an-

swer them if I can. Don't be timid in your selection ; our ancestors fought boldly,

spoke bold!}-, and sang boldly too. I can help you to an old characteristic ditty
not yet in print :

' There dwalt a man into the wast,
And O gin he was cruel,

For on his bridal niglit at e'en

He gat up and grat for gruel.

They brought to him a gude sheep's head,
A bason, and a towel,

Gar take thae wliim-whams far frae me,
I winna want my gruel.'

" C. I never heard that verse before; the hero seems related to the bridegroom
of Nithsdale—

' The bridegroom grat as the sun gade down,
The bridegroom grat as the sun gade down.
To ony man I'll gie a hunder marks sae free,

This night that will bed wi' a bride for me.'

" S. A cowardly loon enough. I know of many crums and fragments of verse
which will be useful to your work ; the Border was once peopled with poets, foe

every one that could fight could make ballads, some of them of great power and

pathos. Some such people as the minstrels were living less than a century a<To.'

C ' I knew a man, the last of a race of district tale-tellers, who used to boast of

the golden days of his youth, and say, that the w^orld, with all its knowledge, was
grown sixpence a day worse for him.' S. ' How was that 1 how did he m^ake his

living'? by telling tales or singing ballads'?' C. '

By both: he had a devout tale

for the old, and a merry song for the young ; he was a sort of beggar.' S. ' Out

upon thee, Allan, dost thou call that begging 1 Why, man, we make our bread by
story-telling, and honest bread it is.'

"

I ought not to close this extract without observing that Sir F.

Chantrey presented the original bust, of which Mr. Cunningham speaks,
to Sir Walter himself; by whose remotest descendants it will un-

doubtedly be held in additional honour on that account. The poet
had the further gratification of learning that three copies were exe-

cuted in marble before the original quitted the studio : One for Wind-
sor Castle—a second for Apsley House—and a third for the friendly

sculptor's own private collection. The legitimate casts of this bust

have since been multiplied beyond perhaps any example whatever.
Mr. Cunningham remembers not fewer than fifteen hundred of them

(price four guineas each) being ordered for exportation
—

chiefly to



ADOLPHUS'S LETTERS TO IIKBER.

the United States of America—within one year. Of the rnvxiads.or rather millions, of inferior copies manufactured and distributed
by unauthorized persons, it would be in vain to attempt any cal-
culation.

^ ^

CHAPTER XVII.

PUBLICATION OF MR ADOLPHUS'S LETTERS ON TIIE ALTIIOKSHIP OF
WAVERLEY.— 1821.

DuRiifG Scott's visit to London, in July, 1821, there appeared a work
which was read with eager curiosity aiid delight by the public—with
much private diversion besides by his friends—and'vvhich he himself
must have gone through with a very odd mixture of emotions. I al-

lude to the volume entitled "Letters to Richard HeberEs(i.,containinr'
critical remarks on the series of novels beginning with Waverle\%
and an attempt to ascertain their author;" which was soon known to

have been penned by Mr. John Leicester Adolphus, a distinguished
alumnus of the University then represented in Parliament by Sir
Waher's early friend Heber. Previously to the publication of these

Letters, the opinion that Scott was the author of Waverlev had indeed
become well settled in the Endish, to sav nothing' of the Scottish

mind ; a great variety of circumstances, external as well as internal,

had by degrees co-operated to its general establishment ; yet there

were not wanting persons w'ho still dissented, or at least atlccted to

dissent from it. It was reserved for the enthusiastic industry, and
admirable ingenuity of this juvenile academic, to set the (juestion at

rest, by an accumulation of critical evidence which no sophistry could

evade, and yet produced in a style of such high-bred delicacy, that it

was impossible for the hitherto 'veiled prophet' to take the slightest

offence with the hand that had for ever abolished his disguise. The

only -sceptical scruple that survived this exposition, was extinguished
in due time by Scott's avowal of the sole and unassisted authorship of

his novels ; and now Mr. Adolphus's Letters have shared the fate of

other elaborate arguments, the thesis of which has ceased to be con-

troverted. Hereafter, I am persuaded, his volume will be revived for

its own sake ; but, in the meantime, regarding -it merely as forming,

by its original effect, an epoch in Scott's history, I think it my duty
to

mark my sense of its importance in that point of view, by transcribing

the writer's own summary of its

"CONTENTS.
" Letter I.—Introduction—General reasons for believing the novels to have b«*Q

written by the author of Marnaion.
'• Letter II.—Resemblance between the novelist and poet in their '

and habits of life, as illustrated by their works—Both .Scotcluiifii— i i

dents in Edinburgh
—Poets—Antiquaries—Gcnnan and Spanish scholars— K'juil

in classical attainments—Deeply read in British history—Lawyers—Fond
ot lu-ld

sports
—Of dogs

—
Acquainted with most manly exercises—Lovers of military sutn

jects
—The novelist apparently not a soldier.
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" Letter III.—The novelist is, like the poet, a man of good society
—His stories

never betray forgetfulness of honourable principles, or ignorance of good manners—
Spirited pictures of gentlemanly character—Colonel Slannering

—Judicious treat-

ment of elevated historical personages
—The novelist quotes and praises most con-

temporary poets, except the author of Marmion—Instances in which the poet has

appeared to slight his own unacknowledged, but afterwards avowed productions.
" Letter IV.—Comparison of the works themselves—All distinguished by good

morals and good sense—The latter particularly shown in the management of charac-

ter—Prose style
—Its general features—Plainness and facility

—Grave banter—
Manner of telling a short story

—Negligence
—Scotticisms—Great propriety and

correctness occasionally, and sometimes unusual sweetness.
" Letter V.—Dialogue in the novels and poems—neat colloquial turns in the

former, such as cannot be expected in romantic poetry
—Happy adaptation of dialogue

to character, whether merely natural or artificially modified, as by profession, local

habits, &c.—Faults of dialogue, as connected with character of speakers—Quaint-
ness of language and thought—Bookish air in conversation—Historical personages

alluding to their own celebrated acts and sayings
—Unsuccessful attempts at broad

vulgarity
—Beauties of composition peculiar to the dialogue—Terseness and spirit

—These qualities well displayed in quarrels ; but not in scenes of polished raillery

^Eloquence.
" Letter VI.—The poetry of the author of IVIarmion generally characterized—

His habits of composition and turn of mind, as a poet, compared with those of the

novelist—Their descriptions simply conceived and composed, without abstruse and
far-fetched circumstances or refined comments—Great advantage derived by both
from accidental combinations of images, and the association of objects in the mind
with persons, events, &c.—Distinctness and liveliness of effect in narrative and

description
—Narrative usually picturesque or dramatic, or both—Distinctness, &c.

of effect, produced in various ways—Striking pictures of individuals—Their per-
sons, dress, &c.—Descriptions sometimes too obviously picturesque

—
Subjects for

painters
—Effects of light frequently noticed and finely described—Both writers

excel in grand and complicated scenes—Among detached and occasional ornaments,
the similes particularly noticed— Their frequency and beauty— Similes and meta-

phors sometimes quaint and pursued too far.
" Letter VII.—Stories of the two writers compared—These are generally con-

nected with true history, and have their scene laid in a real place—Local peculiari-
ties diligently attended to—Instances in which the novelist and poet have celebrated

the same places
—they frequently describe these as seen by a traveller (the hero, or

some other principal personage) for the first time—Dramatic mode of relating story—
Soliloquies

—Some scenes degenerate into melodrame—Lyrical pieces introduced

sometimes too theatrically
—

comparative unimportance of heroes—Various causes
of this fault—Heroes rejected by ladies, and marrjnng others whom they had before

slighted
—Personal struggle between a civilized and a barbarous hero—Characters

resembling each other—Female portraits in general
—Fathers and daughters—cha-

racters in Paul's Letters—Wycliffe and Risingham— Glossin and Hatteraick—
Other characters compared.—Long periods of time abruptly passed over—Surprises,

unexpected discoveries, &c.—These sometimes too forced and artificial—Frequent
recourse to the marvellous—Dreams well described—Living persons mistaken for

spectres
—Deaths of Burleigh, Risingham, and Rashleigh.

" Letter VIII.—Comparison of particular passages—Descriptions
—Miscella-

neous thoughts
—Instances, in which the two writers have resorted to the same

sources of information, and borrowed the same incidents, &c.—Same authors quoted
by both— the poet, like the novelist, fond of mentioning his contemporaries,
whether as private friends or as men publicly distinguished

—Author of Marmion
never notices the Author of Waverley (see Letter III.)

—Both delight in frequently

introducing an antiquated or fantastic dialect—Peculiarities of expression common
to both writers—Conclusion."

I wish I had space for extracting copious specimens of the felicity
with which Mr. Adolphus works out these various points of his

problem. As it is, I must be contented with a narrow selection—
and I shall take two or three of the passages which seem to me to
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connect themselves most naturally with the main purpose of my own
compilation.

" A thorough knowledge and statesmanlike understanding of the domestic history
and politics of Britain at various and distant periods; a familiar acviuaintanc with
the manners and prevailing spirit of former generations, and with tlie cliaract.:r»
and habits of their most distinguished men, are of themselves no cheap or common
attainments ; and it is rare indeed to find them united with a strong oritrinal irf-njus,
and great brilliancy of imagination. We know, however, that the towerirnr pf^i
of Flodden-fieldis also the diligent editor of Swift and Drj'den, of Lord Somers's
Tracts, and of Sir Ralph Sadler's State Papers ; that in these and other parts of his

literary career he has necessarily plunged deep into the study of British
liistory,

biography, and antiquities, and that the talent and activity which he brought to

these researches have been warmly seconded by the zeal and liberality of those who
possessed the amplest and rarest sources of information. 'The muse found him,'

as he himself said long ago,
'

engaged in the pursuit of historical and traditional

antiquities, and the excursions which he has made in her company liave been of a

nature which increases his attachment to his original study.' Are we tlien to sup-

pose, that another writer has combined the same powers of fancy with the same

spirit of investigation, the same perseverance, and the same good fortune ? and
shall we not rather believe, that the labour employed in the illustration of Dn'dcii

has helped to fertilize the invention which produced Montrose and Old Mortali-

ty]
" However it may militate against the supposition of his being a poet, I cannot

suppress my opinion, that our novelist is a ' man of law.' He deals out the pecu-
liar terms and phrases of that science (as practised in Scotland) with a freedom and

confidence beyond the reach of any uninitiated person. If ever, in the progress of

his narrative, a legal topic presents itself (which very frequently happens), he

jieither declines the subject, nor timidly slurs it over, but enters as largely and

formally into all its technicalities, as if the case were actually
' before the fifteen.'

The manners, humours, and professional havardage of lawyers are sketched with

all the ease and familiarity which result from habitual observation. In fact, the

subject of law, which is a stumbling-block to others, is to the present writer a spot

of repose ; upon this theme he lounges and gossips, he is discinctus d xokatus, and,

at times, almost forgets that when an author'finds himself at home and perfectly at

ease, he is in great danger of falling asleep.
—If, then, my inferences are correct,

the unknown writer w^ho was just now proved to be an excellent poet, must also be

pronounced a follower of the law: the combination is so unusual, at least on thia

side of the Tweed, that, as Juvenal says on a different occasion—
' bimembri

Hoc monstrum puero vel mirandis sub aratro

Piscibus inventis, et fcetEB comparo muliE.'

Nature has indeed presented us with one such prodigy in the author of Marmion ;

and it is probable, that in the author of Waverley, we only see the same spccunen

\mder a different aspect ; for, however sportive the goddess may be, she has too

much wit and invention to wear out a frolic by many repetitions.
.....

" A striking characteristic of both writers is their ardent love of rural sports, and

all manly and robust exercises.—But the importance given to the canine race m
these works ought to be noted as a characteristic feature by itscU. I have seen

some drawings by a Swiss artist, who was called the Raphael of cats; and either

of the writers before us might, by a similar phrase, be called the
_\\

ilkic ot (lotr«-

Is it necessary to justify such a compliment by examples ? Call \ arrow, or .ulra.

or poor Fangs, Colonel Mannering's Plato, Henrj- Morton's hlphm, or llohh.e

Elliot's Kilbuck, or Wolf of Avenel Castle :-see Fitz-James s hounds returning

from the pursuit of the lost stag
—

' Back Ihnped with slow and crippled pace

The sulky leaders of the cliase'—
or swimming after the boat which carries their Master—

'With heads erect and whimpering cry,

The hounds behind their passage ply.'

Vol. II. 2F 21
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See Captain Clutterbuck's dog quizzing him Avhen he missed a bird, or the scene

of 'mutual explanation and remonstrance' between 'the venerable patriarchs old

Pepper and Mustard,' and Henry Bertram's rough terrier Wasp. If these instances

are not sufficient, turn to the English blood-hound assailing the young Buccleuch—
And hark ! and hark ! the deep-mouthed bark

Comes nigher still and nighcr ;

Bursts on the path a dark blood-hound,

His tawny muzzle tracked the ground,
And his red eye shot fire.

Soon as the wildered child saw he,

He flew at him right furiouslie

I ween you would have seen with joy
The bearing of tlie gallant boy
So fierce he struck, the dog, afraid.

At cautious distance hoarsely bayed,
But still in act to spring.'

Or Lord Ronald's deer-hounds in the haunted forest of Glenfinlas—
'Within an hour returned each hound;

In rush'd the rousers of the deer ;

They howl'd in melancholy sound,
Then closely couch beside the seer

Sudden the hounds erect their ears.

And sudden cease their moaning howl ;

Close press'd to Moy, they mark their fears

By shivering limbs and stifled growl,
Untouch'd the harp began to ring,
As softly, slowly, oped the door,' &c.

Or look at Cedric the Saxon, in his antique hall, attended by his greyhounds and

slowhounds, and the terriers which ' waited with impatience the arrival of the sup-

per ;
but with the sagacious knowledge of physiognomy peculiar to their race, for-

bore to intrude upon the moody silence of their master.' To complete.the picture,
' One grisly old wolf-dog alone, with the liberty of an indulged favourite, had

planted himself close by the chair of state, and occasionally ventured to solicit

notice by putting his large hairy head upon his master's knee, or pushing his nose
into his hand. Even he was repelled by the stern command, " Down, Balder,
down ! I am not in the humour for foolery."

'

" Another animated sketch occurs in the way of simile.—' The interview between
Ratcliffe aud Sharpitlaw had an aspect different from all these. They sate for five

minutes silent, on opposite sides of a small table, and looked fixedly at each other,
with a sharp, knowing, and alert cast of countenance, not unmingled with an incli-

nation to laugh, and resembled, more than any thing else, two dogs, who, preparing
for a game at romps, are seen to couch down, and remain in that posture for a little

time, watching each other's movements, and waiting which shall begin the game.'
" Let me point out a still more amusing study of canine life :

—' While the Anti-

quary was in full declamation, Juno, who held him in awe, according to the re-

markable instinct by which dogs instantly discover those who like or dislike them,
had peeped several times into the room, and, encountering nothing very forbidding
in his aspect, had at length presumed to introduce her full person, and finally, be-

coming bold by impunity, she actually ate up Mr. Oidbuck's toast, as, looking first

at one, then at another of his audience, he repeated with self-complacence,

" Weave the warp, and weave the woof,"—
"You remember the passage in the Fatal Sisters, which, by the way, is not so fine

as in the original
—But, hey-day ! my toast has vanished ! I see which way—Ah,

thou type of womankind, no wonder they take offence at thy generic appellation !"—(So saying, he shook his fist at Juno, who scoured out of the parlour.)'
" In short, throughout these works, wherever it is possible for a dog to contribute

in any way to the effect of a scene, we find there the very dog that was required, ia

his proper place and attitude. In Branksome Hall, when the feast was over,auiiuue. in jDruuKsome nail, wnen tne

'The stag-hounds, weary with the chase,

Lay stretched upon the rushy floor,
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And urged, in dreams, the forest race.
From Teviot-stone to Eskdale-moor.'

The gentle Margaret, when she steals secretly from the castle

'Pats the shaggy blood-hound
As he rouses him up from his lair.'

WTien Waverley visits the Baron of Bradwardine, in his concealment at Janet (Jel-

latley's, Ban and Buscar play their parts in every point with perfect discretion ; and
in the joyous company that assembles at Little Veolan, on the Baron's enlaracrncnt,
these honest animals are found ' stuffed to the throat with food, in the

liberality of
Macwheeble's joy,' and '

snoring on the floor.' In the perilous adventure of H.nry
Bertram, at Portanferry gaol, the action would lose half its interest, without the by-
play of little Wasp. At the funeral ceremony of Duncraggan (in the Lady of the

Lcike), a principal mourner is

'

Stumah, who, the bier beside,
His master's corpse with wonder eyed;
Poor Stumah ! whom his least halloo

Could send like lightning o'er the dew.'

Ellen Douglas smiled (or did not smile)

'
to see the stately drake,

Lead forth his fleet upon the lake.

While her vexed spaniel from the beach,

Bayed at the prize beyond his reach.'

" I will close this growing catalogue of examples with one of the most elecrant

descriptions that ever sprang from a poet's fancy :

'

Delightful praise ! like summer rose,

That brighter in the dew-drop glows,
The bashful maiden's cheek appeared.
For Douglas spoke, and 3IalcoIm heard.

The flush of shame-faced joy to hide.

The hounds, the hawk, her cares divide ;

The loved caresses of the maid

The dogs with crouch and whimper paid;

And, at her whistle, on her hand.
The falcon took liis favourite stand.

Closed his dark wing, relaxed his eye.

Nor, though unhooded, sought to fly.

* » * * «

"Their passion for martial subjects, and their success in treating them, form a

conspicuous point of resemblance between the novelist and poet. No writer has

appeared in our age (and few have ever existed) who could vie with the author of

Marmion in describing battles and marches, and all the terrible grandeur of war,

except the author of Waverley. Nor is there any man of original genius and pow-
erful inventive talent as conversant with the military character, and as well schooled

in tactics as the author of Waverley, except the author of Marmion. Both seem to

exult in camps, and to warm at the approach of a soldier. In every warlike scene

tliat awes and agitates, or dazzles and inspires, the poet triumpiis ; but where any
effect is to be produced by dwelling on the minutiae of military habits and discipline,

or exhibiting the blended hues of individual humour and professional peculiarity,
as

they presenf themselves in the mess-room or the guard-room, every advantage is on

the side of the novelist. I might illustrate this position by tracing all the trradiiions

of character marked out in the novels, from the Baron of Bradwardine t.i Turn MhI-

liday : but the examples are too well known to require enumeration, and too tjene-

rally admired to stand in need of panegyric. Both writers, then, must have be-

stowed a greater attention on military subjects, and have mixed more
fre(juently

in

the society, of soldiers, than is usual with persons not educated to the proJession
of

arms. ex. i

« It may be asked why we should take for granted that the writer of these novels

:s not himself a member of the military profession ? The conjecture is a little ia>-
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probable if we have been right in concluding that the minuteness and multiplicity
of our author's legal details are the fruit of his own study and practice ; although
the same person may certainly, at different periods of life, put on the helmet and
the wig, the gorget and the band ; attend courts and lie in trenches ; head a charge
and lead a cause. I cannot help suspecting, however (it is with the greatest diffi-

dence I venture the remark), that in those warlike recitals which so strongly interest

the great body of readers, an army critic would discover several particulars that

savour more of the amateur than of the practised campaigner. It is not from any
technical improprieties (if such exist) that I derive this observation, but, on the con-

trary, from a too great minuteness and over-curious diligence, at times perceptible
in the military details ; which, amidst a seeming fluency and familiarity, betray, I

think, here and there, the lurking vestiges of labour and contrivance, like the marks
of pickaxes in an artificial grotto. The accounts of operations in the field, if net

more circumstantial tlian a professional author would have made them, are occa-

sionally circumstantial on points which such an author would have thought it idle

to dwell upon. A writer who derived his knowledge of war from experience would,
no doubt, like the Author of Waverley, delight in shaping out imaginary mancEU-

vres, or in filling up the traditional outline of those martial enterprises and conflicts,

which have found a place in history ; perhaps, too, he would dwell on these parts
of his narrative a little longer than was strictly necessary ; but in describing (for

examj)le) the advance of a party of soldiers, threatened by an ambuscade, he would

scarcely think it worth while to relate at large that the captain
' re-formed his line

of march, commanded his soldiers to unsling their firelocks and fix their bayonets,
and formed an advance and rear-guard, each consisting of a non-commissioned offi-

cer and two privates, who received strict orders to keep an alert look-out :' or that

when the enemy appeared,
' he ordered the rear-guard to join the centre, and both to

close up to the advance, doubling his files, so as to occupy with his column the

whole practicable part of the road,' &c. Again, in representing a defeated corps

retiring and pressed by the enemy, he would probably never think of recording (as
our novelist does in his incomparable narrative of the engagement at Drumclog)
that the commanding officer gave such directions as these— ' Let Allan form the regi-

ment, and do you two retreat up the hill in two bodies, each halting alternately as

the other falls back. I'll keep the rogues in check with the rear-guard, making a

stand and facing from time to time.' I do not offer these observations for the pur-

pose of depreciating a series of military pictures, which have never been surpassed
in richness, animation, and distinctness ; I will own, too, that such details as I have

pointed out are the fittest that could be selected for the generality of novel-readers :

I merely contend that a writer practically acquainted with war would either have

passed over these circumstances as too common to require particular mention, or if

he had thought it necessar}'^ to enlarge upon these, would have dwelt with propor-
tionate minuteness on incidents of a less ordinary kind, which the recollections of a

soldier would have readily supplied, and his imagination would have rested on with

complacency. He would, in short, have left as little undone for the military, as the

present author has for the legal part of his narratives. But the most ingenious
writer, who attempts to discourse with technical familiarity on arts or pursuits with
which he is not habitually conversant, will too surely foil into a superfluous par-

ticularity on common and trivial points, proportioned to his deficiency in those nicer

details which imply practical knowledge."

'The prince of darkness is a gentleman.'*

" Another point of resemblance between the Author of Waverley and him of Flod-

den Field is, that both are unquestionably men of good society. Of the anonymous
writer I infer this from his work ; of the poet it is unnecessary to deduce such a

character from his writings, because they are not anonymous. I am the more in-

clined to dwell upon this merit in the novelist, on account of its rarity ^ for among
the whole multitude of authors, well or ill educated, who devote themselves to po-

etry or to narrative or dramatic fiction, how few there are who give any proof in

their works, of the refined taste, the instinctive sense of propriety, the clear spirit
of honour, nay, of the familiar acquaintance with conventional forms of good breed-

ing, which are essential to the character of a gentleman ! Even of the small num-

*
King Lear, Act III. So. 4.
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ber who, in a certain degree, possess these qualifications, li..w nin-ly do wo fm.l • .

who can so conduct his fable, and so order his dialorruc ihrouirhout th a i,„-i,, '*,

shall be found either repugnant to honourable feelincrs''or inconsi^sinu'with iH.hnVMj
manners ! How constantly, even in the best works of fiction, an; w.- dis-nisu-.l w ,ih
such offences against all generous principle, as the reading of leiiers by iho^r \.,twhom they were not intended

; taking advantage of accidents to ov.Tlu-ar private
conversation ; revealing what in honour should have remained secret; plotiiMn agmimimen as enemies, and at the same time making use of their services ; dislioni-Hrproc-
tices on the passions or sensibilities of women by their admirers; falschoiMl-, m.t

always indirect; and an endless variety of low artifices, which appear lobe Un.Iiai.t

quite legitimate if carried on through subordinate agents. And all these knav.nea
are assigned to characters which the reader is expected to honour with his sympathy,
or at least to receive into favour before the story concludes.

" The sins against propriety in manners are as frequent and as glarinir. I do noi

speak of the hoyden vivacity, harlot tenderness, and dancing-school alVability. with
which vulgar novel-writers always deck out their countesses and principessas, cheva-
liers, dukes, and marquises; but it would be easy to produce, from authors of a bet-

ter class, abundent instances of bookish and laborious pleasantry, of port and

insipid gossip or mere slang, the wrecks, perhaps, of an obsolete fashionable dialect,
set down as the brilliant conversation of a witty and elegant society : incredible

outrages on the common decorum of life, represented as traits of eccentric humour;
familiar raillery pushed to downright rudeness ; afiectation or ill-breeding over-

coloured so as to become insupportable insolence ; extravagant rants on the most
delicate topics indulged in before all the world ; expressions freely interchaiiired

between gentlemen, which, by the customs of that class, are neither used nor tole-

rated ; and quarrels carried on most bombastically and abusively, even to mortal

defiance, without a thought bestowed upon the numbers, sex, nerves, or discretioD

of the bystanders.
" You will perceive that in recapitulating the offences of other writers, I have

pronounced an indirect eulogium on the Author of Waverley. No man, 1 think, has
a clearer view of what is just and honourable in principle and conduct, or possesses
in a higher degree that elegant taste, and that chivalrous generosity of feeling,

which, united with exact judgment, give an author the power of comprehending and

expressing, not merely the right and fit, but the graceful and exalted in human ac-

tion. As an illustration of these remarks, a somewhat homely one perhaps, let me
call to your recollection the incident, so wild and extravagant in itself, of J>ir I'icrcie

Shafton's elopement with the miller's daughter. In the address and feeling with

which the author has displayed the high-minded delicacy of Queen Elizabeth's

courtier to the unguarded village nymph, in his brief reflections arising out of this

part of the narrative, and indeed in his whole conception and management of the

adventure, I do not know whether the moralist or the gentleman is most to be ad-

mired : it is impossible to praise too warmly either the sound taste or the virtuous

sentiment which have imparted so much grace and interest to such a hazardous

episode.
" It may, I think, be generally affirmed, on a review of all the six-and-thirty

volumes, in which this author has related the adventures of some twtnity or more

heroes and heroines (without counting second-rate personages), that there is not an

unhandsome action or degrading sentiment recorded of any person who is ri'com-

mended to the full esteem of the reader. To be blameless on this head is one of

the strongest proofs a writer can give of honourable principles implanted by e«luca-

tion and refreshed by good society.
" The correctness in morals is scarcely more remarkable than the refinement auJ

propriety in manners, by which these novels are distinguished. VN liere llie chanu>-

ter of a gentleman is introduced, we generally find it supported witliout utTcctution

or constraint, and often with so much truth, animation, and dignity,
that we loru'-t

ourselves into a longing to behold and converse with the accom|)lished creature .(

imagination. It is true that the volatile and elegant man of wit and plea-sure,
and

the gracefully fantastic petite-maitresse, are a species of character scarcely evernt-

tempted, and even the few sketches we meet with in this style are not worthy <! "•

great a master. But the aristocratic country gentleman, the ancient lady ft qu.ihiT,

the gallant cavalier, the punctilious young soldier, and tiie jocund veteran. »u.««

high mind is mellowed, not subdued by years, are drawn with mutchlfss tiguur,

21 *
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grace, and refinement. Tliere is, in all these creations, a spirit of gentility, not

merely of that negative kind which avoids giving offence, but of a strong, command-
ing, and pervading quality, blending unimpaired with the richest humour and wild-

est eccentricit}', and communicatimr an interest and an air of originality to characters

which, without it, would be wearisome and insipid, or would fade into commonplace.
In Waverley, for example, if it were not for this powerful charm, the severe but

warm-hearted Major Melville and the generous Colonel Talbot would become mere

ordinary machines for carrying on the plot, and Sir Everard, the hero of an episode
that might be coveted by 5lackcnzie, would encounter the frowns of every impatient
leader, for unprofitably retarding the story at its first outset.

" But without dwelling on minor instances, I will refer you at once to the charac-

ter of Colonel ]Mannering, as one of the most striking representations I am acquainted
with, of a gentleman in feelings and in manners, in habits, taste, predilections ; nay,
if the expression maj' be ventured, a gentleman even in prejudices, passions, and

cajirices. Had it been less than all I have described ; had any refinement, any nicety
of touch been wanting, the whole portrait must have been coarse, common, and

repulsive, hardly distinguishable from the moody father and domineering chieftain

of ever)- hackneyed romance-writer. But it was no vulgar hand that drew the linea-

ments of Colonel Mannering : no ordinary mind could have conceived that exquisite
combination of sternness and sensibility, injurious haughtiness and chivalrous cour-

tesy; the promptitude, decision, and imperious spirit of a military disciplinarian;
the romantic caprices of an untameable enthusiast ; generosity impatient of limit or

impediment ; pride scourged but not subdued by remorse ; and a cherished philoso-

phical severity, maintaining ineffectual conflicts with native tenderness and consti-

tutional irritability. vSupposing that it had entered into the thoughts of an inferior

writer to describe a temper of mind at once impetuous, kind, arrogant, affectionate,
stern, sensitive, deliberate, fanciful ; supposing even that he had had the skill to

combine these different qualities harmoniously and naturallj', j-et how could he have
attained the Shaksperian felicity of those delicate and unambitious touches, by which
this author shapes and chisels out individual character from general nature, and

imparts a distinct personality to the creature of his invention "? Such are (for exam-

ple) the slight tinge of superstition, contracted by the romantic 3'oung Astrologer in

his adventure at Ellangowan, not wholly effaced in maturer life, and extending
itself by contagion to the mind of his daughter," &c. &c.

—It would have gratified Mr. Adolphu?, could he have known when
he penned these pages a circ-umstance which the re-perusal of them

brings to my memory- When Guy Mannering was first published,
the Ettrick Shepherd said to Professor Wilson, "

I have done wi'

doubts now. Colonel Mannering is just Walter Scott painted by him-
self" This was repeated to James Ballantyne, and he again men-
tioned it to Scott—who smiled in approbation of • the Shepherd's
shrewdness, and often afterwards, when the printer expressed an

opinion in which he could not concur, would cut him short with—
" James—James—you'll find that Colonel Mannering has laid down
the law on this point." 1 resume my extract—
" All the productions I am acquainted with, both of the poet and of the prose

writer, recommend themselves by a native piety and goodness, not generally pre-
dominant in modern works of imagination ; and which, where they do appear, are
too often disfigured by eccentricit)', pretension, or bad taste. In the works before us
there is a constant tendency to promote the desire of excellence in ourselves, and the
love of it in our neighbours, bj' making us think honourably of our general nature.

Whatever kindly or charitable affection, whatever principle of manly and honest am-
bition exists within us, is roused and stimulated by the perusal of these writings; our

passions are won to the cause of justice, purity, and self-denial ; and the old, indis-

soluble ties that bind us to country, kindred, and birth-place, appear to strengthen as
we read, and brace themselves more firmly about the heart and imagination. Both
writers, although peculiarly happy in their conception of all chivalrous and romantic

excellencies, are still more distinguished by their deep and true feeling and expres-
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sive delineation of the graces and virtues proper to domrstic lifp, Thr gnlhrn,
elevated, and punctilious character which a Frenchman

contnuplali-s in np^-nVn, ' .f

'unhonnete homme,' is sinrrularly combined, in these authors, with ih-

homely good qualities that win from a Caledonian the exclamation of • h a
But the crown of their merits, as virtuous and moral writers, is the m ^x-

eraplary spirit with which, upon all seasonable occasions, they
•

!

homage to religion, ascribing to it its just pre-eminence among ihr •

,,»

happiness, and dwelling on it as the only certain source of pure and elevated ihouchti,
and upright, benevolent, and magnanimous actions.

"This then is common to the books of both writers; that they furnish a dir»*t
and distinguished contrast to the atrabilious gloom of some modt-rn works of {r,-t,ii..i,

and the wanton, but not artless levity of others. They yield a mf-monihlc, I tnjsi

an immortal, accession to the evidences of a truth not always fashionable in litcrv

ture, that the mind of man may put forth all its bold luxtiriancc of original thought,

strong feeling, and vivid imagination, without being loosed from any sarrrd and
social bond, or pruned of any legitimate affection ; and that the Muse is indeed a
'

heavenly goddess,' and not a graceless, lawless runagate,

I
'

a^prJTOip, a&inioTOi, iviarioi—
" Good sense, the sure foundation of excellence in all the arts, is another leading

characteristic of these productions. Assuming the author of Waverley and the author

of Marraion to be the same person, it would be difficult in our times to find a second

equally free from affectation, prejudice, and every other distortion or depravity of

judgment, whether arising from ignorance, weakness, or corruption of morals. It is

astonishing that so voluminous and successful a writer should so seldom be betrayed
into any of those ' fantastic tricks' which, in such a man, make ' the angels weep,'
and (e converso) the critics laugh. He adopts no fashionable cant, colloquial, philf>-

sophical, or literary ; he takes no delight in being unintelligible ; he does not amuse
himself by throwing out those fine sentimental and metaphysical threads which float

upon the air, and tease and tickle the passengers, but present no palpable subst;ince

to their grasp ; he aims at no beauties that ' scorn the eye of vulgar lijjht ;' he is no

dealer in paradoxes ; no affecter of new doctrines in taste or morals ; he has no

eccentric sympathies or antipathies ;
no maudlin philanthropy, or impertinent cyni-

cism ;
no non-descript hobby-horse ; and with all his matchless eneruy and origin-

ality of mind, he is content to admire popular books, and enjoy popular pleasures ;

to cherish those opinions which experience has sanctioned ; to reverence those insti-

tutions which antiquity has hallowed ; and to enjoy, admire, cherish, and reverence

all these with the same plainness, simplicity, and sincerity as our ancestors did of

old.
* * * * * *

t

*

" I cannot help dwelling for a moment on the great similarity of manner apparent

in the female portraits of the two writers. The pictures of their heroines are executed

with a peculiar fineness, delicacy, and minuteness of touch, and with a care at times

almost amounting to timidity, so that they generally appear more highly finished,

but less boldly and strikingly thrown out, than the figures with which thev are sur-

rounded. Their elegance and purity are always admirable, and are happily com-

bined, in most instances, with unaffected ease and natural spirit. Strong pnictical

sense is their most prevailing characteristic, unaccompanied by any repulsive air of

selfishness, pedantry, or unfeminine harshness. Few writers have ever evinced, in

so strong a degree as the authors of Marmion and Waverley, that manly re./

dignified but enthusiastic devotion, which may be expressed by the tt>rm I-

the fair sex, the honourable attribute of chivalrous and romantic ages. If they touch

on the faults of womankind, their satire is playful, not contemptuous ; and their ac-

quaintance with female manners, graces, and foibles, is apparently drawn, not from

libertine experience, but from the guileless f\imiliarity of domestic lite.

"Of all human ties and connexions there is none so frequently brought in rirw.

or adorned with so many touches of the most affecting eloquence by both the*..

parent's reoret of the obscurity to which fate has doomed his child ;

an^
ter's self-devotion to her father's welfare and safety, constitute the highghc»t intwtwi
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of the poem, and that which is most vmiformly sustained ; nor does this or any other

romance of the same author contain a finer stroke of passion tlian the overboiling of

DouQilas's wrath, when, mixed as a stranger with the crowd at Stirling, he sees his

daughter's favo\irite Lufra chastised by the royal huntsman.
" In Rokeby the filial attachment and duteous anxieties of Matilda form the lead-

ing feature of her character, and the chief source of her distresses. The intercourse

between King Arthur and his daughter Gyneth, in The Bridal of Triermain, is nei-

ther long, nor altogether amicable ; but the monarch's feelings on first beholding
that beautiful 'slip of wilderness,' and his manner of receiving her before the queen
and court, are too forcibly and naturally described to be omitted in this enumeration.

" Of all the novels, there are at most but two or three in which a fond father and
affectionate daughter may not be pointed out among the principal characters, and in

which the main interest in many scenes does not arise out of that paternal and filial

Telation. What a beautiful display of natural feeling, under every turn of circum-

stances that can render the situations of child and parent agonizing or delightful,
Tuns through the history of David Deans and his two daughters ! How affecting is

the tale of Leicester's unhappy Countess, after we have seen her forsaken father

consuming away with moody sorrow in his joyless manor-house ! How exquisite
are the grouping and contrast of Isaac, the kind but sordid Jew, and his heroic Re-

becca, of the buckram Baron of Bradwardine and the sensitive Rose, the reserved

but ardent Mannering, and the flighty coquette Julia ! In the Antiquary, and Bride
of Lammermoor, anxiety is raised to the most painful height by the spectacle of fa-

ther and daughter exposed together to imminent and frightful peril. The heroines

in Rob Roy and the Black Dwarf are duteous and devoted daughters, the one of an
unfortunate, the other of an unworth)' parent. In the whole story of Kenilworth
there is nothing that more strongly indicates a master-hand than the paternal care-

fulness and apprehensions of the churl Foster ; and among the most striking scenes
in A Legend of INIontrose, is that in which Sir Duncan Campbell is attracted by an
obscure yearning of the heart toward his unknown child, the supposed orphan of
Damlinvarach."

It would be impossible for one to follow out Mr. Adolphus in his

most ingenious tracings of petty coincidences in thought, and above all

in expression, between the poet of Marmion and the novelist of Wa-
verley. His apology for the minuteness of his detail in that part of
his work, is, however, too graceful to be omitted :

—"
It cannot, I think,

appear frivolous or irrelevant, in the enquiry we are pursuing, to dwell
on these minute coincidences. Unimportant indeed they are if looked

upon as subjects of direct criticism ; but considered with reference to

our present purpose, they resemble those light substances which, float-

ing on the trackless sea. discover the true settins: of some migrhtv cur-

rent: they are the buoyant driftwood which betrays the hidden com-
munication of two great poetic oceans."

I conclude with re-quoting a fragment from one of the quaint tracts

of Sir Thomas Urquhart. The following is the epigraph of Mr. Adol-

phus's 5th Letter.

" O with how great liveliness did he represent the conditions of all manner of
men !

—From the oversveening monarch to the peevish swaine, through all interme-
diate degrees of the superficial courtier or proud warrior, dissembled churchman,
doting old man, cozening lawyer, lying traveller, covetous merchant, rude seaman,
pedantick scolar, the amorous shepheard, envious artisan, vain-glorious master and

tricky servant ; He had all the jeers, squibs, flouts, buls, quips, taunts, whims,
jests, clinches, gybes, mokes, jerks, with all the several kinds of equivocations and
other sophistical captions, that could properly be adapted to the person by whose

representation he intended to inveagle the company into a fit of mirth !"

I have it not in my power to produce the letter in which Scott con-

veyed to Heber his opinion of this work. I know, however, that it
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ended with a request that he should present Mr. Adolnhus with hit
thanks for the handsome terms in which his poetical ctli.rt.s had Ux-n

spoken of throughout, and request him, in the name i>[' \\\e unthiyr of
Marmion, not to revisit Scotland without reserving a dav for AhU.r*.

ford; and the Eidolon of the author of Waverky was' made a few
months afterwards, to speak as follows in the Introduction to the

Fortunes of Nigel :
—

" These letters to the member for the University of Oxford show the wu, iriniuii,

and delicacy of the author, which I heartily wish to see cnijniriMl on a sul)j.rt of

more importance ; and show, besides, that the preservation of my rharart<>r of

incognito has engaged early talent in the discussion of a curious (lurstion of pti-

dence. But a cause, however ingeniously pleaded, is not therefore guim-d. You
may remember the neatly-\AT:ought chain of circumstantial evidence, so artifirjnlly

brought forward to prove Sir Philip Francis's title to the Letters of Junius, sf»"iii»'d

at first irrefragable ; yet the influence of the reasoning has passed away, and Junius,
in the general opinion, is as much unknown as ever. But on tliis subject I will

not be soothed or provoked into saying one word more. To say who I am not,

would be one step towards saying who I am; and as I desire not, any more than a

certain Justice of Peace mentioned by Shcnstone, the noise or report such things
make in the world, I shall continue to be silent on a snbject which, in my opinion,
is very undeserving the noise that has been made about it, and still more unworthy
of the serious employment of such ingenuity as has been displayed by the youni;
letter-writer."*

CHAPTER XVIII.

NEW BUILDINGS AT ABBOTSFORD—CHIEFSWOOD— WILLIAM ERSKINK- LET-

TER TO COUNTESS PURGSTALL— PROGRESS OF THE PIRATE- I'UIVATK

LETTERS IN THE REIGN OF JAMES I.—COMMExNCEMKNT OF THE FORTINF^
OF NIGEI^SECOND SALE OF COPYRIGHTS-CONTRACT FOR •FOIR WORKS
OF FICTION"—ENORMOUS PROFITS OF THE NOVELIST, AND EXTKAV A(, ANT
PROJECTS OF CONSTABLE—THE PIRATE PUBLISHED—LORD BVRON S CAIN.

DEDICATED TO SCOTT— AFFAIR OF THE BEACON NEWSPAPKR- FRANCK^S

NORTHERN MEMOIRS—AND NOTES OF LORD FOUNTAINHALL, PIBLISMED-
1821.

When Sir Walter returned from London, he broutiht with him .Mr.

Blore's detailed plans for the completion of Abbotsford ; the wall and

gateway of the court in front; and the beautiful open screen- \v..rk

of stone connecting the house with the garden ; this last havinj,' l)ccn

originally devised by himself, and constituting certainly the most

graceful'feature about the edifice. The foundations towards the river

were forthwith laid, and some little progress was made (luring the

autumn; but he was very reluctant to authorize the demolition ot ilie

rustic porch of the old cottage, with its luxuriant overgrowth o| ro^cs

and jessamines; kept it standing for months after his workpeople com-

plained of the obstruction—and indeed could not make uj)
his mind Xo

sign the death-warrant of this favourite bower until winter had robt)cd

it of its beauties. He then made an excursion from Edinburgh, <»n pur-

See Waverley Novels, vol. xxvi. p. xixiv.

Vol. II. 2G
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pose to be present at its downfall—saved as many of the creepers
as seemed likely to survive removal, and planted them with his own
hands, about a somewhat similar porch, erected expressly for their

reception, at his daughter Sophia's little cottage of Chiefswood.

There my wife and I spent this summer and autumn of 1821—the

first of several seasons, which will ever dwell on my memory as the

happiest of my life. We were near enough Abbotsford to partake as

often as we liked of its brilliant and constantly varying society ; yet
could do so without being exposed to the worry and exhaustion of spirit

which the daily reception of new comers entailed upon all the family,

except Sir Walter himself. But, in truth, even he was not always proof

against the annoyances connected with such a style of open-house-

keeping. Even his temper sunk sometimes under the solemn applauses
of learned dulness, the vapid raptures of painted and periwigged dowa-

gers, the horseleech avidity with which underbred foreigners urged
their questions, and the pompous simpers of condescending magnates.
When sore beset at home in this way, he would every now and then

discover that he had some very particular business to attend to on an

outlying part of his estate, and craving the indulgence of his guests

overnight, appear at the cabin in the glen before its inhabitants were
astir in the morning. The clatter of Sibyl Grey's hoofs, the yelping
of Mustard and Spice, and his own joyous shout of reveilUe under our

windows, were the signal that he had burst his toils and meant for that

day to " take his ease in his inn." On descending, he was to be found

seated with all his dogs and ours about him, under a spreading ash that

overshadowed half the bank between the cottage and the brook, point-

ing the edge of his woodman's axe for himself, and listening to Tom
Purdie's lecture touching the plantation that most needed thinning.
After breakfast, he would take possession of a dressing-room up stairs,

and write a chapter of The Pirate ; and then, having made up and

despatched his packet for Mr. Ballantyne, away to join Purdie wherever
the foresters were at work—and sometimes to labour among them as

strenuously as John Swanston himself—until it was time either to rejoin
his ow^n party at Abbotsford or the quiet circle of the cottage. When
his guests were few and friendly, he often made them come over and
meet him at Chiefswood in a body towards evening ; and surely he
never appeared to more amiable advantage than when helping his

young people with their little arrangements upon such occasions. He
was ready with all sorts of devices to supply the wants of a narrow
establishment ; he used to delight particularly in sinking the wine in a

well under the brae ere he went out, and bawling up the basket just
before dinner was announced—this primitive process being, he said,

what he had always practised when a young housekeeper, and in his

opinion far superior in its results to any application of ice; and in the

same spirit, whenever the weather was sufficiently genial, he voted for

dining out of doors altogether, which at once got rid of the inconveni-

ence ofivcry small rooms, and made it natural and easy for the gen-
tlemen to help the ladies, so that the paucity of servants went for nothing.
Mr. Rose used to amuse himself with likening the scene and the party
to the closing act of one of those little French dramas where " Monsieur
le Comte," and " Madame la Comtesse" appear feasting at a village
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bridal under the trees ; but in truth, our " M. le Comte" was only tr\'inff
to Uve over again for a few simple hours his own old Hie of La'sswudS
When circumstances permitted, he usually spent one evening al

least in the week at our little cottage ; and almost as fnviuonilv he did
the like with the Fergusons, to whose table he could hrintf' .-hanoe

visitors, when he pleased, whh equal freedom as to his dau"litcr*s. In-

deed it seemed to be much a matter of chance, any fine day when there
had been no alarming invasion of the Southron, whether the three fami-

lies (which, in fact, made but one) should dine at Abbotsfurd, at Huut-

ly Burn, or at Chiefswood ; and at none of them was the party con-

sidered quite complete, unless it included also JNIr. Laidlaw. 'Death

has laid a heavy hand upon that circle—as happy a circle I believe as

ever met. Bright eyes now closed in dust, gay voices for ever silenced,

seem to haunt me as I write. With three exceptions, they are all gone.
Even since the last of these volumes was finished, she whom I may
now sadly record as, next to Sir Walter himself, the chief ornament
and delight of all those simple meetings

—she to whose love I (»wed my
own place in them—Scott's eldest daughter, the one of all his children

who in countenance, mind, and manners, most resembled himself, and

who indeed was as like him in all things as a gentle innocent woiuan
can ever be to a great man deeply tried and skilled in the struggles
and perplexities of active Ufe—she, too, is no more. And in the very
hour that saw her laid in her grave, the only other female survivor,

her dearest friend Margaret Ferguson, breathed her last also.—But

enough
—and more than I intended—I must resume the story of Ab-

botstbrd.

During several weeks of that delightful summer, Scott had under

his roof Mr. WilUam Erskine and two of his daughters; this being, I

believe, their first visit to Tweedside since the death of ]Mrs. Erskine

in September 1819. He had probably made a point ofhaving his friend

with him at this particular time, because he was desirous of having the

benefit of his advice and corrections from day to day as he advanced

in the composition of the Pirate—with the localities of which romance

the Sheriff of Orkney and Zetland was of course thoroughly familiar.

At all events, the constant and eager delight with which Erskine watched

the progress of the tale has left a deep impression on my memory ; and

indeed I heard so many of its chapters first read from the MS. by him,

that I can never open the book now without thinking I hear his voice.

Sir Walter used to give him at breakfast the pages he had written that

morning ;
and very commonly, while he was again at work in his study,

Erskine would walk over to Chiefswood, that he might have the plea-

sure of reading them aloud to my wife and me under our favountc tree,

before the packet had to be sealed up for the printer,
or rather lor the

transcriber in Edinburgh. I cannot paint the delight and the pride

with which he acquitted himself on such occasions. The little artihce

of his manner was merely superficial,
and was wholly

(j^rizotfen

a<i

tender affection and admiration, fresh as the impulses of childhc^od.

glistened in his eye, and trembled in his voice.
u r ,l

This reminds me that I have not yet attempted anv sketch ot tuc

person and manners of Scott's most intimate friend. Their
' i*

no contradiction to the old saying, that the most attached com. -^.c
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often very unlike each other in character and temperament. The mere

physical contrast was as strong as could well be, and this is not unwor-

thy of notice here; for Erskine was, I think, the only man in whose

society Scott took great pleasure, during the more vigorous part of his

life, that had neither constitution nor inclination for any of the rough'

bodily exercises in which he himself delighted. The Counsellor (as

Scott always called him) was a little man of feeble make, who seemed

unhappy when his jiony got beyond a foot-pace, and had never, I should

suppose, addicted himself to any out-of-doors sport whatever. He
would, I fancy, have as soon thought of slaying his own mutton as of

handling a fowling-piece : he used to shudder when he saw a party

equipped for coursing, as if murder were in the wind ; bat the cool

meditative angler was in his eyes the abomination of abominations.

His small elegant features, hectic cheek, and soft hazel eyes were the

index of the quick sensitive gentle spirit within. He had the warm
heart of a woman, her generous enthusiasm, and some of her weak-
nesses. A beautiful landscape or a fine strain of music would send the

tears rolling down his cheek ;
and though capable, I have no doubt, of

exhibiting, had his duty called him to do so, the highest spirit of a hero

or a martyr, he had very little command over his nerves amidst cir-

cumstances such as men of ordinary mould (to say nothing of iron

fabrics hke Scott's) regard with indifference. He would dismount to

lead his horse down w^hat his friend hardly perceived to be a descent

at all ; grew pale at a precipice ;
and unlike the White Lady of Avenel,

would go along way round for a bridge.
Erskine had as yet been rather unfortunate in his professional ca-

reer, and thought a sheriffship by no means the kind of advancement
due to his merits, and which his connexions might naturally have

secured for him. These circumstances had at the time when I first

observed him tinged his demeanour ; he had come to intermingle a

certain wayward snappishness now and then with his forensic exhibi-

tions, and in private seemed inclined (though altogether incapable of

abandoning the Tory party) to say bitter things of people in high

places ; but with these exceptions, never was benevolence towards all

the human race more lively and overflowing than his evidently was,
even when he considered himself as one who had reason to complain
of his luck in the world. Now, however, these little asperities had

disappeared ;
one great real grief had cast its shadow over him, and,

submissive to the chastisement of heaven, he had no longer any
thoughts for the petty misusage of mankind. Scott's apprehension
was, that his ambition was extinguished with his resentment ; and he

was now using every endeavour, in connexion with their common
friend the Lord Advocate Rae, to procure for Erskine that long-
coveted seat on the bench, about which the subdued widower himself

had ceased to occupy his mind. By and by these views were real-

ized to Scott's high satisfaction, and for a brief season with the hap-

piest effect on Erskine's own spirits; but I shall not anticipate the

sequel.
Meanwhile he shrunk from the collisions of general society in

Edinburgh, and hved almost exclusively in his own little circle of

intimates. His conversation, though somewhat precise and finical on
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the first impression, was rich in knowled^re. His
litcrnr)' aml)iti..n

active and aspiring at the outset, had long before this time im'rgod in Wm
profound veneration for Scott; but lie still read a groat il

"' ' '

\

so as much, I believe, with a view to assisting Scott by In., . . ..

gestions, as for his own amusement. He had much ot'his friciKl's lari
in extracting the picturesque from old and, generally sjx.'aking, dull

books ;
and in bringing out his stores, he often showed a great deal

of quaint humour and sly wit.

Scott, on his side, respected, trusted, and loved him, much as an
affectionate husband does the wife who gave him her heart in youth,
and thinks his thoughts rather than her own in the evening of liie ; he

soothed, cheered, and sustained Erskine habitually ; I do not Ix-lieve a

more entire and perfect confidence ever subsisted than theirs was and

always had been in each other; and to one who had duly observed

the creeping jealousies of human nature, it might perhajjs seem donbt-

fid on which side the real nobility of heart and character, as dis-

played in their connexion at the time of which I am speaking, ought
to be cast.

Among the common friends of their young days, of whom they lx»th

delighted to speak
—and always spoke with warm and equal atlection—^was the sister of their friend Cranstoun, the confidant of Scott's

first unfortunate love, whom neither had now seen for a period of more

than twenty years. This lady had undergone domestic alHictions

more than sufficient to have crushed almost any spirit but her own-

Her husband, the Count Purgstall, had died some years before this

time, leaving her an only son, a youth of the most am.iable dispo-

sition, and possessing abilities which, had he lived to devclojK; them,

must have secured for him a high station in the annals of genius. This

hope of her eyes, the last heir of an illustrious lineage, followed his

father to the tomb in the nineteenth year of his age. The desolate

Countess was urged by her family in Scotland to return, after this

bereavement, to her native country ; but she had vowed to her son on

his death-bed that one day her dust should be mingled with his ; and

no argument could induce her to depart from the resolution of remain-

ing in'^solitary Styria. By her desire, a valued friend of the house of

Purgstall, who had been born and bred up on their estates, the cele-

brated Orientalist, Joseph von Hammer, compiled a little memoir of

"The Two Last Counts of Purgstall," which he put forth in January.

1821, under the title of " Denkmahl," or Monument; and of this work

the Countess sent a copy to Sir Walter (with whom her corres|v<ind-

ence had been during several years suspended), by the hands of her

eldest brother, Mr. Henry Cranstoun, who had been visitmg her in

Stvria, and who at this 'time occupied a villa within a ivw nu es ul

Abbotsford. Scott's letter of acknowledgment never reached her:

and indeed I doubt if it was ever despatched. He appears to have

meditated a set of consolatory verses for its conclusion, an. the imi*-

not answering his call at the moment, I suspect he had allowed the

sheet which I now transcribe, to fall aside and be lost sight of among

his multifarious masses of MS.
22
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To the Countess Purgstall, ^c. §'c.

" My dear an3 much valued Friend,
" You cannot imasfinc how much I was interested and affected by receivinor

your token of your kind recollection, after the interval of so many years. Your
brother Henry breakfasted with me yesterday, and gave me the letter and the book,
which served me as a matter of much melancholy reflection for many hours.
"
Hardly any tliiui^ makes the mind recoil so much upon itself, as the being sud-

denly and stronsrly recalled to times long past, and that by the voice of one whom
we have so much loved and respected. Do not think I have ever forgotten you, or

the many happy days I passed in Frederick Street, in society which fate has sepa-
rated so far, and for so many years.

" The little volume was particularly acceptable to me, as it acquainted me with

many circumstances, of which distance and imperfect communication had left me
either entirely ignorant, or had transmitted only inaccurate information.

" Alas ! my dear friend, what can the utmost efforts of friendship offer you, be-

yond the sympathy which, however sincere, must sound like an empty compliment
in the ear of affliction. God knows with what willingness I would undertake any-
thing which might afford yon the melancholy consolation of knowing how much
your old and early friend interests himself in the sad event which has so deeply
wounded your peace of mind. The verses, therefore, which conclude this letter,

must not be weighed according to their intrinsic value, for the more inadequate
they are to express the feelings they would fain convey, the more they show the

author's anxious wish to do what may be grateful to you.
" In truth, I have long given up poetry. I have had my day with the public ;

and being no great believer in poetical immortality, I was very well pleased to rise

a winner, without continuing the game, till I was beggared of any credit I had ac-

quired. Besides, I felt the prudence of giving way before the more forcible and

powerful genius of Byron. If I were either greedy, or jealous of poetical fame—
and both are strangers to my nature—I might comfort myself with the thought,
that I would hesitate to strip myself to the contest so fearlessly as Bjnron does ; or

to command the wonder and terror of the public, by exhibiting, in my own person,
the sublime attitude of the dying gladiator. But with the old frankness of twenty
years since, I will fairly own, that this same delicacy of mine may arise more from
conscious want of vigour and inferiority, than from a delicate dislike to the nature

of the conflict. At any rate, there is a time for every thing, and without swearing
oaths to it, I think my time for poetry has gone by.

" My health suffered horridly last year, I think from over labour and excitation ;

and though it is now apparently restored to its usual tone, yet during the long and

painful disorder (spasms in the stomach), and the frightful process of cure, by a

prolonged use of calomel, I learned that my frame was made of flesh, and not of

iron, a conviction which I will long keep in remembrance, and avoid any occupa-
tion, so laborious and agitating, as poetry must be, to be worth any thing.

" In this humour, I often think of passing a few weeks on the continent—a sum-
mer vacation if I can—and of course my attraction to Gratz would be very strong.
I fear this is the only chance of our meeting in this world, we, who once saw each
other daily ! For I understand from George and Henry, that there is little chance
of your coming here. And when I look around me, and consider how many changes
you will see in feature, form, and fashion, amongst all you knew and loved ; and
how much, no sudden squall, or violent tempest, but the slow and gradual progress
of life's long voyage, has severed all the gallant fellowships whom you left spread-
ing their sails to the morning breeze, I really am not sure that you would have
much pleasure.

" The gay and wild romance of life is over with all of us. The real, dull, and
stern history of humanity has made a far greater progress over our heads ; and age,
dark and unlovelj-, has laid his crutch over the stoutest fellow's shoulders. One
thing your old society may boast, that they have all run their course with honour,
and almost all with distinction ; and the brother suppers of Frederick Street have

certainly made a very considerable figure in the world, as was to be expected, from
her talents under whose auspices they were assembled.

" One of the most pleasant sights which you would see in Scotland, as it now
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stands, would be your brother Goor^e in possession of the most beautiful an4 ,0-
mantle place in Clydesdale—Corehouse. I have proini>ifd ofu.-n to go .,m *iih
him, and assist him with my deep experience as a nlant.r and bndsrap*' LMfd.Hrf
I promise you my oaks will outlast my laurels; and I picpif my,. If „„,r. „i..,n my
compositions for manure than on any other compositions \vli;iis<«v.r i . aI... r, f w-i
ever accessary. But so much does business of one sort or other . %,
that we never have been able to fix a time whicl. suited us botli , au.i u r.u ih-
utmost wish to make out the party, perhaps we never may.
"This is a melancholy letter, but it is chiefly so from the sad tone of your,

who have had such real disasters to lament—while mine is only the huiuor.iu*

sadness, which a retrospect on human life is sure to produce on the most pn^pcr-
ous. For my own course of life, I have only to be ashamed of its prosperity, and
afraid of its termination

; for I have little reason, arjruinir on the dwtrnif <>f ch'itin-t,
to hope that the same good fortune will attend me for ever. I have had an .itl.t-

tionate and promising family, many friends, few unfriends, and I think, ni> eiuiiue«—and more of fame and fortune than mere literature ever procured for a man before,
" I dwell among my own people, and have many whose hapi)in;'ss is <li|>.iiflfni

on me, and which I study to the best of my power. I trust my temper, wbn-h you
know is by nature good and easy, has not been spoiled by tlattery or prosperity;
and therefore I have escaped entirely that irritability of disposition which I think is

planted, like the slave in the poet's chariot, to prevent his enjoying his triumph.
" Should things, therefore, change with me—and in these tinu-s, or indeed in any

times, such change is to be apprehended—I trust I shall be able to surrender ih»!!*r>

adventitious advantages, as I would my upper dress, as something extremely com-

fortable, but which I can make shift to do without." . . . .

As I may have no occasion hereafter to alkide to the early friend

with whose sorrows Scott thus sympathized amidst the meridian splen-

dours of his own worldly career, I may take this opportunity of men-

tioning that Captain Basil Hall's conjecture of her having been the

original of Diana Vernon, appeared to myself from the first chimerical;

and I have since heard those who knew her best in the days o[' her

intercourse with Sir Walter, express the same opinion in the most

decided manner. But to return.

While the Pirate was advancing under Mr. Erskine's eye, Scott

had even more than the usual allowance of minor literary ojieratinns

on hand. He edited a reprint of a curious old book, called,
' Franrk's

Northern Memoir, and the Contemplative Angler ;' and he also pre-

pared for the press a volume published soon after, under the title of

'Chronological Notes on Scottish Affairs, 16S0 to 1701, from the Diary

of Lord Fountainhall.' The professional writings of that celebrated

old lawyer, had been much in his hands from his early years, on ac-

count of the incidental light which they throw on the events of a most

memorable period in Scottish history;' and he seems to have contem-

plated some more considerable selection from his remains, but to have

dropped these intentions, on being given to understand that they mi'^'ht

interfere with those of Lord FountainhalPs accomiilished repn-smta-

tive, the present Sir Thomas Dick Lauder, Baronet. It is, however,

to be regretted, that Sir Thomas's promise of a Life ot his enmicnt

ancestor has not yet been redeemed.

In August appeared the volume of the Novelist's Library, contaip-

* In communicating this letter to my friend Captain Hall, when he was rn -

Account of a Visit to Madame de Purcrstull during the last months ot lu-r lite,

to him, in consequence of an expression alwut Scott's health, that it mu.-t »!«*

ten in 1820. The date of the " Denkmahl," to which it refers, us however. »u.r.

dence that I ought to have said 1821.

4
u

• Hi.
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ing Scott's Life of Smollett ; and it being now ascertained that John

Ballantyne had died a debtor, the editor ottered to proceed with this

series of prefaces, on the footing that ilie whole profits of the work
should so to his widow. Mr. Constable, whose health was now be-

ginning to break, had gone southwards in quest ot more genial air,

and was at Hastings when he heard of this proposition. He imme-

diately wrote to me, entreating me to represent to Sir "Walter that the

undertaking. havin<T been coldly received at first, was unlikely to grow
in tavour if continued on the same plan

—that in his opinion the bulk

of the volumes, and the small type of their text, had been unwisely-
chosen for a work of mere entertainment, and could only be suitable

for one of retbrence ; that Baliantyne's Xovelist's Library, therefore,

ought to be stopped at once, and another in a hghter shape, to range
with the late collected edition of the first series of tlie Waverley Ro-.

mances. announced with his own name as publisher, and Scott's as

editor. He proposed at tlie same time to commence the issue of a
Select Library of English Poetry, with prefaces and a few notes by
the same hand; and calculating that each of these collections should
extend to twenty-five volumes, and that the publication of both might
be concluded within two years

—"the writing of the prelaces, &c., form-

ing perhaps an occasional relief from more important labours" !
—the

bookseller oflered to pay their editor in all the sum of £0000 : a small

portion of which sum, as he hinted, would undoubtedly be more than
]Mrs. John Ballantyne could ever hope to derive from the prosecution
of her husband's last publisliing adventure. Various causes combined
to prevent the reahzation of these magnificent projects. Scott now,
as at the beginning of his career of speculation, had views about what
a collection of English Poetry should be, in which even Constable
could not, on consideration, be made to concur ; and I have already

explained the coldness witii which he regarded further attempts upon
our Elder Xovelists. The Ballajityne Library crept out to the tenth

volume, and was then dropt abruptly : and tlie double negotiaiton with
Constable was never renewed.

Lady Louisa Stuart had not. I fancy, read Scott's Lives of the

Novehsts until, some years after this time, they were collected into two
httle piratical duodecimos by a Parisian bookseller : and on her then

expressing her admiration of them, together \vith her astonishment tliat

the speculation, of which they formed a part, should have attracted
Uttle notice of any sort, he answered as follows :—

" I am delisfhted they afford any entertainment, for thev are rather flirasilv writ-
ten, being done merely to oblige a friend : they were yoked to a ofreat. ill-condi-

tioned, lubberly, double-columned book, which they were as useful to tusf along as
a set of tleas would be to draw a mail-coach. It is verv difficult to answer your
ladyship's curious question concerning change of taste ; but whether in vouno- or old,
it takes place insensibly without the parties being aware of it. A grand-aunt of my
own. Mrs. Keith of Ravelstone, who was a person of some condition, being a dauo-h-
ter of Sir John Swinton of Swinton—lived with imabated vigour of intellect to a

very advanced age. She was very fond of reading, and enjoved it to the last of her

long lite. One day she asked me. when we happened to be alone together, whether
I had ever seen Mrs. Behn's novels ]—I confessed the charsre.—Whether I could

get her a sisrht of them ?—I said, with some hesitation, I believed I could ; hut that
I did not think she would like either the manners, or the language, which approached
too near that of Charles 11,'s time to be quite proper reading,

' Nevertheless.' said
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the good old lady,

' I remember them beina so much admired, and b«»infr .„ mnrK
interest<id in them myself, that I wish to look at them aijain.' To hear w'li. t. >,**
So I sent Mrs. Aphra Behn, curiously sealfd up, with "'

private and con'' •

"na
the packet, to my gay old grand-aunt. The next time I saw her aft. ,h*
gave me back Aphra, properly wrapped up, with nearly these words :— , rk
your bonny Mrs. Behn; and, if you will take my advice, put her in tt r |

found it impossible to get through the very first novel. But is it not,' she »aid, •»
very odd thing that I, an old woman of eighty and upwards, sitting alone, ff-el my-
self ashamed to read a book which, sixty years ago, 1 have heard read aloud for th#-

amusement of large circles, consisting of the first and most <

'

London.' This, of course, was owing to the gradual irnprovt ,

taste and delicacy. The change that brings into and throws out of fashion partiru.
lar styles of composition, is

something of the same kind. It does not signify what
the greater or less merit of the book is :

—the reader, as Tony Lumpkin t-ays. must
be in a concatenation accordingly

—the fashion, or the general tasu-, mi
'

pre-

pared him to be pleased, or put him on his guard against it. It is mu- /-rw.

If Clarissa should appear before a modern party in her lace ruffles and head-dre««,
or Lovelace in his wig, however genteelly powdered, I am afraid they would make
no conquests ; the fashion which makes conquests of us in other respects is very
powerful in literary composition, and adds to the effect of some works, while in

others it forms their sole merit."

Among other miscellaneous work of this autumn, Scott amused some
leisure hours with \rating a series of " Private letters," supp)se(l to

have been discovered in the repositories of a Xoble English Family,
and giving a picture of manners in town and country during the early

part of the reign of James I. These letters were printed as fast as he

penned them, in a handsome quarto form, and he furnished the margin
with a running commentar}- of notes, drawn up in the character of a

disapjpointed chaplain, a keen Whig, or rather Radical, overflowing on
all occasions with spleen against Monarchy and Aristocracy. When
the printing had reached the 72d page, however, he was told candidly

by Erskine, by James Ballantyne, and also by myself, that, however

clever his iinitation of the epistolary style of the period in question,

he was throwing away in these letters the materials of as good a ro-

mance as he had ever penned ; and a few days afterwards he said to

me—patting SibyFs neck till she danced under him—" You were all

quite right Tif the letters had passed for genuine, they would have found

favour only with a few musty antiquaries, and if the joke were detcf tod,

there was not story enough to carry it off. I shall bum the sheets, and

give you Bonny King Jamie and all his tail in the old shape, as soon as

I get Captain GofFe within v-iew of the gallows."
Such was the origin of the " Fortunes of Nifrel." As one set of the

uncompleted Letters has been preserved, I shall here insert a s{>ecimen

of them, in which the reader will easily recognise the germ of more

than one scene of the novel.

" Jenkin Earman to the Lord .

" My Lord,
" TowchincT this new mishappe of Sir Thomas, whereof your Lordshippe make*

querie of me, I wolde hartilie that I could, truth and my bounden dutic alw.-ys timte

satisfied, make suche answer as were fullie plesaunte to me to wnie, or unto vour

Lordshippe to reade. But what remedy? young men will have s

'*'^'^.

and the courtier-like gallants of the time will be gamesome and dai.,
- 7

have bene in dayes past. I think vour Lordshippe is so wise, as to ra- -

backe to vour own more juvemle time, whilest you looke forward wiUi «.«. >^-^

Vol. II.- 2H 22*
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upon this mischaiince, which, upon my lyft"? will be founde to be no otherwise harm-
ful to Sir Tliomas than as it shows liiin an hastie Hotspur of the day, suddenlie

checking at wliatsoever may seem to smirrhe his lionour. As I am a trew man, and

your Lordship's poore kinsman and bounden servant, I think ther lives not a gen-
tleman more trew to his frirndo than Sir Thomas ; and although ye be but brothers

uterine, yet so dearly dotli he holde your favour, that his father, were the gods

knight alyve, sliould not have more swaye v.ith him than shalle your Lordship ;

and, also,' it is no kindly part to sow discord betwene brethrene ; for, as the holy
Psalmist saythe,

' Eccc qnam bonum et quam jucundum hnbitare fratres,'' &c. And
moreover, it nedes not to tell your Lordshippe that Sir Thomas is suddene in his

anffcr; and it was but on Wednesday last that he said to me, with moche distem-

perature,
—Master .lenkiii, I be tolde that ye meddle and make betwene me and my

Lorde my brother ; wherfore, take this for feyr warninge, that when I shall fynde

you so dooynff, I will incontinent put my dager to the hilte in you :—and this was

spoken with all ernestness of visage and actioun, grasping of his poinard's handle,
as one who wolde presentlie make his words good. Surely, my Lord, it is not fair

carriage towarde your pore kinsman if anie out of your house make such reports of

me, and of that which I have written to you in sjaiipleness of herte, and in obe-

dience to your commandemente, w^hich is my law^ on this matter. Truely, my Lord,
I wolde this was well looked to, otherweys my rewarde for trew service might be

to handsell with my herte's blode the steel of a Milan poignado. Natheless, I will

precede with my mater, fal back fal edge, trustjnng all utterly in the singleness of

mv integretie, and in your Lordshippe's discretioun.
" My Lorde, the braule which hath befallen chaunced this waye, and not other-

wise. It hap'd that one Raines, the master of the ordinarie where his honour Sir

Thomas eteth well nie dailie (when he is not in attendance at courte, wherein he is

perchance more slacke than were wise), shoulde assemble some of the beste who
haunte his house, havyng diet ther for money. The purpose, as shown forthe, was
to tast a new piece of choice wyne, and ther Sir Thomas must nedes be, or the pur-

pos holdes not, and the Alicant becometh Bastard. Wei, my Lord, dice ther wer
and music, lustie helthes and dizzie braines,—some saye fair ladj'es also, of which
I know nought, save that suche cockatrices hatch wher such cockes of the game do
haunt. Alweys ther was revel and wassail enow and to spare. Now it chaunced,
that whilst one Button, of Graie's-Inn, an Essex man, held the dice, Sir Thomas
fillethe a I'uUe carouse to the helth of the fair Ladie Elizabeth. Trulie, my Lord,
I cannot blame his devotioun to so f:iir a saint, though I may wish the chapel for

his adoration had been better chosen, and the companie more suitable ; sed respice

jinem. The pledge beinof given, and alle men on foote, aye, and some on knee, to

drink the same, young Philip Darcy, a near kinsman of my Lorde's, or so callyng
himself, takes on him to check at the helthe, askyng Sir Thomas if he were wil-

linge to drink the same in a Venetian glasse? the mening of whiche hard sentence

your Lordshippe shal esilie construe. Whereupon Sir Thomas, your Lordshippe's
brother, somev.hat shrewishly demanded whether that were his game or his ernest;
to which demaunde the uther answers recklessly as he that wolde not be brow-

beaten, that Sir Thomas might take it for game or ernest as him listed. Where-

upon your Lordshippe's brother, throwing down withal the woodcocke's bill, with

which, as the f\ishioun goes, he was picking his teeth, answered redily, he cared

not that for his game or ernest, for that neither were worth a bean. A small matter

this to make such a storie, for presentlie young Darcie up with the wine-pot in

Avhich they had assaid the freshe hogshede, and heveth it at Sir Thomas, which
vessel missing of the mark it was aym'd at. cncountreth the hede of Master Button,
when the outside of the fiaggon did that which peradventure the inside had accom-

plish'd somewhat later in the evening, and stretcheth him on the flore ; and then the

crie arose, and j'ou might see twenty swords oute at once, and none rightly know-

ing wherfor. And the groomes and valets, who waited in the street and in the

kitchen, and who, as seldom failes, had been as besy with the beer as their masters
with the wine, presentlie fell at odds, and betoke themselves to their weapones ; so

ther was bouncing of bucklers, and bandying of blades instede of clattering of quart

pottles, and chiming of harpis and fiddles. At length comes the wache, and, as oft

happens in the like alTraies, alle men join ageynst them, and they are beten bak :

An honest man, Bavid Booth, constable of the night, and a chandler by trade, is

sorely hurt. The crie rises of Prentices, prentices, Clubs, clubs, for word went



FORTUNES OF NIGEL.

that the court-gallants and the Oraie's-Inn inon had murthnrM a eitiien; ill
take the street, and the whole ward is uppo, none widl V,

' *'
•„

our ofallants had the lucke and sense to dis|)erse their • ^
into the Temple, the gates wherof were prcseiitlie shut !•. pr.^rn; »

and some taking boat as they might; water thus saving whom ,.i».

ger'd. The Alderman of the ward, worthy Master Uanvelt, with Mutrr Drpuiv,
and others of repute, bestow'd themselves not a litel to ronipo8ti Uic tumult, kiuI wo
al past over for the evening.

" My Lord, this is the hole of the mater, so far as my earnest aii'! ll

had therein, as well for the sake of my hlode-relatioii to yonr hoiion,-
. -,

frome afFectioun to my kinsman Sir Thomas, and especiallio in humhle oh.

to your regarded commandes. As for other offenre given hy Sir Tli 4'

idle bruites are current, as that he should have callM Masu'r Dan-i. of

an woodcocke, I can lerne of no such termes, nor anie nero to them, only ihut when
he said he cared not for his game or ernest, he Hung down the WDodeock'n hill, to

which it may be there was sticking a part of the head, though my infunnant Haithe

otherwise ; and he stode so close by Sir Thomas, that he herdi- 1' ,#.1

as it flew betwixt there too hedes. Of damagj- done among tht m
not muche ; some cuts and thrusts ther wer, that had their sequents m blofxl and

woundes, but none dedlie. Of the rascal sort, one fcllowe is kill'd, and si:'- ' m.
Hob Hilton, your brother's grome, for life a maynied man, having a sl.> lin

right hande, for faulte of a gauntlet.
—Marry he has been a brave knave ai- •? :

and if it pleses your goode Lordshippe, I fynd he wolde gladlie be pp t . ••n

tym is fitting, to the office of bedle. He hath a burlie frame, and scare-babf viitage ;

he shall do wel enoughe in such charge, though lackyng the use of four finiren*.*

The hurtyng of the constabel is a worse mater; as also the anger that is hitwern

the courtiers and Graie's-Inn men; so that yf close hede be not given, I doubt me
we shall here of more Gesta Graiorum. Thei will not be persuailed but that tlie

quarrel betwixt Sir Thomas and young Darcie was simulate ; and that Master DuU
ton's hurte wes wilful; whereas, on my lyfe, it will not be founde so.

"The counseyl hath taen the matter up, and I here H. M, spoke many thine*

gravely and solidly, and as one who taketh to hert such unhappie chaune.s, both

against braulino- and drinking. Sir Thomas, with others, hath put in plegge to b«

forthcoming; and so strictly taken up wes the unhappie mater ot the Scots i.ord,|

that if Booth shulde die, which God forfend, there mi<rht be a fereful reckoning:

For one cityzen sayeth, I trust falslie, he saw Sir Thomas draw back his hand,

having in it a drawn sword, just as the constabel felle. It seems but too constant,

that thei were within but short space of ech other when this unhappy chaunce befel.

My Lord, it is not for me to sale what course your Lordshippe shnuhi sterr in this

storm, onlie that the Lord Chansellour's gode worde wil, as resen is, do yeman's
service. Schulde it come to fine or imprisonment, as is to be fered, why should not

your Lordshippe cast the weyght into the balance for that restraint which goode Sir

Thomas must nedes bear himself, rather than for such penalty as must nedes pinche

the purses of his frendes^ Your Lordship always knoweth best; but surely the

yonge knyght hath but litel reson to expect that you shulde further engage yours«<lf

in such bondes as might be necessary to bring this fine into the Chequer. Nrther

have wise men helde Tt unfit that heated bloode be coold by sequestnition for a space

from temptation. There is dout, moreover, whether he may not hold hm '' '

ua-

den, according to the forme of faythe which such gallants and stirriuir rr*.

fess, to have further meeting with Master Philip Darcie, or this same Di.t' u r

with bothe, on this rare dependance of an woodcocke's hede, ami a quart-p.u ; i-. r-

teynly, methouo-hte, the last tym we met, and when he bare himself towards ine,

as I have premonish'd your Lordshippe, that he was filter for qmet residence under

safe keeping, than for a free walk amongst peceful men.

* " The death of the rascal sort is mentioned as he would have c.>"
• ra

dog; and his readiest plan of providing for a profligate menial, is t" :

'*'

tendance of the unhappy poor, over whom his fierce looks and rouph >'

supply the means of authority, which his arm can no longer enforce by « •

t "
Perhaps the case of Lord Sanquhar. His Lordship had the misfortuw In br

for causing a poor fencing-master to be assassinated, which ^

alluded to."
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" And thus, my Lord, ye have the whole mater before you ; trew ye shall find

it,
—my dutie demands it,

—
unpleasing I cannot amende it : But I truste neither

more evil in esse nor /;i posse, than I have set forth as above. From one, who is

ever your Lordshippe's most bounden to command, &c—J. H."

I think it must have been about the middle of October that he drop-

ped the scheme of this fictitious correspondence. I well remember the

morning that he began the Fortunes of Nigel. The day being destined

for Newark Hill, I went over to Abbotsford before breakfast, and found

Mr. Terry (who had been staying there for some time) walking about

with his friend's master-mason, of whose proceedings he took a fatherly

charge, as he might well do, since the plan of the building had been in

a considerable measure the work of his own taste. While Terry and
I were chatting, Scott came out, bareheaded, with a bunch of MS. in

his hand, and said, "Well, lads, I've laid the keel of a new lugger this

morning
—here it is—be off to the water-side, and let me hear how you

like it." Terry took the papers, and walking up and down by the

river, read to me the first chapter of Nigel. He expressed great delight
"with the animated opening, and especially with the contrast between its

thorough stir of London life, and a chapter about Noma of the Fitful-

Head, in the third volume of the Pirate, which had been given to him
in a similar manner the morning before. 1 could see that (according
to the Sheriff's phrase) he smelt roast meat; here there was every

prospect of a fine field for the art of Terryfication. The actor, when
our host met us returning from the haugh, did not fail to express his

opinion that the new novel would be of this quality. Sir Walter, as he

took the MS. from his hand, eyed him with a gay smile, in which gen-
uine benevolence mingled with mock exultation, and then throwing
himself fnto an attitude of comical dignity, he rolled out in the tones of

John Kemble, one of the loftiest bursts of Ben Jonson's Mammon—
" Come on, Sir. Now you set your foot on shore

In Novo orbs—
Pertinax, my Surly,*

Again I say to thee aloud, Be rich,

This day thou shalt have ingots."
—

This was another period of "
refreshing the machine." Early in

November, I find Sir Walter writing thus to Constable's partner, Mr.
Cadell :

"
I want two books, Malcolm's London Redivivus, or some

such name, and Derham's Artificial Clockmaker." [The reader of

Nigel W'ill understand these requests.]
" All good luck to you, com-

mercially and otherwise. I am grown a shabby letter-writer, for my
eyes are not so young as they were, and I grudge every thing that

does not go to press." Such a feeling must often have been present
with him ; yet I can find no period w^hen he grudged writing a letter

that might by possibility be of use to any of his family or friends ; and
I must quote one of the many wliich about this very time reached his

second son.

* The fun of this application of" my Surly" will not escape any one who remembers the

kind and good-humoured Terry's power of assuming a peculiarlysaturnine aspect. This

queer grimness of look was invaluable to the comedian in several of his best parts ; and in

private he often called it up when his heart was most cheerfuL



LETTER TO MR. CHARLES SCOTT.

To Mr. Charles Scolt, care of the Rev. Mr. Williams, Lampeter,
••

'.M«t Nov.. l^n.
" My dear Charles,

"I had the pleasure of your letter two days since, beinir i\\v firnt
Myiiiiit..iii .,r

your being alive and well which I have had dircdiij sinci; you h-fl .\l)l)i>i.irMr.|. I

beg you will be more frequent in your communications, which must alwiiy* b«
desirable when you are at such a distance. I am very glad to hear you ;ir»; aiti-ml-

ing closely to make up lost time. Sport is a good thing both for henlih and pa*.
time ;

but you must never allow it to interfere with serious study. You have, my
dear boy, your own fortune to make, with better assistance of ever)* kind than I

had when the world first opened on me ;
and I assure you that ha<l I not i;ivea

some attention to learning (1 have often regretted that, from want of opportunity,
mditferent health, and some indolence, I did not do all I might have drmo), my
own situation, and the advantages which I may be able to procure fur yf>u \M>ulfl

have been very much bounded. Consider, therefore, study as the principal oKjirl.

Many men have read and written their way to independence and fame ; but no man
ever gained it by exclusive attention to exercises or to pleasures of any surL You
do not say any thing of your friend Mr. Surtees,* wiio I hope is well. \Vf all

remember him with much affection, and should be sorry to think we were forgotten.
" Our Abbotsford hunt went off extremely well. We killed seven Iran :», I

think, and our dogs behaved very well. A large party dined, and we. sat down
about twenty-five at table. Every gentleman present sung a Sfuig, tant bitn tjue

mal, excepting Walter, Lockhart, and I myself. I believe I should add the melan-

choly Jaques, Mr. W'augh, who, on this occasion, however, was not melancholy, f

In short, we had a very merry and social party.
• " There is, I think, no news here. The hedger. Captain Davidson,^ has had a

bad accident, and injured his leg much by the fall of a large stone, 1 am verv

anxious about him as a faithful and honest servant. Every one else at Abbotsford,

horses and dogs included, are in great preservation.
" You ask me about reading history. Y'ou are quite right to read Clarendon—

his style is a little long-winded ; but, on the other hand, his characters may match

those of the ancient historians, and one thinks they would know the very men if

you were to meet them in society. Few English writers have the same prrri^ion,

either in describing the actors in great scenes, or the deeds which they pcrforuu>d.

He was, you are aware, himself deeply engaged in the scenes which he depicts,

and therefore colours them with the individual feeling, and sometimes, doubtless,

with the partiality of a partisan. Y\n, I think he is, on the whole, a fair writer;

for though he always endeavours to excuse King Charles, yet he points out his mis-

takes and errors, which certainly were neither few nor of slight consequence.

Some of his history regards the country in which you are now a resident ; and you

will find that much of the fate of that Great Civil War turned on the successlul

resistance made by the city of Gloucester, and the relief of tliat place by thf Karl

of Essex, by means of the trained bands of London, a sort of f.irce resembling our

local militia or volunteers. They are the subject of ridicule in all the plays and

poems of the time ; yet the sort of practice of arms which they hud ac.|uired

enabled them to withstand the charge of Prince Rupert and Ins gallant cavalrv, who

were then foiled for the first time. Read, my dear Charles, read, and r.

which is useful. Man only differs from birds and beasts, because he has tli.

cf availino- himself of the knowledge acquired by his predecessors.
The swallow

builds the' same nest which its fother and mother built; and the sparrow does no

improve by the experience of its parents. The son ot the learned pig, it U luU

* Mr. Villiers Surtees, a school-fellow of Charles Scott's at I.ampotcr. »>•«>

•?»:•;»^
vacation of this year at Abbotsford. He is now one of the Supreme Jud^e* at U.f .M«ur»-

tius.
I J •

t Mr. Waucrh was a retired West Indian, of very dolorous asjH-ct,
who hiH *-!lM •

Melrose, buiU a large house there, surround.-d it and his garden witli a hu^u v

dom emerjred from his own precincts excei)t upon the
pand

occasion oi i.i

Hunt. The villagers culled him " the Melancholy Man"-and considered him .« aUrwy

"dreein' his dole for doings amang the poor niggers."

t This hedger had got tlie title of Captain, in memory of his gallantry
at *otm
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one, would be a mere brute, fit only to make bacon of. It is not so with the human
race. Our ancestors lodged in caves and wigwams, where we construct palaces
for the rich, and comfortable dwellings for the poor ; ajid why is this—but because
our eye is enabled to look back upon the past, to improve upon our ancestors' im-

provements, and to avoid their errors 1 This can only be done by studying history,
and comparing it with passing events. God has given you a strong memory and
the power of understanding that which j'ou give your mind to with attention—but

all the advantage to be derived from these qualities must depend on your own deter-

mination to avail yourself of them, and improve them to the uttermost. That you
should do so will be the greatest satisfaction I can receive in my advanced life, and
when my thoughts must be entirely turned on the success of my children. Write
to me more frequently, and mention your studies particularly, and I will on my
side be a good correspondent.

" I beg my compliments to Mr. and Mrs. Williams. I have left no room to sign

myself your affectionate father, W. S."

To return to business and Messrs. Constable. Sir Walter concluded

before he went to town in November another negotiation of importance
with this house. They agreed to give for the remaining copyright
of the four novels published between December 1819 and January
1821—to wit, Iv^anhoe, the Monastery, the Abbot, and Kenilworth—
the sum of five thousand guineas. The stipulation about not revealing
the author's name, under a penalty of £2000, was repeated. By these

four novels, the fruits of scarcely more than twelve months' labour, he

had already cleared at least £10,000 before this bargain was com-

pleted. They, like their predecessors, were now issued in a collective

shape, under the title of " Historical Romances, by the Author of

Waverley."
I cannot pretend to guess what the actual state of Scott's pecuniary

affairs was at the time when John Ballantyne's death relieved them
from one great source of complication and difficulty. But I have said

enough to satisfy every reader, that when he began the second, and
far the larger division of his building at Abbotsford, he must have

contemplated the utmost sum it could cost him as a mere trifle in

relation to the resources at his command. He must have reckoned
on clearing £30,000 at least in the course of a couple of years by the

novels written within such a period. The publisher of his Tales, who
best knew how they were produced, and what they brought of gross

profit, and who must have had the strongest interest in keeping the

author's name untarnished by any risk or reputation of failure, would

willingly as we have seen, have given him £6000 more within a

space of two years for works , of a less serious sort, likely to be

despatched at leisure hours, without at all interfering with 'the main
manufacture. But alas!—even this/was not all. Messrs. Constable

had such faith in the prospective fertility of his imagination, that they
were by this time quite ready to sign bargains and grant bills for

novels and romances to be produced hereafter, but of wdiich the sub-

jects and the names were alike unknown to them and to the man
from whose pen they were to proceed. A forgotten satirist well says,

" The active principle within

Works c n some brains the effect of gin ;"

but in his case, everv external influence combined to stir the flame,
and swell the intoxication of restless exuberant enersv. His allies
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knew, indeed, what he did not, that the sale of his novels was rather
less than it had been in the days of Ivanhnc; and hints had soineiimo
been dropped to him that it might be well to try tluj efll-cts of n iiausc
But he always thought

—and James Ballantyne had
dt.-ridL-dly tl»;.^:iino

opinion
—that his best things were those which he threw off the nifwrt

easily and swiftly; and it was no wonder that his hooksellcrs, sceini;
how immeasurably even his worst excelled in po[)ularity, as in incrit,

any other person's best, should have shrunk from tiie cx[)crinient of a
decisive damper. On the contrary, they might be excused for from
time to time flattering themselves that if the books sold at a li-ss rale,

this might be counterpoised by still greater rapidity of jirodiiction.

They could not make up their minds to cast the peerless vessel adrift;

and, in short, after every Uttle whisper of prudential misgiving, echoed

the unfailing burden of Ballantyne's song
—to push on, hoisting more

and more sail as the wind lulled.

He was as eager to do as they could be to suggest
—and this I well

knew at the time. I had, however, no notion, until all his corre-

spondence lay before me, of the extent to which he had permitted
himself thus early to build on the chances of life, hcaltlu and continued

popularity. Before the Fortunes of Nigel issued from the press, Scott

had exchanged instruments, and received his bookseller's bills, for no

less than four " works of fiction"—not one of them otherwise desrrilicd

in the deeds of agreement
—to be produced in unbroken succession,

each of them to fill at least three volumes, but with proper saving
clauses as to increase of copy-money, in case any of them should run

to four. And within two years all this anticipation had been winrd

off by Peveril of the Peak, Qucntin Durward, St. Ronan's Well, and

Redgauntlet ;
and the new castle was by that time complete, and over-

flowing with all its splendour ; but by that time the end also was ap-

proaching !

The splendid Romance of the Pirate was published in the beginnmg

of December, 1821 ;
and the wild freshness of its atmosphere, the

beautiful contrast of Minna and Brenda, and the exquisitively drawn

character of Captain Cleveland, found the reception which they de-

served. The work was analvzed with remarkable care m the Quar-

terly Review—by a critic second to few, either in the manly heartuiess

of his sympathy with the felicities of genius, or in the honest acutcness

of his censure in cases of negligence and confusion. This was the

second of a series of articles in that Journal, conceived and cxcruicd

in a tone widely different from those given by Mr. Gifi..rd hnnscU to

Waverley, Guy Mannering, and the Antiquar>-. I lancy the old

gentleman had become convinced that he had made a gnevous mis-

take in this matter, before he acquiesced in Scott's pn.posal aU.ut

"quartering the child" in January 181G; and if he was tortunate m

finding a contributor able and willing to treat the rest of h ather

JededTah's progeny with excellent skill, and in a spint more accor.lant

whh the iust and general sentiments of the public,
we must also ro-

cognise a pleasing and honourable trait of character m the »raMkn.'S5

with which the recluse and often despotic editor now resigned the pen

to Mr. Senior.
. ^ ^ «.

On the 13th December, Sir Walter received a copy of Caiji, as >ci
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unpublished, from Lord Byron's bookseller, who had been instructed

to ask whether he had any objection to having the "
Mystery" dedi-

cated to him. He replied in these words :
—

To John Murray, Esq., JIbemarle Street, London.

"
Edinburgh, 17th December, 1S21.

«' My dear Sir,
" I accept with feelings of great obligation the flattering proposal of Lord Byron

to prefix my name to the very grand and tremendous drama of Cain, I may be

partial to it, and yon will allow I have cause ;
but I do not know that his Muse^has

ever taken so lofty a flight amid her former soarings. He has certainly matched
Milton on his own ground. Some part of the language is bold, and may shock one

class of readers, whose tone will be adapted by others out of affectation or envy.
But then they must condemn the Paradise Lost, if they have a mind to be consist-

ent. The fiend-like reasoning and bold blasphemy of the fiend and of his pupil,
lead exactly to the point which was to be expected—the commission of the first

murder, and the ruin and despair of the perpetrator.
" I do not see how any one can accuse the author himself of Manicheism. The

devil takes the language of that sect, doubtless; because, not being able to deny
the [existence of the Good Principle, he endeavours to exalt himself—the Evil

Principle
—to a seeming equality with the Good ;

but such arguments, in the mouth
of such a being, can only be used to deceive and to betray. Lord Bj^ron might
have made this more evident, by placing in the mouth of Adam, or of some good
and protecting spirit, the reasons which render the existence of moral evil consist-

ent with the general benevolence of the Deity. The great key to the mystery is,

perhaps, the imjjerfection of our own faculties, which see and feel strongly the

partial evils which press upon us, but know too little of the general system of

the universe, to be aware how the existence of these is to be reconciled with the

benevolence of the great Creator.—Ever yours truly,
Walter Scott."

In some preceding narratives of Sir Walter Scott's Life, I find the

principal feature for 1821 to be an affair of which I have as yet said

nothing ; and which, notwithstanding the examples I have before me,
I must be excused for treating on a scale commensurate with his real

share and interest therein. I allude to an unfortunate newspaper, by
name The Beacon, which began to be published in Edinburgh in Janu-

ary 1821, and was abruptly discontinued in the August of the same

year. It originated in the alarm with which the Edinburgh Tories

contemplated the progress of Radical doctrines during the agitation
of the Queen's business in 1820—and the want of any adequate coun-

teraction on the part of the Ministerial newspapers in the north. James
Ballantvnc had on that occasion swerved from his banner—and by so

doing had given not a little offence to Scott. He approved, therefore,

of the project of a new AVeekly Journal, to be conducted by some
steadier hand ; and when it was proposed to raise the requisite capital
for the speculation by private subscription, expressed his willingness to

contribute whatever sum should be named by other gentlemen of his

standing. This was accepted of course ; but every part of the advice

with which the only man in the whole conclave that understood a jot
about such things coupled his tender of alliance, was departed from

in practice. No experienced and responsible editor of the sort he

pointed out as indispensable was secured ; the violence of disaffected

spleen was encountered by a vein of satire which seemed more fierce

than frolicsome ; the Law Officers of the Crown, whom he had most
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strenuously cautioned against any participation in the concern, wcr«
rash enough to commit themselves in it; the siihsrrilH-rs, hke true
Scotchmen, in place of paying down their money and

thinkiii;,' no moro
of that part of the matter, chose to put their names t.. -2 hmti of
security on which the sum total was to be advanced by bankers, and
thus by their own over-caution as to a few pounds laid'thd foundation
for a long train of humiliating distresses and disgraces ; and finnllv,
when the rude drollery of the young hot-bloods" to whom thuy had
entrusted the editorship of their paper produced its natural nmnc-
quences, and the ferment of Whig indignation began to boil over ujKm
the dignified patrons of what was denounced as a systematic scheme
of calumny and defamation—these seniors shrunk from the diltMnina
as rashly as they had plunged into it, and instead of comi)elhng the

juvenile allies to adopt a more prudent course, and gradually give the

journal a tone w^orthy of open approljation, they, at the first' blush of

personal difficulty, left their instruments in the lurch, and, without even

consuhing Scott, ordered the Beacon to be extinguished at an hour's

notice.

A more pitiable mass of blunder and imbecility was never }ica[)ed

together than the whole of this atlair exhibited; and from a very early

period Scott was so disgusted with it that he never even saw llie news-

paper, of which Whigs and Radicals believed, or affected to believe,

that the conduct and management were in some deiiree at least under

his dictation. The results were lamentable : the Beacon was made
the subject of Parliamentary discussion, from which the then heads

of Scotch Toryism did not escape in any very consolatory plight ; but

above all, the Beacon bequeathed its rancour and rashness, though not

its ability, to a Glasgow Paper of similar form and pretensions, entitled

The Sentinel. By that organ the personal quarrels of the Beacon
were taken up and pursued with relentless industry ; and finally, the

Glasgow editors disagreeing, some moment of angry confusion 1)0-

trayed a box of MSS., by which the late Sir Alexander BoswelJ of

Auchinleck was revealed as the writer of certain truculent enough

pasquinades. A leading Edinburgh Whig, who had been pilloried in

one or more of these, challenged Boswell—and the Baronet fell in as

miserable a quarrel as ever cost the blood of a high-spirited gentleinan.

This tragedy occurred in the early part of 1822; and soon after-

wards followed those debates on the whole business in the House of

Commons, for which, if anv reader feels curiosity about them. I n^fer

him to the ParUamentary Histories of the time. A single extract from

one of Scott's letters to a member of the then Government in London

will be sufficient for my purpose ; and abundantly confirm what I have

said as to his personal part in the afiairs of the Beacon.

To J. W. Croker, Esq., Admiralty.

" My dear Croker,
" .... I had the fate of Cassandra in the Beacon matter from

beeinninj
to

end. I endeavoured in vain to impress on them the necessity of havin? an rdit.*

who was really up to the business, and could mix spirit
with <i'^'''"''"—

*'"l;!:

those ' crentlem'en of the press.' who understand the exact lencrths to which thrrcaa

go in their vocation. Then I wished them, in place of that n«u-.

thrown down his hundred pounds, and never enquired more about it—..

Vol. n. 21 23



266 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

claimed against the Crown Counsel being at all concerned. In the two first remon-
strances I was not listened to—in the last I thought myself successful, and it was
not till long afterwards that I heard they had actually subscribed the Bond. Then
the hasty renunciation of the thingr, as if we had been doing something very atro-

cious, put me mad altogether. The younger brethren too, allege that they are put
into the front of the fight, and deserted on the first pinch ; and on my word I cannot

say the accusation is altogether false, though I have been doing my best to mediate
betwixt the parties, and keep the peace if possible. The fact is, it is a blasted bu-

siness, and will continue long to have bad consequences. Yours in all love and

kindness, Walter Scott."

CHAPTER XIX.

WILLIAM ERSKINE PROMOTED TO THE BENCH—JOANNA BAILLIE'S MISCEL-
LANY—HALIDON HILL AND MACDUFF'S CROSS—LETTERS TO LORD MON-
TAGU—LAST PORTRAIT BY RAEBURN—CONSTABLE'S LETTER ON THE
APPEARANCE OF THE FORTUNES OF NIGEL—HALIDON HILL PUBLISHED—
1822.

Lv January 1822 Sir Walter had the great satisfaction of seeing
Erskine at length promoted to a seat on the Bench of the Court of

Session, by the title of Lord Kinnedder ; and his pleasure was en-

hanced doubtless by the reflection that his friend owed this elevation

very much, if not mainly, to his own unwearied exertions on his be-

half. This happy event occurred just about the time when Joanna
BaiUie was distressed by hearing of the sudden and total ruin of an old

friend of hers, a Scotch gentleman long distinguished in the commerce
of the city of London ; and she thought of collecting among her literary

acquaintance such contributions as might, with some gleanings of her

own portfolios, fill up a volume of poetical miscellanies, to be published,

by subscription, for the benefit of the merchant's family. In requesting
Sir Walter to write something for this purpose, she also asked him to

communicate the scheme, in her name, to various common friends in

the North—among others, to the new Judge. Scott's answer was—
To Mxss Joanna Baillie, Hampstead.

"
Edinburgh, Feb. 10, 1822.

" My dear Friend,
" No one has so good a title as you to command me in all my strength, and in

all my weakness. I do not believe I have a single scrap of unpublished poetry, for

I was never a willing composer of occasional pieces, and when I have been guilty
of such effusions, it was to answer the purpose of some publisher of songs, or the

like immediate demand. The consequence is, that all these trifles have been long
before the public, and whatever I add to your collection must have the grace of

novelty, in case it should have no other. I do not know what should make it rather

a melancholy task for me nowadays to sit down to versify
—I did not use to think

it so—but I have ceased, I know not why, to find pleasure in it, and yet I do not
think I have lost any of the faculties I ever possessed for the task ; but I was never
fond of my own poetry, and am now much out of conceit with it. All this another

person less candid in construction than yourself would interpret into a hint to send
a good dose of praise

—^but you know we have agreed long ago to be above ordi-

nances, like Cromwell's saints. When I go to the country upon the 12th of March,
I will try what the water-side can do for me, for there is no inspiration in cause-

ways and kennels, or even the Court of Session. You have the victory over me
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^gj

now, for I remember laughmg at you for saying you could only writ, your beauuful
lyrics upon a fine warm day. But what is tliis somethin.r to b. i

I wLh voTv^.lu\
give me a subject, for that would cut oif half my difliculties." I am delighted with the prospect of seeing Miss Edgeworth, and makine her
personal acquaintance. I expect her to be just what you d.-serib.-, a bt-in./ lotullv
void of aflectation, and who, like one other lady of my acciuaintancf, <-u?ri.-H b. r

literary reputation as freely and easily as the milk-maid in my country d.*H the
leglen, which she carries on her head, and walks as gracefully with it as a duch.-ss
Some of the fair sex, and some of the foul sex, too, carry their renown in L„i„l„n
fashion on a yoke and a pair of pitchers. The consequence is, that l).fsid.s poking
frightfully, they are hitting every one on the shins with their buckets. Now this
is all nonsense, too fantastic to be written to any body but a person of good senw!.
By the way, did you know Miss Austen, authoress of some novels which have a
great deal of nature in them ''—nature in ordinary and middle life, to bi- surf, l.ui
valuable from its strong resemblance and correct drawing. I wonder which way
she carried her pail 1 *

" I did indeed rejoice at Erskine's promotion. There is a degree of melancholy
attending the later stage of a barrister's profession, which, though no one cares for

sentimentalities attendant on a man of
fifty or thereabout, in a rusty black bomba-

zine gown, are not the less cruelly felt; their business sooner or later fails, for

younger men will work cheaper, and longer, and harder—besides that the cases are

few, comparatively, in which senior counsel are engaged, and it is not etiquette to
ask any one in that advanced age to take the whole burden of a cause. Insensif)Iy,
without decay of talent, and without losing the public esteem, there is a gradual
decay of employment, which almost no man ever practised thirty years without ex-

periencing; and thus the honours and dignities of the Bench, so hardly earnrd, and
themselves leading but to toils of another kind, are peculiarly desirable. Erskine
would have sat there ten years ago, but for wretched intrigues. He has a very
poetical and elegant mind, but I do not know of any poetry of his writing, except
some additional stanzas to Collins' ode on Scottish superstitions, long since pub-
lished in the Border Minstrelsy. I doubt it would not be consistent with his high
office to write poetry now, but you may add his name with Mrs. Scott's (Htaven
forgive me ! I should have said Lady Scott's) and mine to the subscription-list. I

will not promise to get you more, for people always look as if you were asking the

guinea for yourself—there John Bull has the better of Sawney; to be sure he has

more guineas to bestow, but we retain our reluctance to part with hard cash, though

profuse enough in our hospitality. I have seen a laird, utter giving us more cham-

pagne and claret than we cared to drink, look pale at the idea of paying a crown in

charity.
" I am seriously tempted, though it would be sending coals to Newcastle with a

vengeance, not to mention salt to Dysart, and all other superfluous importations
— I

am, I say, strangely tempted to write for your Proteges a dramatic scene on an in-

cident which happened at the battle of Halidon Hill (I think). It was to me a

nursery-tale, often told by iNIrs. Margaret Swinton, sister of my maternal grand-

mother; a fine old lady of high blood, and of as high a mind, who was liiitMlly

descended from one of the actors. The anecdote was briefly thus. The family ol

Swinton is very ancient, and was once very powerful, and at the period ot this battle

the knight of Swinton was gigantic in stature, unequalled in strength, and a sago

and experienced leader to boot. In one of those quarrels whicli divided th>' king-

dom of Scotland in every corner, he had slain his neighbour, the head of the tJordon

family, and an inveterate feud had ensued ; for it seems that powerful as the (Jordons

always were, the Swintons could then bide a bang with them. Well, llie bailie ol"

* When the late collection of Sir Walter Scott's Prose Misciilanics was prrpnr'

publisher of the Quarterly Review led me into a mistake, which I may as wi 11 t

opportunity of apologizing for. Glancing hastily over his private records, ho inclutlcd in

his list of Sir Walter's contributions to his journal an article on Miss Austen's n..vi-l« ;

and as the opinions which the article expresses on their merits and defects harmonized wiUi

the usual tone of Scott's conversation, I saw no reason to doui)t that he liad drawn it up,

although the style might have been considerably doctored by -Mr. (JitVonl. I have (nn«--«

learned that the reviewal was in fact written by Dr. Whateley, now .\rel
'

''"-

Miss Austen's novels, especially Emma and Northanger .-Vbliey, were gr-
... ">

Scott, and he often read chapters of them to his evening circle.
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Halidon began, and the Scottish army, unskilfully disposed on the side of a hill

where no arrow fell in vain, was dreadfully g-alled by the archery of the English, as

usual ; upon which Swinton opproached the Scottish General, requesting command
of a body of cavalry, and pledging his honour that he would, if so supported, charge
and disperse the EnjrHsh archers—one of the manceuvres by which Bruce gained
the battle of Bannockburn. This was refused, out of stupidity or sullenness, by the

General, on which Swinton expressed his determination to charge at the head of his

own followers, thoug-h totallj- inadequate for the purpose. The young Gordon heard the

proposal, son of him whom Swinton had slain, and with one of those irregular bursts

of generosit)' and feeling which redeem the dark ages from utter barbarism, he threw
himself from his horse, and kneeled down before Swinton.—'

I have not yet been

knighted,' he said,
' and never can I take the honour from the hand of a truer, more

loyal, more valiant leader, than he who slew my father : grant me,' he said,
' the boon I

ask, and I unite my forces to yours, that we may live and die together.' His feudal

enemy became instantly his godfather in chivalr}'', and his ally in battle. Swinton

knighted the young Gordon, and they rushed down at the head of their united re-

tainers, dispersed the archery, and would have turned the battle, had they been sup-

ported. At length they both fell, and all who followed them were cut off, and it

was remarked, that while the fight lasted, the old giant ofuarded the young man's
life more than his own, and the same was indicated by the manner in which his

body lay stretched over that of Gordon. Now. do not laugh at my Berwickshire

burr, which I assure you is literally and lineally handed down to me by my grand-

mother, from this fine old Goliah. Tell me, if I can clamper up the story into a

sort of single scene, will it answer your purpose 1 I would rather try my hand in

blank verse than rhyme.
" The story, with many others of the same kind, is consecrated to me by the re-

membrance of the narrator, with her brown silk "fown, and triple ruffles, and her

benevolent face, which was always beside our beds when there were childish com-

plaints among us. Poor Aunt 3Iargaret had a most shocking fate, being murdered

by a favourite maid-servant in a fit of insanity, when I was about ten years old ; the

catastrophe was much owing to the scrupulous delicacy and high courage of my
poor relation, who would not have the assistance of men called in for exposing the

unhappy ^^Tetch her servant. I think you will not ask for a letter from me in a

hurry again, but, as I have no chance of seeing you for a long time, I must be con-

tented with writing, ^.l}^ kindest respects attend Mrs. Agnes, your kind brother

and family, and the Richardsons, little and big, short and tall ; and believe me most

truly yours, W. Scott.

"P. S.—Sophia is come up to her Sunday dinner, and begs to send a thousand
remembrances, with the important intelligence that her baby actually says ma-ma,
and bow wow, when he sees the dog. Moreover, he is christened John Hugh ; and
I intend to plant two little knolls at their cottage, to be called Mount Saint John,
and Hugomont. The Papa also sends his respects."

About this time Cornet Scott, being for a short period in Edinburgh,
sat to Wilham Allan for that admirable portrait which now hangs
(being the only picture in the room) over the mantelpiece of the Great

Library at Abbotsford. Sir Walter, in extolling this performance to

Lord Montagu, happened to mention that an engraving was about to

appear from Mr. Allan's " Death of Archbishop Sharp," and requested
his lordship to subscribe for a copy of it. Lord Montagu read his let-

ter hurriedly, and thought the forthcoming engraving was of the Cor-

net and his charger. He signified that he would very gladly have
that: but took occasion to remind Sir Walter, that the Buccleuch

family had not forgot his old promise to sit to Raeburn himself for a

portrait, to be hung up at Bowhill. Scott's letter of explanation in-

cludes his opinion of Horace Walpole's posthumous
" Memoirs."



LORD ORFORD'S MKMOIRS. ^
To the Lord Montagu.

" My dear Lord,

"
'"""'''°"*' ""» *'"*^ ««

" It is close firing to reply to your kind letter so soon, but I had l.-d your I ord-
ship into two mistakes, from writing my former letter in a hurry ; ;iii,! ,, ^,
try whether I cannot contradict the old proverb of ' two blacks not tnakr ,t*.

*

I write this in a hurry to mend former blunders.
' " '

" In the first place, I never dreamed of asking you to subscribe to a print of m?son—it will be time for him to be coppcrplated, as Joseph Gillon used to r.ill it

when he is major-general. I only meant to ask you to take a print »{ the Murd«I
of Archbishop Sharp, and to mention historically that tlu; same artist, who made a
capital picture of that event, had painted for me a very good portrait of my son. I

suppose I may apply your Lordship's kind permission to the work for which ] did
mean to require your patronage; and for a Scottish subject of interest by a Scottish
artist of high promise, I will presume to reckon also on the

patronage of my young
chief. I had no idea of sitting for my own picture ; and I think it u"ill be aa well to
let Duke Walter, when he feels his own ground in the world, take his own tiste io
the way of adorning his house. Two or three years will make him an ade.iuate

judge on such a subject, and if they will not make me mf)re beautiful, thry have
every chance of making me more picturesque. The distinction was

ably drawn in
the case of parsons' horses, by Sydney Smith, in one of his lectures •—' 'nie rector's
horse is beautiful

—the curate's is picturesque.' If the portrait had been begim, that
•were another matter; as it is, the Duke, when he is two or three years obi»"r, shall
command my picture, as the original, a vendre et a pendre—an ailmirahle expression
of devotion, which I picked up from a curious letter of Lord Lovat's, which I found
the other day. I am greatly afraid the said original will by and by be fit only for

the last branch of the dilemma.
"Have you read Lord Orford's History of his own Time—it is acid and lively,

but serves, I think, to show how little those, who live in puMic business, and of
course in constant agitation and intrigue, know about the real and deep progress
of opinions and events. The Memoirs of our Scots Sir George Mackenzie are of
the same class—both, immersed in little political detail and the stniggling skinnish
of party, seem to have lost sight of the great progressive movements of human af-

fairs. They put me somewhat in mind of a miller, who is so busy with the clatter

of his own wheels, grindstones, and machinery, and so much employed in regu-

lating his own artificial mill-dam, that he is incapable of noticing the
gradual swell

of the river from which he derives his little stream, until it comes down in such
force as to carry his whole manufactory away before it. It is comical, too, that

Lord Orford should have delayed trusting the public with his reminiscences, until

so many years had destroyed all our interest in the Parliamentary and Court in-

trigues which he tells with so much vivacity. It is like a man who should brick

up a hogshead of cider, to be drunk half a century afterwards, when it could cot>-

tain little but acidity and vapidity.
" I am here, thank God, for two months. I have acquired, as I tnist, a good

gardener,* warranted by Macdonald of Dalkeith. So the seeds, which your Lord-

ship is so kind as to promise me, will be managed like a tansy. '!

advance of age which I have yet found is liking a cat, an animal I >

becoming fond of a garden, an art which I despised
—but I suppose the indulgent

mother Nature has pets and hobby-horses suited to her children at all ages.
—Kver,

my dear Lord, most truly yours,
Walter Scott."

Acquiescing in the propriety of what Sir "Walter had thus saitl re-

specting the proposed portrait for Bowhill, Lord Montai,ni re.iucsteil

him to sit without delay for a smaller picture on his own behalf; axni

the result was that half-length now at Ditton, which nossossos a pecu-

liar value and interest as being the very last work of Uacbiirn's penciL

The poet's answer to Lord Montagu's request was as follows :
—

* Mr. Bogie. This respectable person is now seneschal of Scott'» dc«crtcd c««tk.

23*
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To the Lord Montagu.
"
Abbotsford, 27th March, 1822.

" My dear Lord,
" I should be very unworthy of so great a proof of your regard, did I not im-

mediately assure you of the pleasure with which I will contribute the head you
wish to the halls' of Ditton. I know no place where the substance has been so

happy, and, therefore, the shadow may be so far well placed. I will not suffer this

important affair to languish so far as I am concerned, but will arrange with Raeburn
when I return to Edinburgh in May. Allan is not in the ordinary habit of doing

portraits, and as he is really a rising historical painter, I should be sorry to see him
seduced into the lucrative branch which carries off most artists of that description.
If he goes on as he has begun, the young Duke may one day patronise the Scottish

Arts so far as to order a picture of the "
Releasing" of Kinmont Willie* from him.

I agree entirely with your Lordship's idea of leaving the young chief to have the

grace of forming his own ideas on many points, contenting yourself with giving
him such principles as may enable him to judge rightly. I believe more youths of

high expectation have bolted from the course, merely because well-meaning friends

had taken too much care to rope it in, than from any other reason whatever. There
is in youth a feeling of independence, a desire, in short, of being their own master,
and enjoying their own free agency, which is not always attended to by guardians
and parents, and hence the best laid schemes fail in execution from being a little

too prominently brought forward. I trust that W'alter, with the good sense which
he seems to possess, will never lose that most amiable characteristic of his father's

family, the love and affection which all the members of it have, for two generations,
borne to each other, and which has made them patterns as well as blessings to the

country they lived in. I have few happier days to look forward to, and yet, xike

all happiness which comes to grey-headed men, it will have a touch of sorrow in

it, than that in which he shall assume his high situation with the resolution which
I am sure he will have to be a good friend to the country in which he has so large
a stake, and to the multitudes which must depend upon him for protection, coun-

tenance, and bread. Selfish feelings are so much the fashion among fashionable

men—it is accounted so completely absurd to do any thing which is not to contri-

bute more or less directly to the immediate personal eclat or personal enjoyment of

the party
—that young men lose sight of real power and real importance, the foun-

dation of which must be laid, even selfishly considered, in contributing to the gene-
ral welfare,—like those who have thrown their bread on the waters, expecting, and

surely receiving, after many days, its return in gratitude, attachment, and support
of every kind. The memory of the most splendid entertainment passes away with
the season, but the money and pains bestowed upon a large estate not only contri-

bute to its improvement, but root the bestower in the hearts of hundreds over hun-

dreds ; should these become needful, he is sure to exercise a correspondent influence.

I carmot look forward to these as settled times. In the retrenchments proposed,
Government agree to diminish their own influence, and while they contribute a

comparative trifle to the relief of the public burdens, are making new discontents

among those who, for interest's sake at least, were their natural adherents. In

this they are acting weakly, and trying to soothe the insatiate appetite of innova-

tion, by throwing down their out-works, as if that which renders attack more
secure and easy would diminish the courage of the assailants. Last year the mami-
facturinor classes were risino-—this year the agricultural interest is discontented,

and whatever temporary relief either class receives will indeed render them quiet for

the moment, but not erase from their minds the rooted belief that the government
and constitution of this country are in fault for their embarrassments. \Vell, I can-

not help it, and therefore will not think about it, for that at least I can help.

' Time and the hour run through the roughest day.'

" We have had dreadful tempests here of wind and rain, and for a variety a lit-

tle snow. I assure you it is as uncommon to see a hill witli snow on its top these

two last seasons as to see a beau on the better side of thirty with powder in his

*
See, in the Border Minstrelsy (vol. ii. p. 32), the capital old ballad on this dashing ex-

ploit of " the Bold Buccleuch" of Queen Elizabeth's time
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hair. I built an ice-house last year and could rret no ice to fill it—thi* year I UMk
the opportunity of even poor twenty-four hours and packed it full of harJ-rd.mo^snow—but lo, ye—the snow is now in meditutiune fui^ic, and 1 wi.sh 1 luuv hate
enough to cool a decanter when you come to Abbotsfc^rd, as I trust your Lordnhip
will be likely to be here next autumn. It is worth while to coin.', wrn- it hut to
see what a romance of a house I am making, which is neiilicr lo be casllu nor alv
bey (God forbid !) but an old Scottish manor-house. I believe Atkins • '

pair with my whims, for he cries out yes
—

yes
—

yes
—in a tone which .

fies no—no—nn—hy no manner nf means.—Believe me always, my dear Lord, nio«t

gratefully yours,

Walter Scott."

At the commencement of this spring, then, Scntt fuii»»l his now
edifice in rapid progress; and letters on that subject to and fn.rn

Terry, occupy, during many subsequent months, a very large share in

his correspondence. Before the end of the vacation, however, ho had
finished the MS. of his Nigel. Nor had he lost si^ht of his promise to

Joanna Baillie, He produced, and that, as I well rememf)er, in the

course of two rainy mornings, the dramatic sketch of Halidon Hill;
but on concluding it, he found that he had given it an extent (juite in-

compatible with his friend's arrangements for her charitable
(>ir,-riic.

He therefore cast about for another subject likely to bo embraced in

smaller compass ; and the Blair-Adam meeting of the next June

supplied him with one in Macduff's Cross. Meantime, on hearing a

whisper about Halidon Hill, Messrs, Constable, witliout seeing the

MS. forthwith tendered £1000 for the copyright
—the same sum tfiut

had appeared almost irrationally munificent when offered in 1H07 for

the embryo Marmion. It was accepted, and a letter from ("onsfabic

himself, about to be introduced, will show how well the head of the

firm was pleased with this wild bargain. At the moment when his

head was giddy with the popular applauses of the new-launched Nigel—and although he had been informed that Pevcri/ of the Peak was

already on the stocks—he suggested that a little pinnace, of the

Halidon class, might easily be rigged out once a quarter, by way of

diversion, and thus add another £4000 per annum to the ten or

£15,000, on which all parties counted as the sure yearly profit of

three-deckers in fore.
Before I quote Constable's effusion, however, I must recall to the

reader's recollection some very gratifying, but I am sure pertectly

sincere, laudation of him in his professional capacity, which the Author

of the Fortunes of Nigel had put into the mouth of "his Captain Clutter-

buck in the humorous Epistle introductory to that Novel. Af^or al-

luding, in affectionate terms, to the recent'death of John Rallantyne,

the Captain adds,—" To this great deprivation has been added, I trust

for a time only, the loss of another bibliopolical friend, whose vigorous

intellect, and liberal ideas, have not only rendered his native country

the mart of her own literature, but established there a court of lettcni,

which must command respect, even from those most inclined todi-^scnl

from many of its canons. The effect of these changes o|>erated
in a

great measure bv the strong sense and sagacious calculations of an

individual, who knew how, to avail himself, lo an unhoped-for

of the various kinds of talent which his country produced,
wi I

,

.

bly appear more clearly to the generation which shall follow Ihc
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present. I entered the shop at the Cross to inqmre after the health of

my worthy friend, and learned with satisfaction that his residence in

the south had abated the rigour of the symptoms of his disorder."

It appears that Nigel was published on the 30th of May 1822; and

next day Constable writes as follows from his temporary residence

near London :
—

To Sir Walter Scott, Bart., Castle Street, Edinburgh.

" Castlebeare Park, 31st May, 1823.
" Dear Sir Walter,

" I have received the highest gratification from the perusal of a certain new
work. I may indeed say new work, for it is entirely so, and will, if that be possi-

ble, eclipse in popularity all that has gone before it.

" The author will be blamed for one thing, however unreasonably, and that is', for

concluding the story without giving his readers a little more of it. We are a set

of ungrateful mortals. For one thing at least I trust I am never to be found so, for

I must ever most duly appreciate the kind things intended to be applied to me in

the Introductory Epistle to this work. I learn with astonishment, but not less de-

light, that the press is at work again ; the title, which has been handed to me, is

quite excellent.
" 1 am now so well as to find it compatible to pay my respects to some of my c" 1

haunts in the metropolis, where I go occasionally. 1 was in town yesterday, and
so keenly were the people devouring my friend Jinglins; Geordie, that 1 actually saw
them reading it in the streets as they passed along, 1 assure you there is no exag-

geration in this. A new novel from the author of Waverley puts aside, in other

words puts down for the time, every other literary performance. The Smack Ocean,

by which the new work was shipped, arrived at the wharf on Sunday ; the bales

were got out by one on Monday morning, and before half-past ten o'clock 7000 copies
had been dispersed from 90, Cheapside.* I sent my secretary on purpose to wit-

ness the activity with which such things are conducted, and to bring me the account,

gratifying certainly, which I now give you.
" I went yesterday to the shop of a curious person

—Mr. Swaby in Warden-street
—to look at an old portrait which my son, when lately here, mentioned to me. It

is, I think, a portrait of James ike Fourth, and if not an original, is doubtless a pic-
ture as early as his reign. Our friend Mr. Thomson has seen it, and is of the same

opinion ; but I purpose that you should be called upon to decide this nice point, and
I have ordered it to be forwarded to you, trusting that erelong I may see it in the

Armoury at Abbotsford.
" I found at the same place two large elbow-chairs, elaborately carved, in box-

wood—with figures, foliage, &c. perfectly entire. Mr. Swaby, from whom I pur-
chased them, assured me they came from the Borghese Palace at Rome ; he pos-
sessed originally ten such chairs, and had sold six of them to the Duke of Rutland,
for Belvoir Castle, where they will be appropriate furniture ; the two which I have
obtained would, I think, not be less so in the Library at Abbotsford.

" I have been so fortunate as to secure a still more curious article—a slab of mo-
saic payement, quite entire and large enough to make an outer hearth-stone, which
I also destine for Abbotsford. It occurred to me that these three articles might
prove suitable to your taste, and under that impression I am now induced to take

the liberty of requesting you to accept them as a small but sincere pledge of grate-
ful feeling. Our literary connexion is too important to make it necessary for your
publishers to trouble you about the pounds, shillings, and pence of such things ; and
1 therefore trust you will receive them on the footing I have thus taken the liberty
to name. I have been on the outlook for antique carvings, and if I knew the pur-

poses for which you would want such, I might probably be able to send you some.
" 1 was truly happy to hear of ' Halidon Hill,' and of the satisfactory arrange-

ments made for its publication. I wish I had the power of prevailing with you to

give us a similar production every three months ; and that our ancient enemies on

* Constable s London agents, Messrs. Hurst, Robins;on, and Co., had then their premises
in Cheapside. ^
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this side the Border might not have too much their own way, porhaps yonr n^rt
dramatic sketch might be Bannockburn.* It would be prosumptuf.us in in.
out subjects, but you know my craving to be great, and I cannot resist ni-

here that T should like to see a Battle of Hastings
—a Cressy a Bosworth Kieid-1

and many more.
" Sir Thomas Lawrence was so kind as invite me to see his pictures, what an

admirable portrait he has commenced of you !
—he has altogether hit a hnnny and

interesting expression. I do not know w'hether you have heard that thcrt- is a'n px-
hibition at Leeds this year. I had an application for the use of Uacburn's pirture,
which is now there; and it stands No. 1 in the catalogue, of which I inclose you a

copy.
" You will receive with this a copy of the '

Poetry, original and solccttd.' I

have, I fear, overshot the mark by including the poetry of tlie Pirate, a lihtrty for

which I must hope to be forgiven. The publication of the volume will be delayed
ten days, in case you should do me the favour to suggest any alteration in the ad-

vertisement, or other change.
—I have the honour to be, dear Sir Walter, your faith-

ful humble servant,

Archibald Constable."

The last paragraph of this letter alludes to a little volume, into which
Constable had collected the songs, mottoes, and other scraps of verse

scattered over Scott's Novels, from Waverley to the Pirate. It had a

considerable run; and had it appeared sooner, might have saved Mr.

Adolphus the trouble of writing an essay to prove that the author of

Waverley, whoever he might be, was a Poet.

Constable, during his residence in England at this time, was in the

habit of writing every week or two to Sir Walter, and his letters now
before me are all of the same complexion as the preceding specimen.
The ardent bookseller's brain seems to have been well-nigh unsettled

at this period; and I have often thought that the foxglove which he

then swallowed (his complaint being a threatening of water in the

chest) might have had a share in the extravagant excitement of his

mind. Occasionally, however, he enters on details as to which, or at

least as to Sir Walter's share in them, there could not have been any

mistake; and these were, it must be owned, of a nature well calcu-

lated to nourish and sustain in the author's fancy a degree of alinost

mad exhilaration, near akin to his publisher's own predominant mood.

In a letter of the ensuing month, for example, after returning to the

progress of Peveril of the Peak, under 10,000 copies of which (or

nearly that number) Ballantyne's presses were now groaning, and

glancing gaily to the prospect of their being kept regularly employed
to the same extent until three other novels, as yet unchristencd, liad

followed Peveril, he adds a summary of what was then, had just been,

or was about to be, the amount of occupation furnished to the same

office by reprints of older works of the same pen :—
" a summary,"

he exclaims,
" to which I venture to say there will be no rival m our

day !" And well might Constable say so ; for the result is, that James

Ballantyne and Co. had just executed, or were on the eve of executing,

by his order—
« A new edition of Sir W. Scott's Poetical Works, in 10

vols, (miniature),
'^^^^ ^^P'

« Novels and Tales, 12 vols, ditto. - - - - •»^'"* ""

» Had :\Ir. Constable quite forgotten tlie Lord of the I.^lcs ?

Vol. IL 2K
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" Historical Romances, 6 vols, ditto, ... 5000 copies.
"
Poetry from Waveriey, &c. 1 vol. 12mo, - - 5000 —

"
Paper required, 7772 reams.

" Volumes produced from Ballantyne's press, 145,000 !"

To which we may safely add from 30,000 to 40,000 volumes more as

the immediate produce of the author's daily industry within the space
of twelve months. The scale of these operations was, without ques-
tion, enough to turn any bookseller's wits ;

—
Constable's, in its soberest

hours, was as inflammable a head-piece as ever sat on the shoulders

of a poet ; and his ambition, in truth, had been moving pari passu,

during several of these stirring and turmoiling years, with that of his

poet. He too, as I ought to have mentioned ere now, had, like a true

Scotchman, concentred his dreams on the hope of bequeathing to his

heir the name and dignity of a lord of acres. He, too, had consider-

ably before this time purchased a landed estate in his native county of
Fife ; he, too, I doubt not, had, while Abbotsford was rising, his own
rural castle m

jtje^o ; and alas! for " Archibald Constable of Balniel"

also, and his overweening intoxication of worldly success, Fortune had

already begun to prepare a stern rebuke.

Nigel was, I need not say, considered as ranking in the first class

of Scott's romances. Indeed, as an historical portraiture, his of
James I. stands forth pre-eminent, and almost alone ; nor, perhaps, in

reperusing these novels deliberately as a series, does any one of them
leave so complete an impression as the picture of an age. It is, in

fact, the best commentary on the old English drama—hardly a single

picturesque point of manners touched by Ben Jonson and his con-

temporaries but has been dovetailed into this story, and all so easily
and naturally, as to form the most striking contrast to the historical

romances of authors who cram, as the school-boys phrase it, and then
set to work oppressed and bewildered with their crude and undigested
burden.

The novel was followed in June by the dramatic sketch of Halidon
Hill ; but that had far inferior success. I shall say a word on it pre-

sently, in connexion with another piece of the same order.

A few weeks before this time Cornet Scott had sailed for Germany,
and, it seems, in the midst of rough weather—his immediate destina-

tion being Berlin, where liis father's valued friend Sir George Rose
was then Ambassador from the Court of St. James :

—

For Walter Scott, Esq. care of His Excellency Sir George Rose, ^c. ^c. Berlin,

" My dear Walter,
" You letters came both together this morning-, and relieved me from a dis-

agreeable state of anxiety about you, for the winds have been tremendous since you
sailed ; and no news arriving from the Continent, owing to their sticking in the

west, I was really very uneasy. Luckily mamma did not take any alarm. I have
no news to send you save what are agreeable. We are well here, and going on in

the old fashion. Last night Mathews the comedian was with us, and made himself

very entertaining. About a week ago the Comptesse Nial, a lad}^ in the service of
Princess Louisa of Prussia, came to dine here with the Lord Chief Commissioner
and family, and seemed to fake a great interest in what she heard and saw of our
Scottish fashions. She was so good as to offer me letters for you to the Princess

Louisa; General Gneissenau, who was Adjutant-General of Blucher's army, and
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formed the plan of almost all the veteran's campaigns ; and to the BarfMiww de la
Motte Fouque, who is distinguished in the world of letters, as well :w ht-r hu>tJ)-dnd
the Baron, the author of many very pleasing works of fiction, particularly the b.-uu-
tiful tale of Undine, and the travels of Theodulph. If you find an

opportunity to

say to the Baroness how much I have been interested by her wriiiiigs and Mons.
de la INIotte Fouque's, you will say no more than the truth, and it wUl b<; civil, for
folks like to know that they are known and respected beyond the limits of their
own country.

"
Having the advantage of good introductions to foreigners of distinction, I hope

you will not follow the established English fashion of herding with your country-
men, and neglecting the opportunity of extending your acquaintance with the lan-

guage and society. There is, I own, a great temptation to this in a strange coun-

try; but it is destructive of all the purposes for which the expense and trouble of

foreign travel are incurred. Labour particularly at the German, as the French can
be acquired elsewhere

; but I should rather say, work hard at both. It is not, I

think, likely, though it is possible, that you may fall into company with some of

the Tetes eckauffees, who are now so common in Germany—men that would pull
down the whole political system in order to rebuild it on a better model : a propo-
sal about as wild as that of a man who should propose to chantre the bridle of a

furious horse, and commence his labours by slipping the headstall in the midst of a

heath. Prudence, as well as principle and my earnest desire, will induce you to

avoid this class of politicians, who, I know, are always on the alert to kidnap

young men.
" I account Sir George Rose's being at Berlin the most fortunate circumstance

which could have befallen you, as you will always have a friend whom you can

consult in case of need. Do not omit immediately arranging your time so as to

secure as much as possible for your studies and exercises. For the last I recom-

mend fencing and riding in the academy ; for though a good horseman, it is right

you should keep up the habit, and many of the German schools are excellent. I

think, however. Sir George Rose says that of Berlin is but indifferent ; and he is a

good judge of the art. I pray you not to lose time in dawdling; for, betwixt Ed-

inburgh, London, and the passage, much of the time which our plan destined for

your studiei^has been consumed, and your return into the active service of your pro-

fession is proportionally delayed ; so lose no time. I cannot say but what 1 am

very happy that you are not engaged in the inglorious, yet dangerous and harassing,

warfare of Ireland at present. Your old friend Paddy is now stark mad, and doing

much mischief Sixteen of the Peelers have, I see by this morning's papers, been

besieged in their quarters by the mob, four killed, and the rest obliged to surrender

after they had fired the house in which they were quartered. The officers write

that the service is more harassing than on the Peninsula, and it would appear a con-

siderable part of the country is literally in possession of the insurgents. Yon are

just as well learning Teidscke sprechen. I am glad to see you are wTiting a finn

and good hand. Your last from Hamburgh was distinctly written, and well com-

posed. Pray write all your remarks, and pay some little attention to the style,

which, without being stiff or pedantic, should always be accurate.

" The Lockharts are well ; but baby has a cough, which keeps Sophia anxious :

they cannot say whether it be the whooping-cough or no. Mamma, Anne, and little

Walter* send kind love. The little fellow studies hard, and will, I hope, be a

credit to the name he bears. If you do not take care, he may be a General before

you. Always, my dear Walter, most affectionately yours,
•' J ^ J Walter Scott.

« P. S.—The Germans are a people of form. You will take care to learn the

proper etiquette about delivering the enclosed letters."

*
Walter, the son of Mr. Thomas Scott, was at this time domiciled with his unde'.

family.
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CHAPTER XX.

REPAIRS OF MELROSE ABBEY— LETTERS TO LORD MONTAGU AND MISS
EDGEWORTH— KING GEORGE IV. VISITS SCOTLAND—CELTIC MANIA— MR.
CRABBE IN CASTLE STREET—DEATH OF LORD KINNEDDER—DEPARTURE OF
THE KING— LETTERS FROM MR. PEEL AND MR. CROKER.— 1822.

During April, May, and June of this year, Scott's thoughts were
much occupied with a plan for securing Melrose Abbey against the

progress of decay, which had been making itself manifest to an alarm-

ing extent, and to which he had often before directed the attention of

the Buccleuch family. Even in writing to persons who had never

seen Melrose, he could not help touching on this business—for he

wrote, as he spoke, out of the fulness of the heart. The young Duke

readily concurred with his guardians in allowing the poet to direct

such repairs as might seem to him adequate ; and the result was

extremely satisfactory to all the habitual worshippers of these classi-

cal ruins.

I return to the candid and copious correspondence from which it

has been throughout my object to extract and combine the scattered

fragments of an autobiography.

To AEss Edgeworth, Edgeworthsiown.
"
Abbotsford, 24th April, 1822.

" My dear Miss Edgeworth,
" I am extremely sorry indeed that you cannot fulfil your kind intentions to be

at Abbotsford this year. It is a great disappointment, and I am grieved to think it

should have arisen from the loss of a valued relation. That is the worst part of

life when its earlier path is trod. If my limbs get stiff, my walks are made shorter,
and my rides slower.—If my eyes fail me, I can use glasses and a large print.

—If

I get a little deaf, I comfort myself that, except in a few instances, I shall be no

great loser by missing one full half of what is spoken ; but I feel the loneliness of

age when my companions and friends are taken from me. The sudden death of

both the Boswells, and the bloody end of the last, have given me great pain.* You
have never got half the praise Vivian ought to have procured you. The reason is,

that the class from which the excellent portrait was drawn, feel the resemblance too

painfully to thank the author for it
;
and I do not believe the common readers under-

stand it in the least. I, who, thank God, am neither great man nor politician, have
lived enough among them to recognise the truth and nature of the painting, and am
no way implicated in the satire. I begin to think that of the three kingdoms the

English alone are qualified to mix in politics safely and without fatal results; the

* James Boswell of the Temple, editor of the last Variorum Shakspeare, &c., a man of
considerable learning and admirable social qualities, died suddenly, in the prime of life,

about a fortnight before his brother Sir Alexander. Scott was warmly attached to them
both, and the fall of the Baronet might well give him a severe shock, for he had dined in

Castle Street only two or three days before it occurred, and the merriest tones of his voice

were still ringing in his friend's ears when he received the fatal intelligence. That even-

ing was, I think, the gayest I ever spent in Castle Street; and though Charles Mathews
was present, and in his best force, poor Boswell's songs, jokes, and anecdotes, had exhibited

no symptom of eclipse. It turned out that he had joined the party whom he thus delighted,

immediately after completing the last arrangements for his duel. It may be worth while

to add, that several circumstances of his death are exactly reproduced in the duel scene of
St. Ronan's Well.
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fierce and hasty resentments of the Irish, and the sullen, lonjr-endurincr, revpngrrul
temper of my countrymen, make such agitations have a much wider amrmf.r.- dri .id-
ful effect amongst them. Well, we will forget what we cannot

Ixdp, and pray thatwe may lose no more friends till we find, as I hope and am sure we shall do, rrifiidn
in each other. I had arranged to stay at least a month after the l-2ih of May, in

hopes of detaining you at Abbotsford, and I will not let you off under a luonth or
two the next year. I shall have my house completed, my lilirary r.placcd, my
armoury new furnished, my piper new clothed, and the time shall be

July. I'trust
I may have the same family about me, and perhaps my two sons. W alter is at
Berlin studying the great art of war—and entertaining a most military roiivinion
that all the disturbances of Ireland are exclusively owing to liis la.st reginunt, the
18th hussars, having been imprudently reduced. Little Charles is striving to be-
come a good scholar and fit for Oxford. Both have a chance of being at Some in

autumn 1823. I know nothing I should wish you to see which has any particular
chance of becoming invisible in the course of fourteen months, excepting my ohl

bloodhound, poor fellow, on whom age now sits so heavily, that he cannot follow
me far from the house. I wished you to see him very much—he is of that noble
breed which Ireland, as well as Scotland, once possessed, and which is now almost
extinct in both countries. I have sometimes thought of the final cause of dogs
having such short lives, and I am quite satisfied it is in compassion to the human
race ; for if we suffer so much in losing a dog after an acquaintance of ten or twelve

years, what would it be if they were to live double that time ]

" I don't propose being in London this year
—I do not like it—there is such a

riding and driving
—so much to see—so much to say

—not to mention plover's eggs
and champagne—that I always feel too much excited in London, though it is good
to rub off the rust too, sometimes, and brings you up abreast with the world as it

goes But I must break off, being summoned to a conclave to examine how the

progress of decay, which at present threatens to destroy the ruins of Melrose, can

yet be arrested. The Duke of Buccleuch, though but a boy, is very desirous to

have something done, and his guardians have acquiesced in a wish so reasonable

and creditable to the little chief. I only hope they will be liberal, for a trifle will

do no good, or rather, I think, any partial tampering is likely to do harm. But the

Duke has an immense estate, and I hope they will remember, that though a mo-

derate sum may keep up this national monument, yet his whole income could not

replace it should it fall.—Yours, dear Miss Edgeworth, with true respect and regard,
Walter Scott."

To the Lord Montagu, ^c.

" Abbotsford, 29tli April, 1822.

" My dear Lord,
" The state of the east window is peculiarly precarious, and it may soon give

way if not assisted. There would not only be dishonour in that, as Trinculo says

when he lost his bottle in the pool, but an infinite loss. Messrs. Smallwood and

Smith concur, there will be no difficulty in erecting a scaffolding strong enough t©

support the weight of an interior arch or beam, as wo call it, of wood, so as to admit

the exterior two rows of the stone-arch to be lifted and replaced, stone by stone, and

made as sure as ever they were. The other ribs should then be pointed both ab.we

and beneath, every fissure closed, every tree and shrub eradicated, and the vvhol©

arch covered with Roman cement, or, what would be greatly better, with U-nd.

This operation relates to the vault over the window. Smallwood thinks that the

window itself, that is, the shafted columns, should be secured by rrnewmg the

cross-irons which formerly combined them together laterally, and the holes of which

still remain ; and, indeed, considering how it has kept its ground m its present de-

fenceless state, I think it amounts to a certainty that the restoration ol so many

points d'appui will secure it against any tempest whatsoever, especially when the

vaulted roof is preserved from the present risk of falling down on it.

" There is one way in which the expense would be greatly lessened, and ttif ap-

pearance of the building in the highest degree improved, but it depends on a ;»r»r.*..

Provided then that the whole eastern window, with the vault above it,

^'''^VTkin^
and made, as Law says, sartum atque tectum, there could be no objection

lo ra««ng

24
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down the modern roof with the clumsy buttresses on the northern side.* Indeed I

do not see how the roof's continuing couhl in any respect protect the window, though
it may be very doubtful whether the west gable should be pulled down, which
would expose the east window to a thorough draft of air, a circumstance which the

original builder did not contemplate, and against which, therefore, he made no pro-
vision. The taking down this roof and the beastly buttresses would expose a noble

range of columns on each side.—E ver, my dear Lord, yours ever truly,

.
W. S."

To the Same.

"
Abbotsford, IStli May, 1822.

" My dear Lord,
•' I am quite delighted with the commencement of the Melrose repairs, and

hope to report progress before I leave the country, though that must be on Monday
next. Please God, I will be on the roof of the old Abbey myself when the scaf-

folding is up. When I was a boy, I could climb like a wild-cat ; and entire affec-

tion to the work on hand must on this occasion counterbalance the disadvantages of

increased weight and stiffened limbs. The east and south windows certainly claim

the preference in any repairs suggested ; the side aisles are also in a very bad way,
but cannot in this summer weather be the worse of delay. It is the rain that finds

its way betwixt the arch-stones; in winter, and is there arrested by the frost, which
ruins ancient buildings when exposed to wet. Ice occupies more space than water

unfrozen, and thus, when formed, operates as so many wedges inserted between

the stones of the arch, which, of course, are dislocated by this interposition, and
in process of time the equilibrium of the arch is destroyed

— Q. E. D. There

spoke the President of the R. S. E. The removal of the old roof would not be

attended with a penny of expense, nay, might be a saving were it thought proper
to replace the flags which now cover it upon the side aisles, where they certainly

originally lay. The ruble stones would do much more than pay the labourers. But

though this be the case, and though the beauty of the ruin would be greatly in-

creased, still I should first like to be well assured that the east window was not

thereby deprived of shelter. It is to be seriously weighed that the architect who
has shown so much skill, would not fail to modify the strength of the different

parts of his building to the violence which they were to sustain ; and as it never

entered into his pious pate, that the east window was to be exposed to a thorough
blast from west to east, it is possible he may not have constructed it of strength
sufficient to withstand its fury, and therefore I say caution, caution.
" We are not like to suffer on this occasion the mortification incurred by my old

friend and kinsman Mr. Keith of Ravelstone, a most excellent man, but the most
irresolute in the world, more especially when the question was unloosing his purse-

strings. Conceiving himself to represent the great Earls-Marischal, and being cer-

tainly possessed of their castle and domains, he bethought him of the family vault,

a curious Gothic building in the churchyard of Dunnotar : £,\Q it was reported
would do the job

—my good friend proffered £,5—it would not do. Two years after

he offered the full sum. A report was sent that the breaches were now so much in-

creased that £20 would scarce serve. Mr. Keith humm'd and ha'd for three years
more ; then offered M20. The wind and rain had not waited his decision—less than

£50 would not now serve. A year afterwards he sent a cheque for the £50, which
was returned by post with the pleasing intelligence that the Earl-Marischal's aisle

had fallen the preceding week. Your Lordship's prompt decision has probably
saved Melrose Abbey from the same fate. I protest I often thought I was looking
on it for the last time.

" I do not know how I could write in such a slovenly manner as to lead your

Lordship to think that I could recommend planting even the fertile soil of Bowden-
moor in the month of April or May. Except evergreens, I would never transplant
a tree betwixt March and Martinmas. Indeed I hold by the old proverb

—
plant a

tree before Candlemas, and command it to grow—plant it after Candlemas, and you

* Sometime after the disciples of John Knox had done their savage pleasure upon Mel-

rose Abbey, the western part of the chancel was repaired in a most clumsy style to serve

as a parish kirk.
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must entreat it. I only spoke of this as a thin? which you might look at whra
your Lordship came here ; and so your ideas exactly rne.-t mino" I think I can read Lady Montagu's dream, or your Lordship's, or mv own orour common vision, without a Daniel coming to judgment, for I b.-ihink m/mr
promise related to some Botany Bay seeds, &c., sent mo in gratiiud.- hy an ho.w/t
gentleman who had once run some risk of being himself pendulous on a in-.- ii. ihm
country. If they come to any thing pretty, we shall be too proud to have some of
the produce at Ditton.
" Your hail-stones have visited us—mingled, in Scripture phrase, with roalii of

fire. My uncle, now ninety-three years complete, lives in the house of Monkhiw,where the offices were set on fire by the lightning. The old gentleman was on (;„i,
and as active with his orders and directions as if he had been but forty-five. 'I'hfv
wished to get him otF, but he answered,

'

Na, na, lads, I have faced mony a fire in

my time, and I winna turn my back on this ane.' Was not this a good cut of an
old Borderer?—Ever your Lordship's faithful

VV. Scott."

In the next of these letters Sir Walter refers to the sudden death
of the excellent Primate of Ireland, the Honourable William Stuart,
brother to his and Lord Montagu's dear friend Lady Louisa. His
Grace appears to have been cut off in consequence of an over-dose
of laudanum being accidentally administered to him.

To the Same,

"
Edinburgh, 24th May. 1«2.

"I do devoutly grieve for poor Lady Louisa. With a mind, and indeed a boiliij
frame which suffers so peculiarly as hers under domestic affliction, I think she has
had a larger share of it than any person almost in my acquaintance. Perhaps, in

her case, celibacy, by extending the affections of so kind a heart through the remoter

range of relationship, has rendered her more liable to such inroads upon her happi-
ness. I remember several accidents similar to that of the Archbishop of Amiagh.
Henderson's (the player) was one. His wife, who administered the fatal draught,
was the only person who remained ignorant of the cause of his death. One of the

Duke's farmers, some j-ears since, showed extraordinary resolution in the same
situation. His father had given him some laudanum instead of some other medi-

cine. The mistake was instantly discovered ; but the young man had sufficient

energy and force of mind to combat the operation of the drug. While all around

him were stupid with fear, he rose, saddled his horse, and rode to Selkirk (six or

seven miles) ; thus saving the time that the doctor must have taken in coming to

him. It is very curious that his agony of mind was able to suspend the operation
of the drug until he had alighted, when it instantly began to operate. He recovered

perfectly.
" Much obliged by the communication of the sjinbols adopted by the lady pa-

tronesses at the ball for the Scottish Corporation. Some seem very apocrj-phal. I

have somewhere two lists of the badges of the Highland clans, wliich do not quite

correspond with each other. I suppose they sometimes sliifted their
symbols.^

In

general it was a rule to have an evergreen ; and I have heard tliat tbe dou

the Stuarts was supposed to be omened by their having chosen the oak :

badge of distinction. I have always heard that of the Scotts was the heaih-tiow.T,

and that they were sometimes called Htather-tops from that circumstance. Thcro is

a rhyme in Satchells or elsewhere, which runs thus :
—

" If heather-bells were corn of the best,

Buccleuch-mill would have a noble grist."

In the Highlands I used sometimes to put heath in my hat, and was always wel-

comed as a kinsman by the Macdonalds, whose badge is
freui:h,

or heather. Hy

the way, Glengarry has had an affair with a cow, in wbieli rinnour say-',
ho ha*

not come ofi" quite so triumphantly as Guy of Warwick in aninrideiit ot ih.' wni*

nature. Lord pity them that should mention Tom Thumb.—Vours *''"•. ^ „
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In the following he touches, among other things, on a strange book,

called,
" Cranbourne Chase,'" the performance of a clergyman mad

upon sport, which had been sent to him by his friend William Rose
;
—

the anniversary of the battle of Waterloo, as celebrated by him and
his rural allies at IMelrose ;

—a fire which had devastated the New
Forest, in the neighbourhood of Lord Montagu's seat of Beaulieu

Abbey ;
—and the annual visit to Blair-Adam, which suggested the

subject of another dramatic sketch, that of " Macdufl"'s Cross."

To the Same.

"
Edinburgh, June 23, 1822.

" I am glad your Lordship likes Cranbourne Chase : if you had not, I should

have been mortified in my self-conceit, for I thought you were exactly the person
to relish it. If you bind it, pray insert at the beginning or end two or three leaves

of blank paper, that I may insert some excellent anecdotes of the learned author,
which I got from good authority. His debid in the sporting line was shooting an
old cat, for which crime his father made him do penance upon bread and water for

three months in a garret, where he amused himself with hunting rats upon a new

principle. Is not this being game to the back-bone 1

"I expect to be at Abbotsford for two days about the 18th, that I may hold a

little jollification with the inhabitants of Melrose and neighbourhood, who always
have a gaudeamus, like honest men, on the anniversary of Waterloo. I shall then
see what is doing at the Abbey. I am very tenaciously disposed to think, that

when the expense of scaffolding, &c. is incurred, it would be very desirable to com-

plete the thing by covering the arch with lead, which will secure it for 500 years.
I doubt compositions standing our evil climate ; and then the old story of vegeta-
tion taking place among the stones comes round again, and twenty years put it in

as much danger as before. To be sure the lead will not look so picturesque as

cement, but then the preservation will be complete and effectual.
" The fire in Bewly forest reminds me of a pine wood in Strathspey taking fire,

which threatened the most destructive consequences to the extensive "forests of the

Laird of Grant. He sent the fiery cross (there peculiarly appropriate, and the last

time, it is said, that it was used), through Glen-Urquhart and all its dependencies,
and assembled 500 Highlanders with axes, who could only stop the conflagration

by cutting a gap of 500 yards in width betwixt the burning wood and the rest of
the forest. This occurred about 1770, and must have been a most tremendous
scene.

" Adam Ferguson and I spent Saturday, Sunday, and Monday last in scouring
the country with the Chief Baron and Chief Commissioner in search of old castles,

crosses, and so forth ; and the pleasant weather rendered the excursion delightful.
The beasts of Reformers have left only the bottom-stone or socket of Macduff's

Cross, on which is supposed to have been recorded the bounty of King Malcom
Canmore to the unborn Thane of Fife. It was a comfort, however, to have seen

any thing of it at all. As to your being in Bond Street, I can only say I pity you
with all my heart. Castle Street is bad enough, even with the privilege of a hop-
step-and-jump to Abbotsford, by way of shoemakers' holiday.

" I shall be delighted to hear that Lady Charlotte's bridal has taken place ;* and
as doubtless she destines a pair of gloves to one of her oldest friends and well-

wishers, I hope her Ladyship will not allow the awful prospect before her to put
out of her recollection that I have the largest pair of hands almost in Scotland (now
that Hugh Warrender is gone), and that if there be seven-leagued gloves, as once
there were seven-leagued boots, they will be most '

germain to the matter.' My
respectful compliments to the bride-elect and her sisters, to Lady Montagu, and

your own young ladies. I have scarce room to add that I always am your Lord-

ship's very faithful

Walter Scott."

*
Lady Charlotte Scott, sister to the present Duke of Buccleuch, was married about

this time to her cousin Lord Stopford, now Earl of Courtown.
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On the 12th of July, Sir Walter, as usual, left Edinburgh, but he uas
recalled within a week, by the business to which the

fuliowing note

To D. Terry ^ Esq., London,

« My dear Terry,

"
^'"''"'«'- '''* '»"• «»

" I have not a moment to think my own thoughts, or mind my own matter* :

would you were here, for we are in a famous perplexity : the motto nn thi; St. .\r>^
draw's Cross, to be presented to the Kinor, is '

liii^h Mminn an hralh,' that m
<

Long Life to the King of Scotland.' '

Jii^/i f^u bralh' would make a good ii„,tto
for a button—' the King for ever.' I wish to have Montrose's sword down with
the speed of light, as I have promised to let my cousin, the Knight-Marshal, have
it on this occasion. Pray send it down by the mail-coach : I can add no moff, for
the whole of this work has devolved on my shoulders. If Montrose's sword is not

quite finished, send it nevertheless.*—Yours entirely,
"W. Scott."

We have him here in the hot bustle of preparation fur King George
the Fourth's reception in Scotland, where his Majesty spent a fortnight
in the ensuing August, as he had a similar period in Ireland the year
before, immediately after his coronation. Before this time no Prince
of the House of Hanover was known to have touched the soil of Scot-

land, except one, whose name had ever been held there in universal

detestation—the cruel conqueror of CuUoden,— * the butcher Cum-
berland.' Now that the very last dream of Jacobitism had expired
with the Cardinal of York, there could be little doubt that all the

northern Tories, of whatever shade of sentiment, would concur to

give their lawful Sovereign a greeting of warm and devoted respect ;

but the feelings of the Liberals towards George IV. personally had
been unfavourably tinctured, in consequence of several incidents in his

history
—above all—(speaking of the mass of population addicted to

that pohtical creed)
—the unhappy dissensions and scandals which had

terminated, as it were but yesterday, in the trial of his Queen. The
recent asperities of the pohtical press on both sides, and some even

fatal results to which these had led, must also be taken into account

On the whole it was, in the opinion of cool observers, a very doubtful

experiment, which the new, but not young King, had resolved on

trying. That he had been moved to do so in a very great measure,

both directly and indirectly, by Scott, there can be no (juestion; and I

believe it will now be granted by all who can recall the particulars a.^

they occurred, that his Majesty mainly owed to Scott's personal in-

fluence, authority, and zeal, the more than full realization of the highest

hopes he could have indulged on the occasion of this northern progress-

Whether all the arrangements which Sir Walter dictated or en-

forced, w^ere conceived in the most accurate taste, is a dillerent

question. It appeared to be very generally thought, when the first

programmes were issued, that the Highlanders, their kilts, and thcif

bagpipes, were to occupy a great deal too much space in evcrv scene

of public ceremony connected with the King's reception.
With alJ

* There is in the armoury at Abbotsford a sword presented by Charles I.

Jo f*"*" ^^
Marquis of Montrose—with Prince Henry's arms and cypher on one Hide o» Uic W*o«3,

and his own on the otlier. Sir Walter had sent it to Terry lor a new sijtatli. dtc.

Vol. II. 2L 24*
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respect and admiration for the noble and generous qualities which our

countrymen of the Highland clans have so often exhibited, it was diffi-

cult to forget that they had always constituted a small, and almost

always an unimportant part of the Scottish population ; and when one

reflected how miserably their numbers had of late years been reduced

in consequence of the selfish and hard-hearted policy of their landlords,

it almost seemed as if there was a cruel mockery in giving so much

prominence to their pretensions. But there could be no question that

they were picturesque
—and their enthusiasm was too sincere not to

be catching ; so that by and by even the coolest-headed Sassenach felt

his heart, like John of Argyle's,
" warm to the tartan ;" and high and

low were in the humour, not only to applaud, but each, according to

his station, to take a share in what might really be described as a sort

of grand terryfication of the Holyrood chapters in Waverley ; George
IV., anno cetatis 60, being well contented to enact " Prince Charlie,"

with the Great Unknown himself for his Baron Bradwardine,
^^ ad

exuendas vel detrahendas caligas domini regis post battalliam.'"

But Sir Walter had as many parts to play as ever tasked the Protean

genius of his friend Mathews ;
and he played them all with as much

cordial energy as animated the exertions of any Henchman or Piper
in the company. His severest duties, however, were those of stage-

manager, and under these I sincerely believe any other human being's

temper and patience would very soon have given way. The local

magistrates, bewildered and perplexed with the rush of novelty, threw
themselves on him for advice and direction about the merest trifles ;

and he had to arrange every thing, from the ordering of a procession
to the cut of a button and the embroidering of a cross. Ere the green-
room in Castle Street had dismissed provosts, and bailies, and deacon-

conveners of the trades of Edinburgh, it was sure to be besieged by
swelling chieftains, who could not agree on the relative positions their

clans had occupied at Bannockburn, which they considered as consti-

tuting the authentic precedent for determining their own places, each
at the head of his little theatrical tail, in the line of the Kinof's escort

between the Pier of Leith and the Canongate. It required all Scott's

unwearied good-humour, and imperturbable power of face, to hear in

becoming gravity the sputtering controversies of such fiery rivals,

each regarding himself as a true potentate, the representative of

Princes as ancient as Bourbon; and no man could have coaxed them
into decent co-opei'ation, except him whom all the Highlanders, from
the haughtiest Mac-Ivor to the slyest Callum-Beg, agreed in looking

up to as the great restorer and blazoner of their traditionary glories.
He had, however, in all this most delicate part of his administration, an
admirable assistant in one who had also, by the direction of his

literary talents, acquired no mean share of authority among the Celts—
namely, the late General David Stewart of Garth, author of the

"
History of the Highland Regiments." On Garth (seamed all over

with the scars of Egypt and Spain) devolved the Toy-Captainship of

the Celtic Chib, already alluded to as an association of young civilians

enthusiastic for the promotion of the philabeg
—and he drilled and con-

ducted that motley array in such style, that they formed, perhaps, the

most splendid feature in the whole of this plaided panorama. But he,
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too, had a potential voice in the conclave of rival chieftains,—and
With the able backing of this honoured veteran, Scott surreeded rul-illy
in assuagmg all their heats, and reducing their confli<-ti...r prctcnsiotw
to terms of truce, at least, and compromise. A ballad (n,nv included
in his works), wherein these magnates were most

adroitly flattered,was widely circulated among them and their followers, and was under-
stood to have had a considerable share of the merit in this

|h;;ic.>

making ; but the constant hospitality of his table was a not lesscthficnl

organ of influence. A friend coming in upon him as a detachment of
Duniewassails were enjoying, for the first time, his '•

Cogie now the

King's Come," in his breakfast parlour, could not help whisperincj in

his ear,—" You are just your own Lindesay in Marmion—
stilFthij

verse hath charms;'"—and, indeed, almost the whole of the description
thus referred to might have been applied to him when arranging the

etiquettes of this ceremonial ; for, among other persons in place and

dignity who leaned to him for support on every question, was his

friend and kinsman, the late worthy Sir Alexander Keith, Kniglit-
Marischal of Scotland ; and—

" Heralds and pursuivants by name
Bute, Islay, Marchniont Rothesay came,

Attendant on a king-at-arms,
Whose hand the armorial truncheon held,

That feudal strife had often quelled,
When wildest its alarms.

He was a man of middle age,
In aspect manly, grave, and sage,
As on King's errand come ;

But in the glances of his eye,
A penetrating, keen, and sly

Expression found its home . . .

Still is thy name in high account,

And still thy verse hath charms;
Sir David Lindesay of the Mount,
Lord Lyon King-at-arms."

About noon of the 14th of August, the royal yacht and the attendant

vessels of war cast anchor in the roads of Leith ; but although Scott's

ballad-prologue had entreated the clergy to " warstle for a sunny

day," the weather was so unpropitious that it was found necessary to

defer the landing until the 15th. In the midst of the rain, however,

Sir Walter rowed off to the Royal George ; and, says the newspaper
of the day,

—
" When his arrival alongside the yacht was announced to the Kin<T—• ^^ hat !'

exclaimed his Majesty,
' sTr Walter Scott! The man in Scotland I most wish to

see ! Let him come up.' This distinguished Baronet then ascended the ship, and

was presented to the King on the quarterdeck, where, after an appropriate speech

in name of the ladies of Edinburgh, he presented his Majesty with a St. Andrew's

Cross, in silver, which his fair subjects had provided for him.* The King, with

evident marks of satisfaction, made a gracious reply to Sir Walter, receiv.-d the i;itt

in the most kind and condescending manner, and promised to wear it in public, in

token of acknowledgment to the fair donors."

To this record let me add, that, on receiving the poet on the quarter-

deck, his Majesty called for a bottle of Highland whisky, and having

* This was the cross inscribed
"
Righ Albainn gu brath," about which Scott wrote to

Terry on the 31st July.
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drunk his health in this national liquor, desired a glass to be filled for

him. Sir Walter, after draining his own bumper, made a request that

the King would condescend to bestow on him the glass out of which
his Majesty had just drunk his health ;

and this being granted, the

precious vessel was immediately wrapped up and carefully deposited
in what he conceived to be the safest part of his dress. So he returned
with it to Castle Street ; but—to say nothing at this moment of graver
distractions—on reaching his house he found a guest estabUshed there

of a sort rather ditlerent from the usual visitors of the time. The poet
Crabbe, to whom he had been introduced when last in London by Mr.

Murray of Albemarle Street, after repeatedly promising to follow up
the acquaintance by an excursion to the north, had at last arrived in

the midst of these tumultuous preparations for the royal advent. Not-

withstanding all such impediments, he found his quarters ready for

him, and Scott entering, wet and hurried, embraced the venerable man
with brotherly affection. The royal gift was forgotten

—the ample
skirt of the coat within which it had been packed, and which he had
hitherto held cautiously in front of his person, slipped back to its more
usual position

—he sat down beside Crabbe, and the glass was crushed
to atoms. His scream and gesture made his wife conclude that he
had sat down on a pair of scissors, or the like ; but very little harm had
been done except the breaking of the glass, of which alone he had been

thinking. This was a damage not to be repaired : as for the scratch
that accompanied it, its scar was of no great consequence, as even
when mounting the "

cat-dath, or battle-garment" of the Celtic Club,
he adhered, like his hero Waverley, to the trews.

By six o'clock next morning. Sir Walter, arrayed in the " Garb of
old Gaul" (which he had of the Campbell tartan, in memory of one of
his great-grandmothers), was attending a muster of these gallant Celts

in the Queen Street Gardens, where he had the honour of presenting
them with a set of colours, and delivered a suitable exhortation,
crowned with their rapturous applause. Some members of the Club,
all of course in their full costume, were invited to breakfast with him.

He had previously retired for a little to his Ubrary, and when he en-

tered the parlour, Mr. Crabbe, dressed in the highest style of profes-
sional neatness and decorum, with buckles in his shoes, and whatever
was then considered as befitting an English clergyman of his years
and station, was standing in the midst of half-a-dozen stalwart High-
landers, exchanging elaborate civilities with them, in what was at least

meant to be French. He had come into the room shortly before,
without having been warned about such company, and hearing the

party conversing together in an unknown tongue, the poHte old man
had adopted, in his first salutation, what he considered as the universal

language. Some of the Celts, on their part, took him for some foreign
abbe or bishop, and were doing their best to explain to him that they
were not the wild savages for which, from the startled glance he had
thrown on their hirsute proportions, there seemed but too much reason
to suspect he had taken them ; others, more perspicacious, gave into

the thing for the joke's sake ; and there was high fun when Scott dis-

solved the charm of their stammering, by grasping Crabbe with one
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hand, and the nearest of these figures with the other, and -reeted thewhole group with the same hearty good-morning.
°

Perhaps no Englishman of these recent days ever arrived in Scotland with a scantier stock of information about the countrv and'the
people than (judging from all that he said, and more exprf.s.ivclv
looked) this illustrious poet had brought with him in August \H2'2. It
seemed as if he had never for one moment conceived that the same
island m which his peaceful parsonage stood, contained actuajlv a
race of men, and gentlemen too, owning no athnitv with Euulish-
men, either in blood or in speech, and still proud in'wearinfr, when-
ever opportunity served, a national dress of

,
their own,'^beari[i<r

considerably more resemblance to an American Indian's than to tluit
of an old-fashioned rector from the Vale of Bel voir. His eyes were
opened wide—but they were never opened in vain ; and he soon be-

gan, if not to comprehend the machinery- which his host had called
into motion on this occasion, to sympathize at least very warmlyand amiably with all the enthusiasm" that animated the novel spectacle
before him.

I regret that, having been on duty with a troop of yeomanrv cavalry
on the 15th of August, I lost the opportunity of witnessing Mr." ('rabbe'3
demeanour when this magnificent scene was first fully revealed upon
him. The whole aspect of the city and its vicinity was, in truth, as
new to the inhabitants as it could have been even to the Rector of
Muston:—every height and precipice occupied by military of the reg-
ular army, or by detachments of these more picturesque irregulars from

beyond the Grampians—lines of tents, flags, and artillery circling
Arthur's Seat, Salisbury Crags, and the Cahon Hill—and the old black

Castle, and hs rock, wreathed in the smoke of repeated salvoes, while
a huge banaer-royal, such as had not waved there since 1 745, floated

and flapped over all ;
—

every street, square, garden, or open space be-

low paved with solid masses of silent expectants, except only where

glittering lines of helmets marked the avenue guarded for the a{)proach-

ing procession. All captiousness of criticism sunk into nothing before

the grandeur of this vision ; and it was the same, or nearly so, on every
subsequent day when the King chose to take part in the devised cere-

monial. I forget where Sir Walter's place was on the 15th; but on

one other of these occasions I remember him seated in an open carriage,
in the Highland dress, armed and accoutred as heroically as Garth

himself, (who accompanied him), and evidently in a most bardish state

of excitement, while honest Peter Mathieson managed as best he might
four steeds of a fierier sort than he had usually in his keeping

—though

perhaps, after all, he might be less puzzled with them than with the

cocked-hat and regular London Jehu's flaxen wig which he. for the first

and last time, displayed during
" the royal fortnight."

The first procession from Leith to Holyrood was marshalled in strict

adherence, it must be admitted, to the poetical programme
—

" Lord I how the pibrochs ^roan and jell I

Macdonnell's ta'en the field himsel',

Macleod comes branlung' o'er the fell—
Carle, now the King's come I"

But I must transcribe the newspaper record in its details, because no



286 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

one could well believe, unless he had a specimen.of these before him,
the extent to which the Waverley and Rob Roy animus was allowed

to pervade the whole of this aflair.

"Three Trumpeters Mid-Lothian Yeomanry Cavalry.

Squadron Mid-Lothian Yeomanry.
Two Highland Pipers.

Captain Campbell, and Tail of Breadalbane.

Squadron Scots Greys.
l^wo Highland Pipers.

Colonel Stewart of Garth and Celtic Club.

Sir Evan McGregor mounted on horseback, and Tail of 3PGregar.
Herald mounted.

Marischal trumpets mounted.

A IMarischal groom on foot.

Three Marischal grooms abreast.

m C Six Marischal Esquires mounted, 7 rrTwo grooms. ^ ^j^^^^ ^^4^^^_ j
Two grooms.

Henchman. C Knight Marisclial mounted, with his ") Henchman.
Groom. ^ baton of office. j Groom.

Marischal rear-guard of Highlanders.
Sheriff mounted.
Sheriff officers.

Deputy Lieutenants in green coats, mounted.
Two Pipers.

General Graham Stirling, and Tail.

Barons of Exchequer.
Lord Clerk Register.

Lords of Justiciary and Session, in carriages.

Marquis of Lothian, Lord Lieutenant, mounted.
Two Heralds, mounted.

Glengarry mounted, and grooms.

Young Glengarry and two supporters
—Tail.

Four Herald Trumpeters.
White Rod, mounted, and equerries.

Lord Lyon Depute, mounted, and grooms.
Earl of Errol, Lord High Constable, mounted.

Two Heralds, mounted.

Squadron Scots Greys.

Royal Carriage and Six, in which were, the Marquis of Graham,
Vice-Chamberlain; Lord G. Beresford, Comptroller of the

Household ; Lord C. Bentinck, Treasurer of the House-
hold ; Sir R. H. Vivian, Equerry to the King ; and

two others of his Majesty's suite.

Ten Royal Footmen, two and two.

Sixteen Yeomen, two and two.

THE KING, ^li •

attended by the Duke of Dorset, Master of the Horse, and ^,j= attended by the uuke ot L»orset, Master ot the J-lorse, and 5-

_^
the Marquis of Winchester, Groom of the Stole.

Sir Thomas Bradford and Staflf.

Squadron Scots Greys.
Three Clans of Highlanders and banners.

Two Squadrons of Mid-Lothian Yeomanry.
Grenadiers of 77th regiment.

Two Squadrons Third dragoon Guards.

Band, and Scots Greys."

It is, I believe, of the dinner of this 15th August in Castle Street,

that Crabbe penned the following brief record in his Journal :—" Whilst

it is fresh in my memory, I should describe the day which I have just
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passed, but I do not believe an accurate
description to \ic no,,.bWs.What avails It to say, for instance, that there rnlt at th. sufi^tt^dinnei% in all the costume of the Highhuulers, the great rhicf hl,nM-U^and otiicers of his company? This exi)resses not the sin-'ulintv of

appearance and manners—the peculiarities of men all .'enUr,,..-,, hut
remote from our society—leaders of clans—jovous company Thenwe had Sir Walter Scott's national songs and' ballads, .:xhihitin- all
the feelings of

clanship. I thought it an honour that Glengarry even
took notice of me, for there were those, and gentlemen too,''\vh^ con-
sidered themselves honoured by following in his train. There w.-rc
also Lord Errol, and the Macleod, and the Frasor, and the (^,r(lon
and the Ferguson;* and I conversed at dinner with Lady lilengarry,
and did almost beheve myself a harper, or bard, rather—for harp' I

cannot strike; and Sir Walter was the life and soul of the whole, h
was a splendid festivity, and I felt I know not how much yc.unger."—
Life of Crabbe, p. 273.

The King took up his residence, during his stay in his northern
dominions, at Dalkeith Palace, a noble seat of the Ihiccleueh family,
within six miles of Edinburgh: and here his

dinner-party almost daily
included Sir Walter Scott, who, however, appeared to'haye deriyed
more deep-felt gratification from his Majesty's kind and [)aternal atten-
tion to his juvenile host (the Duke of Buccleuch was at that time only
in his sixteenth year), than from all the flattering condescension he
lavished on himself From Dalkeith the King repaired to Hnjyrood-
house two or three times, for the purposes of a leyee or drawing-room.
One Sunday he attended divine service in the Cathedral of St. Giles',
when the decorum and silence preserved by the multitudes in the

streets, struck him as a most remarkable contrast to the rapturous
excitement of his reception on week-days; and the scene was not less

noticeable in the eyes of Crabbe, who says, in his Journal,—" The
silence of Edinburgh on the Sunday is in itself devout." Another very
splendid day was that of a procession from Holyrood to the Castle,

whereof the whole ceremonial had obviously been arranged under
Scott's auspices, for the purpose of calling up, as exactly as mii^ht ho,

the time-hallowed observance of " the Riding of the Parliament." Mr.
Peel (then Secretary of State for the Home Department) was desirous

*Sir Walter's friend, the Captain of Huntlcyl>urn, did not, as far as I rem- -
->rt

the Highland dress on this occasion, but no doubt his singing of certain J.v ^
<fec., contributed to make Crabbe set him down for the chief of a clan. Sir Adam, how-

ever, is a Highlander by descent, though the name, MacErrics, has been, for two ur thrctj

generations, translated into Ferguson; and even his reverend and philosoptiical fattuT h«d,

on at least one remarkable occasion, exhibited the warmth of liia Celtic blood in (HTfccliun.

In his essay on the Life of John Home, Scott says :
—" Dr. Adam Fergu.son went a.« rhap.

lain to the Black Watch, or 42d Highland regiment, when that corps was fir-' 'fw

Continent. As the regiment advanced to the battle of Fontcnoy, the eoniinai. •t.

Sir Robert Monro, was astonished to sec the chaplain at the head of the o'l •

broadsword drawn in his hand. He desired him to go to the rear with ihi '. •

proposal which Adam Ferguson spurned. Sir Robert at length told him that hi* oniim*

sion did not entitle him to be present in the post which he liad assumed.— ' P- '"»"

mission,' said the warlike chaplain, throwing it towards his colonel. It mav e
P^

posed that the matter was only remembered as a sjood jest; but tlie In'

Rome sliared the honours and dangers of that dreadtiil day, where, uceonli

of the French themselves,
' the Highland furies rushed in upon iIkmi w .

than ever did a sea driven by a tempest.' "—Miscellaneous Prose Worki, '•
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of witnessing this procession privately, instead of taking a place in it,

and he walked up the High Street accordingly, in company with Scott,

some time before the royal cavalcade was to get into motion. The
Poet was as little desirous of attracting notice as the Secretary, but

he was soon recognized
—and his companion, recently revisiting Scot-

land, expressed his lively remembrance of the enthusiastic veneration

with which Scott's person was then greeted by all classes of his coun-

trymen. When proposing Sir Walter's memory at a public dinner

given to him in Glasgow, in December 1836, Sir Robert Peel said—
"I had the honour of accompanying his late Majesty as Secretary of

State, when he paid a visit to Edinburgh, I suppose there are many
of you here who vrere present on that occasion, at that memorable

scene, when the days of ancient chivalry were I'ecalled—when every
man's friendship seemed to be confirmed—when men met for the first

time, who had always looked to each other with distrust, and resolved

in the presence of their Sovereign to forget their hereditary feuds and
animosities. In the beautiful laniruaare of Dryden,—

' Men met each other with erected look—
The steps were higher that they took ;

Friends to congratulate their friends would haste,
And long inveterate foes saluted as they pass'd.'

" Sir Walter Scott took an active lead in these ceremonies. On
the day on which his Majesty was to pass from Holyrood-house, he

proposed to me to accompany him up the High Street, to see whether
the arrangements w^ere completed. I said to him,

' You are trying a

dangerous experiment
—

you will never get through in privacy. He
said,

'

They are entirely absorbed in loyalty.' But I was the better

prophet; he w'as recognised from the one extremity of the street to

the other, and never did I see such an instance of national devotion

expressed."
The King at his first levee diverted many, and delighted Scott, by

appearing in the full Highland garb,
—the same brilliant Steuart Tar-

tans, so called, in which certainly no Steuart, except Prince Charles,
had ever before presented himself in the saloons of Holyrood. His

Majesty's Celtic toilette had been carefully watched and assisted by
the gallant Laird of Garth, who was not a little proud of the result

of his dexterous manipulations of the royal plaid, and pronounced the

King
" a vera pretty man." And he did look a most stately and im-

posing person in that beautiful dress—but his satisfaction therein was

cruelly disturbed, when he discovered, towering and blazing among
and above the genuine Glengarries and Macleods and MacGregors, a

figure even more portly than his own, equipped, from a sudden im-

pulse of loyal ardour, in an equally complete set of the self-same con-

spicuous Steuart tartans :
—

" He caught Sir William Curtis in a kilt—
While throng'd the chiefs of every Highland clan

To hail their brother, Vich Ian Alderman."*

In truth, this portentous apparition cast an air of ridicule and cari-

cature over the whole of Sir Walter's Celtified pageantry. A sharp

*
Byron's Age of Bronze.
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little bailie from Aberdeen, who had previously made arfmaintanro
with the worthy Guildhall Baronet, and tasted the

turtlo-smip .,r his

voluptuous yacht, tortured him, as he sailed down the
\,m<4 i,'allory of

Holyrood, by suggesting that, after all, his costume was
iiot''i|uite i-^r-

feet. Sir William, who had been rigged out, as the auctirmecrs' ad-
vertisements say,

"
regardless of expense," exclaimed that he must Ijc

mistaken—begged he would explain his criticism—and as ho
sp.

' •

threw a glance of admiration on a skene dim (black knife), which, i...:

a true " warrior and hunter of deer," he wore stuck int(j one rjf his

garters. "Oo ay—oo ay," quoth the Aberdonian ; "the knife's a'

right, mon,—but faar's your speen ?"—(where's your spoon"!) Such
was Scott's story, but whether he "gave it a cocked-hat and walking-
cane," in the hope of restoring the King's good humour, so grievously
shaken by this heroical doppel-gatiger, it is not very necessary to

enquire.
As in Hamlet, there was to be a play within the play ; and hy his

Majesty's desire, Mr. Murray's company performed, in his presence,
the drama of Rob Roy. Mr. James Ballantyne's newspaper chronicle

says :
—

" In the pit and galleries the audience were so closely wedded torrpther, that it

would have heen found difficult to introduce between any two, even the point of a

sabre. It was astonishing to observe the patience, and even the goo<l-nature with
which the audience bore the extreme pressure. No one, inih^'d, could hope to bet-

ter his situation by any effort; but the joy which was felt seemed comph-u-ly to

have absorbed every feeling of uneasiness. The boxes were filled with the rank,

wealth, and beauty of Scotland. In this dazzling galaxy were observed the gallant
Sir David Baird, Colonel Stewart of Garth, Glengarry, the Lord Provost, and Sir

Walter Scott
; each of whom, as he entered, was greeted with loud acclamations.

" At ten minutes past eight, the shouts of the multitude announced the approach
of the King, which was confirmed by an outrider, who galloped up with the int(>!-

ligence. The universal feeling of breathless suspense which at this moment per-

vaded the audience, cannot be described, and will never be forgotten. Our gracioud

King now stood before his assembled subjects. The momentary pause of death-

like stillness which preceded the King's appearance, gave a deep tone of enthusiasm

to the shout—the prolonged and heartfelt shout, which for more than a minute rent

the house. The waving of handkerchiefs, of the plumed bonnet, and the tartan

scarf, added much to the impressive gladness of the scene which, at this instant,

met the eye of the Chief of Chiefs. His Majesty, with his wonted atTabiiity, r»>-

peatedly bowed to the audience, while the kindly smile which beamed from his

manly countenance expressed to this favoured portion of his loving subjects the n^

gard with which he viewed them.
" The play was Rob Roy, which, his Majesty, in the best taste, had been pleastnl

to command, out of compliment, doubtless, to the country. During the whole per-

formance, the King paid the greatest attention to the business of the sf
- -

!

laughed very heartily at some of the more odd incidents,—such as tin- nr

retreat of Mr. Owen beneath the bed-clothes—the contest in wliich thr
ji

plays his prowess with the hd poker
—and the Bailie's loss of an ossenti.u

,
... : :

his wardrobe. His Majesty seemed fully to comprehend and to relish very much

the good-natured wit and innocent sarcasms of the fJlasgow majistn'

laughed outright when this most humorous of functionaries said
to^Frank

(
'

ton, who was toying with Matty,—' Nane o' your Lon'on tricks;' when he m«-"-

tioned the distino-uishing appellatives of Old and Young Nick, which the ritu.>n.»

had bestowed up°on his father and himself; when he testifie<l his distnist of Major

Galbraith, who 'has mair brandy than brains,' and of the Hiirlil.in.I.^rs.
-i wh-m hr

says,
'

they may quarrel amang themselves now and then, and
^gi''

an.' ••"I'li"'' »

stab wi' a dirk or a slash wi' a claymore; but, tak my word on t, th.y r-
i^ 'ur^

to join in the lang run against a' wha hae purses in their pockets
an.l •-••^'' oo

Vol. II. 2M 25
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their hinder-ends ;' and when he said to the boy who returned him his hat and wig,
' that's a braw callant ! ye'U be a man before your mither yet.'

"

On the 24th of August the Magistrates of Edinburgh entertained their

Sovereign with a sumptuous banquet in the ParHament-House ; and

upon that occasion also Sir Walter Scott filled a prominent station,

having been invited to preside over one of the tables. But the most

striking homage (though apparently an unconscious one) that his genius
received during this festive period, was, when his Majesty, after pro-

posing the health of his hosts the Magistrates and Corporation of the

northern capital, rose and said there was one toast more, and but one,
in which he must request the assembly to join him,—"

I shall simply
give you," said he,

" The Chieftains and Clans of Scotland
—and pros-

perity to the Land of Cakes." So completely had this hallucination

taken possession, that nobody seems to have been startled at the time

by language which thus distinctly conveyed his Majesty's impression
that the marking and crowning glory of Scotland consisted in the High-
land clans and their chieftains.

Scott's early associations, and the prime labours and honours of his

life, had been so deeply connected with the Highlands, that it was no
wonder he should have taught himself to look on their clans and chiefs

with almost as much affection and respect as if he had had more than

a scantling of their blood in his veins. But it was necessary to be an

eye-witness of this royal visit, in order to comprehend the extent to

which he had allowed his imagination to get the mastery over him as

to all these matters ; and perhaps it was necessary to understand him

thoroughly on such points, in his personal relations, feelings, and de-

meanour, before one could follow his genius to advantage in some of

its most favoured and delightful walks of exertion. The strongest

impression, how^ever, which the whole affair left on my mind was, that

I had never till then formed any just notion of his capacity for practi-
cal dealing and rule among men. I do not think he had much in com-
mon with the statesmen and diplomatists of his own age and country ;

but I am mistaken if Scott could not have played in other days either

the Cecil or the Gondomar ;
and I believe no man, after long and inti-

mate knowledge of any other great poet, has ever ventured to say, that

he could have conceived the possibility of any such parts being ade-

quately filled on the active stage of the world, by a person in whom
the powers of fancy and imagination had such predominant sway, as

to make him in fact live three or four lives habitually in place of one.

I have known other literary men of energy perhaps as restless as his ;

but all such have been entitled to the designation of busy-bodies
—

busy
almost exclusively about trifles, and above all, supremely and constantly
conscious of their own remarkable activity, and rejoicing and glorying
in it. Whereas Scott, neither in literary labour nor in continual con-

tact with the affairs of the world, ever did seem aware that he was

making any very extraordinary exertion. The machine, thus gigantic
in its impetus, moved so easily that the master had no perception of

the obstructions it overcame—in fact, no measure for its power. Com-

pared to him, all the rest of the poet species that I have chanced to

observe nearly
—with but one glorious exception

—have seemed to me
to do little more than sleep through their lives—and at best to fill the
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sum with dreams ; and I am persuaded that, taking all ages and coun-
tries together, the rare examples of indefatigable energy, in union with
serene self-possession of mind and character, such as Scott's, must \ni

sought for in the roll of great sovereigns, or great captains, rathur than
in that of literary genius.

In the case of such renowned practical masters, it luis lx;cn usual
to account for their apparent calmness amidst the stirring trouhlcs of
the world, by imputing to them callousness of the atlections. I'crfians

injustice has been done by the supposition ; but at all events, liardly
could any one extend it to the case of the placid man of the imagina-
tive order ;

—a great depicter of man and nature, csi)ecially, would
seem to be, ex vi termini, a profound sympathizer with the passions of
his brethren, with the weaknesses as well as with the strength fif hii-

manity. Such assuredly was Scott. His heart was as " raniin'd

with hfe" (to use a phrase of Ben .Tonson's) as his brain ; and I never

saw him tried in a tenderer point than he was during the full whirl of

splendour and gaiety that seemed, to make every brain but his dizzy in

the Edinburgh of August 1822.

Few things had ever given him so much pleasure as William Ers-

kine's promotion to the Bench. It seemed to have restored his dearest

friend to content and cheerfulness, and thus to have doubled his own
sources of enjoyment. But Erskine's constitution had been shaken

before he attained this dignity ; and the anxious delicacy of his con-

science rendered its duties oppressive and overwhehning. In a feeble

state of body, and with a sensitive mind stretched and strained, a silly

calumny, set a-foot by some envious gossip, was sufficient literally to

chase him out of hfe. On his return to Edinburgh about the 20th of

July, Scott found him in visible danger ;
he did whatever friendship

could do to comfort and stimulate him; but all was in vain. Lord

Kinnedder survived his elevation hardly half a year
—and who that

observed Scott's public doings during the three or four weeks I have

been describing, could have suspected that he was daily and nightly

the watcher of a death-bed, or the consoler of orphans ; striving all

the while against
" True earnest sorrows, rooted miseries,

Anguish in grain, vexations ripe and blown?"

I am not aware that I ever saw him in such a state of dejection as

he was when I accompanied him and his friend Mr. Thomas Thomson

from Edinburgh to Queensferry, in attendance upon Lord Kituicdd.-r's

funeral. Yet that was one of^he noisiest days of the royal Icstival.

and he had to plunge into some scene of high gaiety the moment alter

he returned. As we halted in Castle Street, INIr. (Vahhe's nnid,

thoughtful face appeared at the window, and Scott said, on leavmg inc,

—"Now for what our old friend there puts down as the crowning

curse of his poor player in the Borough
—

' To hide in rant the lieart-achc of the night.'
"

The very few letters that Sir Walter addressed to friends at a Hi.*-

tance during the King's stay in Scotland, are chiefly occupied
with

the calumny which proved fatal to Erskine,-the Jmrns whirt. fns

friends took, at his request, to sift it to the bottom,—their conviciiuo



292 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

that he had been charged with an improper liaison, without even a
shadow of justice,

—and their ineffectual efforts to soothe his morbid

sensibility. In one of these letters Scott says,
—

" The legend would have done honour to the invention of the devil himself, es-

pecially the object (at least the effect) being- to torture to death one of the most soft-

hearted and sensitive of God's creatures. I think it was in his nature to like female

society in general better than that of men ; he had also what might have given some

slight shadow to these foul suspicions, an air of being particular in his attentions to

women, a sort of Philandering which I used to laugh at him about. The result of

a close investigation having been completely satisfactory, one would have thouo-ht

the business at an end—but the shaft had hit the mark. At first, while these mat-
ters were going on, I got him to hold up his head pretty well ; he dined with me,
went to the play with my wife—got court-dresses for his daughters, whom Lady
Scott was to present, and behaved, in my presence at least, like a man, feeling in-

deed painfully, but bearing up as an innocent man ought to do. Unhappily T could

only see him by snatches—the whole business of the reception was suddenly thrown
on my hands, and with such a general abandonment, I may say, on all sides, that

to work from morning till night was too little time to make the necessary arrange-
ments. In the mean-time, poor Erskine's nerves became Aveaker and weaker; he
was by nature extremely sensitive, easily moved to smiles or tears', and deeply af-

fected by all those circumstances in society to which men of the world become har-

dened ; as, for example, formal introductions to people of rank, and so forth ; he
was unhappily haunted by the idea that his character, assailed as it had been, was
degraded in the eyes of the public, and no argument could remove this delusion.

At length fever and delirium came on ; he was bled repeatedly and very copiously,
a necessary treatment perhaps, but which completely exhausted his weak frame.

On the morning of Tuesday, the day of the King's arrival, he waked from his sleep,
ordered his window to be opened that he might see the sun once more, and was a

dead man immediately after. And so died a man whose head and heart were alike

honourable to his kind, and died merely because he could not endure the slightest
stain on his reputation.

—The present is a scene of great bustle and interest, but

though I must act my part, I am not, thank God, obliged at this moment to write

about it."

In another letter, of nearly the same date, Scott says
—

" It would be rather difficult for any one who has never lived much among my
good country-people, to comprehend that an idle story of a love-intrigue, a story alike

base and baseless, should be the death of an innocent man of high character, high
station, and well advanced in j-ears. It struck into poor Erskine's heart and soul,

however, quite as cruelly as any similar calumnj"^ ever affected a modest wom.an—he

withered and sunk. There is no need that 1 should say peace be with him ! If

ever a pure spirit quitted this vale of tears, it was William Erskine's. I must turn

to and see what can be done about getting some pension for his daughters."

The following letter to his son Walter, now a lieutenant in the 15th

Hussars, but not yet returned from his German travels, was written a

few days later :—
" My dearest Walter,

" This town has been a scene of such giddy tumult since the King's coming,
and for a fortnight before, that I have scarce had an instant to myself. For a long
time every thing was thrown on my hand, and even now, looking back, and think-

ing how many difficulties I had to reconcile, objections to answer, prejudices to

smooth away, and purses to open, I am astonished that I did not fever in the midst

of it. All, however, has gone off most happily; and the Edinburgh populace have

behaved themselves like so many princes. In the day when he went in state from

the Abbey to the Castle with the Regalia borne before him, the street was lined

with the various trades and professions, all arranged under their own deacons and

office-bearers, with white wands in their hands, and with their banners, and so forth;

as they were all in their Sunday's clothes, you positively saw nothing like mob,
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and their behaviour, which was most steady and respectful towards the Kinff w.K.
out either jostling or crowdincr, had a most singular etr.-ct. Th.-y shoulS JSi
great emphasis, but without any running or roaring, each slandin.r as »ti!l i,. h,,
place as if the honour of Scotland had depended on the propriotv of ]

' '

This made the scene quite new to all who had witnessed the Irish r. ,
^

Celtic Society,
" all plaided and plumed in their tartan array," inount<-(i euard ovr'r

the regalia while in the Abbey with great military order and steadiness. Tlit-y w.-re
exceedingly nobly dressed and armed. There were two or three hundred Hi ".-
landers besides, brought down by their own Chiefs, and arme.l

cnji-d-pir. '|'t?. ywere all put under my immediate command by their various chiefs, as they wmaj
not have liked to have received orders from each other—so I acted as Adjuiant-<;«>.
neral, and had scores of them parading in Castle Street every day, with piJj ai.'uj

hrattach, namely, pipe and banner. The whole went off excellently well. i\oi,.Mywas so gallant as the Knight-Marischal, who came out with a full retinue of Esipuris
and Yeomen,—Walter and Charles were his pages. The Archers acted as g.titU^

men-pensioners, and kept guard in the interior of the palace. Mamma, Sophia, and
Anne were presented, and went through the scene with suitable resignation and de-
corum. In short, I leave the girls to tell you all about balls, plays, sermons, and
other varieties of this gay period. To-morrow or next day the King S'.'t.s off; and I

also take my departure, being willing to see Canning before he goes off for India,

if, indeed, they are insane enough to part with a man of his power in the House of
Commons at this eventful crisis.

" You have heard of poor Lord Londonderry (Castlereagh's) death by his own
hand, in a fit of insanity. This explains a story he once told me of having seen a

ghost, and which I thought was a very extraordinary narrative from the lips of a
man of so much sense and steadiness of nerve. But no doubt he had been subject
to aberrations of mind, which often create such phantoms.

" I have had a most severe personal loss in my excellent friend Lord Kinnedder,
whose promotion lately rejoiced us so much. I leave you to judge what pain this

must have given me, happening as it did in the midst of a confusion from which it

was impossible for me to withdraw myself.
" All our usual occupations have been broken in upon by this most royal row.

Whether Abbotsford is in progress or not I scarcely know ; in short, I cannot say
that I have thought my own thoughts, or wrought my own work for at least a month

past. The same hurry must make me conclude abruptly.
—Ever yours most affec-

tionately,
Walter Scott."

The ghost story to which the foregoing letter alkides, was this :—
Lord Castlereagh, w^hen commanding, in early life, a militia regiment

in Ireland, was stationed one night in a large desolate country-house,
and his bed was at one end of a long dilapidated room, while at the

other extremity a great fire of wood and turf had been prepared within

a huge gaping old-fashioned chimney. Waking in the middle of the

night, he lay w^atching from his pillow the gradual darkening .-f the

embers on the hearth, when suddenly they blazed up, and a naked

child stepped from among thein upon the floor. The figure advanced

slowly towards Lord Castlereagh, rising in stature at every step, until

on coming within two or three paces of his bed, it had assumed the

appearance of a ghastly giant, pale as death, with a bleeding wound

on the brow, and eyes glaring with rage and despair. Lord Castle-

reagh leaped from his bed, and confronted the figure in an attitude of

defiance. It retreated before him, diminishing as it withdrew, in tfic

same manner that it had previously shot up and expanded ; he tojlowexi

it pace by pace, until the original childlike form disappeared nin.inj?

the embers. He then went back to his bed. and was (iisturh«'«l no

more. This story Lord Castlereaiih told with perlect gravity at one

of his wife's supper parties in Paris in 1815, when «cott was ainong

25 *
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the he'hrers. I had often heard him repeat it—before the fatal catas-

trophe of August 18'22 afibrded the sokition in the text—when he

merely mentioned it as a singularly vivid dream, the product probably
of a feverish night following upon a military debauch,—but affording
a striking indication of the "courageous temper, which proved true to

itself even amidst the terrors of fancy.
Circumstances did not permit Sir Walter to fulfil his intention of

being present at the public dinner given in Liverpool, on the 30th of

August, to jNIr. Canning, who on that occasion delivered one of the

most noble of all his orations, and soon afterwards, instead of proceed-

inii, as had been arranged, to take on him the supreme government of

British India, was called to fill the place in the Cabinet which Lord

Londonderry's calamitous death had left vacant. The King's stay in

Scotland was protracted until the 29th of August. He then embarked
from the Earl of Hopetoun's magnificent seat on the Firth of Forth,

and Sir Walter had the gratification of seeing his oMajesty, in the

moment of departure, confer the honour of knighthood on two of his

friends—both of whom, I behove, owed some obligation in this matter

to his good offices—namely. Captain Adam Ferguson, deputy-keeper
of the Regalia, and Henry Raeburn, R. A., properly selected as the

representative of the fine arts in Scotland. This amiable man and
excellent artist, however, did not long survive the receipt of his title.

Sir Henry died on the 8th of July, 1823—the last work of his pencil

having been, as already mentioned, a portrait of Scott.

On the eve of the King's departure, he received the following com-
munication :

—
. To Sir Walter Scott, Bart., ^c. ^c, Castle Street.

"
Edinburgh, August 28, 1S22.

" My dear Sir,
" The King has commanded me to acquaint yon, that he cannot bid adieu to

Scotland without conveyino- to you individually his warm personal acknowledgments
for the deep interest you have taken in every ceremony and arrangement connected
with his Majesty's visit, and for your ample contributions to their complete suc-

cess.
" His Majesty well knows how many difficulties have been smoothed, and how

much has been effected by your unremitting activity, by your knowledge of your
countrj'men, and by the just estimation in which they hold you.

" The King wishes to make you the channel of conveying to the Highland chiefs

and their followers, who have given to the varied scene which we have witnessed

so peculiar and romantic a character, his particular thanks for their attendance, and
his warm approbation of their uniform deportment. He does justice to the ardent

spirit of loyalty by which they are animated, and is convinced that he could offer no

recompense for their services so gratify in gr to them as the assurance, which I now
convey, of the esteem and approbation of their Sovereign.

" I have the honour to be, my dear Sir, with great truth, most truly and faithfully

yours,
Robert Peel."

Sir Walter forwarded copies of ]Mr. Peel's paragraph touching the

Highlanders to such heads of clans as had been of late in his counsels,
and he received very grateful letters in return from Macleod, Glen-

garry, Sir Evan MacGregor, and several others of the order, on their

return to the hills—as also from the Countess (now Duchess-Countess)
of Sutherland, whose son, Lord Francis, had, as she playfully expressed
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^gg

it,
" been out" as her representative at the head of tl-

and best appointed of all the kilted detuchincnt.s. i .

*"

delighted with what the Secretary of State had said". ih'u'Vh.
graph m question soon found its way to the new8par)frs

•

arul" ilujn
there appeared, in some Whig journal, a sarcastic om •.,„
It, insuiuating that, however highly the King might „, ^^
eulogize the poet and his Celtic allies, his Majesty had U.-cn <-.,„s,aer-

ably annoyed with much of their arrangements and proceedings and
that a visible coolness had, in fact, been manifested towards Sir
Waher during the King's stay in the north. As this idle pie.c of
mahce has been revived in some formal biographies of recent date, 1

may as well dispose of it for ever, by extracting the following notes,
which passed in the course of the next month between Scott and tho

Secretary of the Admiralty, whose otlicial dutv, I presume, it was to
be in waiting at Ramsgate when the King disembarked from his

yacht.—The
" Dean Cannon" to whom these notes allude, was a cleri-

cal humourist, Dean of a fictitious order, who sat to Mr. Theodore
Hooke for the jolly "Rector of Fuddle-cum-Pipcs" in his novel of
" Maxwell."

To J. W. Croker, Esq., M. P., Admiralty, London.

"
Abbot»ford. Thanday." My dear Croker,

"What have you been doincr this fifty years] We had a jolly day or two
with your Dean Cannon at Edinburgh. He promised me a call if he rcturwd

through the Borders; but, I suppose, passed in the midst of the r . nr,

perhaps, got tired of a sheep's-head and haggis in the pass of Ki. tlo

was wrong if he did ; for even Win Jenkins herself discovered that where there

were heads there must be bodies; and my forest haunch of mutton is noway to b«
sneezed at.—Ever yours, Walter Scott."

To Sir Walter Scott, Bart., Abbotsford.

"
Admiralty, Sept. SB, UM.

« My dear Scott,
" I wish it were '

fifty years since' you had heard of me, as, perhaps, T
' M

find myself by and by celebrated, like the Baron of Bradwardine and s.:

friends of '

sixty years since.'
" I have not seen our Dean since his Scotch tour. I am sorry he was with you

in such a period of bustle, as I should have liked to hear his sober observatioua on

the usual style of Edinburgh society.
" I had the honour of receiving his Majesty on his return, when he, aftrr the first

three words, began most graciously to tell me ' all about our friend Scott.' Soin«

silly or malicious person, his Majesty said, had reported that there had bft'n some

coolness between you, but, he added, that it was utterly false, and that ho wxi, in

every respect, highly pleased and gratified, and, he said, i^rattful for the drtot^J

attention you had paid him ; and he celebrated very warmly the success that had

attended all your arrangements.
" Peel has sung your praises to the same tune; and I have been flattprrd to fiod

that both the King and Peel thought me so much your friend that th.-y, a* it wens,

reported to me the merit of ' my friend Scott'—Yours ever,
J. \S . Cruub.

If Sir Walter lost something in not seeing more of T).>an C.nnnnn—

who, among other social merits, sang the Ballads of fiobin II""*! «iih

delightful skill and effect—there was a great deal bettor cause fin" nv

gret in the unpropitious time selected for Mr. Crabbc's visit to ScoC
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land. In the glittering and tumultous assemblages of that season, the
elder bard was (to use one of his friend's favourite similitudes) very-
like a cow in a fremd loaning; and though Scott could never have
been seen in colours more likely to excite admiration, Crabbe had

hardly any opportunity of observing him in the every-day love-

ablcness of his converse. Sir Walter's enthusiastic excitement about
the kilts and the processions, seemed at first utterly incomprehensible
to him ; but by degrees he caught not a little of the spirit of the time,
and even indited a set of stanzas, vshich have perhaps no other merit

than that of reflecting it. He also perceived and appreciated Scott's

dexterous management of prejudices and pretensions. He exclaims,
in his Journal,—" What a keen discriminating man is my friend !"

But I shall ever regret that Crabbe did not see him at Abbotsford

among his books, his trees, and his own good simple peasants. They
had, I believe, but one quiet walk together, and it was to the ruins of
St. Anthony's Chapel and Muschat's Cairn, w^hich the deep impression
made on Crabbe by the Heart of Mid-Lothian had given him an earn-

est wish to see. I accompanied them, and the hour so spent, in the

course of which the fine old man gave us some most touching anec-

dotes of his early struggles, was a truly delightful contrast to the bustle

and worry of miscellaneous society which consumed so many of his

few hours in Scotland. Scott's family were more fortunate than
himself in this respect. They had from infancy been taught to reve-

rence Crabbe's genius, and they now saw enough of him to make them
think of him ever afterwards with tender affection.

CHAPTER XXI.

MONS MEG—JACOBITE PEERAGES—INVITATION FROM THE GALASHIELS POET
— PROGRESS OF ABBOTSFORD HOUSE— LETTERS TO JOANNA BAILLIE—
TERRY—LORD MONTAGU—COMPLETION AND PUBLICATION OF PEVERIL OF
THE PEAK. — 1822-1823.

Though Mr. Crabbe found It necessary to leave Scotland without

seeing Abbotsford, this was not the case with many less celebrated

friends from the south, who had flocked to Edinburgh at the time of
the Royal Festival. Sir Walter's house was, in his own phrase,

" like

a cried fair," during several weeks after the King's departure ; and as

his masons were then in the highest activity upon the addition to the

building, the bustle and tumult within doors and without was really

perplexing. We shall find him confessing that the excitement of the

Edinburgh scenes had thrown him into a fever, and that he never
needed repose more. He certainly never had less of it.

Nor was an unusual influx of English pilgrims the only legacy of
"the glorious days" of August. A considerable number of persons
who had borne a part in the ceremonies of the King's reception fan-

cied that their exertions had entitled them to some substantial mark
of royal approbation; and post after post brought long-winded
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,^j

despatches from these clamorous enthusiasts, t«» hini \\\\o, of oU
Scotchmen, was supposed to enjoy, as to niatti.Ts of tlil.s d,-

'-
.,,

the readiest access to the fountain of honour. To how uvaxw ^
applications he accorded more than a civil answer I cannot tell; but
I find that the Duke of York was too good a Jacolnte not to ffrant
favourable consideration to his request, that one or two rMM»r half-

pay officers who had distinguished themselves in the van of thf Crlts,

might be, as opportunity ollercd, replaced in Highhuid regiments, and
so reinvested with the untheatrical "Garb of Old G;ml."

Sir Walter had also a petition of his own. This related to a certain

gigantic piece of ordnance, celebrated in the history of the Scottish

Jameses under the title of Mons Meg, and not forgotten in Drurninond's
Macaronics—

Sicuti Mons Meg^ga crackassct,

which had been removed from Edinburgh Castle to the Tower of Ten-

don, after the campaign of 1715. When Scott next saw the King,
after he had displayed his person on the chief bastion of the old for-

tress, he lamented the absence of Mons Meg on that occasion in lan-

guage which his Majesty could not resist. There ensued a corres-

pondence with the official guardians of Meg—among others, with the

Duke of Wellington, then Master-General of the Ordnanfc, and though
circumstances deferred her restoration, it was never lost siLiht of, and

took place finally v.hen the Duke was Prime Minister, which I presume
smoothed petty obstacles, in 1828.

But the serious petition was one in which Sir Walter cxprcssrd fi^cl-

ings in which I believe every class of his fellow-countrvmen were dis-

posed to concur with him very cordially
—and certainly none more so

than the generous King himself The object which the Poet had at

heart was the restoration of the Scottish peerages forfeited in conse-

quence of the insurrections of 1715 and 1745; and the h<»nourahle

families, in whose favour this liberal measure was soon afterwards

adopted, appear to have vied with each other in the expression of their

gratefulness for his exertions on their behalf The following paper
seems to be his sketch of the grounds on which the re[)resentative3 of

the forfeited Peers ought to approach the Ministry ; and the view of

their case thus suggested, was, it will be allowed, dexterously selected,

and persuasively enforced.

" Hints Respecting an Application for a Reversal of the Attainders in 1715 and 1715.

" A good many years ago Mr. Erskine of Mar, and other rfprrsrntafivrs
of th.>*B

noble persons who were aUainted for their accession to tlie Rrl.rllions ot 1715 and

1745, drew up a humble petition to the King, praying that his Mapwty.
'

his royal consideration the long time which had since elapsed, and the ~

loyalty of the posterity of the attainted Peers, would be gnciously pleased to n-com-

mend to Parliament an Act for reversing all attainders passed a^r.inst thns.e who

were encraaed in 1715 and 1745, so as to place their descendants in the v.n.e Mtu.-

tion, as !o rank, which they would have held, had su<-h attainders nevrr
t^'k*;"

P
»!li

This petition, it is believed, was proposed about the tirno that an .Vrt was
pa*jru

for restorino- the forfeited estates, still in possession of the Crown; a""!"
;;|^

imao-ined thlit this gracious act afforded a better opportunity t.-r r.

^^

of the attainders than had hitherto occurred, especially
as it w

late Lord Melville, the great adviser of the one measure, was e^iuall) Itut^i-y u wm

Vol. II. 2N
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other. The petition in question, however, it is believed, never was presented to the

King—it having been understood that.the Chancellor, Lord Thurlow, was hostile

to it, and that, therefore, it would be more prudent not to press it then. It is

thought by some, that looking to his INIajesty's late paternal and most gracious visit

to his ancient kingdom of Scotland, in which he seemed anxious to revive and en-

courage all the proud recollections of its former renown, and to cherish all associa-

tions connected with the events of the olden times, as by the display of the Regalia,

by the most distinguished attention to the Royal Archers, and by other similar ob-

servances, a fit time has now arrived for most humbly soliciting the royal attention

to the state of those individuals, who, but for the conscientious, though mistaken

loyalty of their ancestors, would now have been in the enjoyment of ancient and
illustrious honours.

" Two objections might, perhaps, occur ;
but it is hoped that a short statement

may be sufhcient to remove them. It may be thought, that if the attainders of 1715
and 1745 were reversed, it would be unjust not to reverse all attainders which had
ever passed in any period of the English history

—a measure which might give birth

to such a multiplicity of claims for ancient English Peerages, forfeited at different

times, as might atfect seriously the House of Lords, so as both to render that assem-

bly improperly numerous, and to lower the precedency of many Peers who now sit

there. To this it is submitted, as a sufficient answer, that there is no occasion for

reversing any attainders previous to the accession of the present royal family, and
that the proposed Act might be founded on a gracious declaration of the King, ex-

pressive simply of his wish to have all attainders reversed, for offences against
his own royal house of Hanover. This limitation would at once give ample room
for the display of the greatest magnanimity on the part of the King, and avoid the

bad consequences indicated in the objection ; for, with the exception of Lords Der-
wentwater and Widdrington, who joined in the Rebellion of 1715, the only Peers
who ever joined in any insurrection agaii>st the Hanover family were Peers of Scot-

land, who, by their restoration, in so far as the families are not extinct, could not

add to the number of the House of Lords, but would only occasion a small addition

to the number of those already entitled to vote at the election of the Sixteen Repre-
sentative Peers. And it seems plain, that in such a limitation, there would be no
more injustice than might have been alleged against the Act by which the forfeited

estates, still in the hands of Government, were restored ; while no compensation
was given for such estates as had been already sold by Government. The same

argument might have been stated, with equal force, against the late reversal of the

attainder of Lord Edward Fitzgerald ; it might have been asked, with what sort of

justice can j-ou reverse this attainder, and refuse to reverse al| attainders that ever
took place in England or Ireland? But no such objection was made, and the re-

commendation of the King to Parliament was received almost with acclamation.

And now that the family of Lord E. Fitzgerald have been restored to the rights
which he had forfeited, the petition in the present^ase will, it is hoped, naturally
strike his INIajesty with greater force, when he is pleased to recollect that his lord-

ship's attainder took place on account of accession to a rebellion, of which the object
was to introduce a foreign force into Ireland, to overturn the Constitution, and to

produce universal misery ; while the elder attainders now in question were the re-

sults of rebellions, undertaken from views of conscientious, though mistaken loyalty,
in many individuals, who were much attached to their country, and to those princi-

ples of hereditary succession to the Throne in which they had been educated, and

which, in almost every instance, ought to be held sacred.
" A second objection, perhaps, might be raised, on the ground that the reversal

of the attainders in question would imply a censure against the conduct of that Go-
vernment by which they were passed, and consequently an approval, in some mea-
sure, of those persons who were so attainted. But ii might as well be said that the

reversal of Lord E. Fitzgerald's attainder implied a censure on the Parliament of

Ireland, and on the King, by whom that act had been passed ; or that the restoration

of an officer to the rank from which he had been dismissed by the sentence of a

court-martial, approved by the King, would imply a censure on that court, or on
that King. Such implication might, at all events, be completely guarded against
by the preamble of the proposed Act—which might condemn the Rebellion in strong
terms—but reverse the attainders, from the magnanimous wish of the King to ob-

literate the memory of all former discord, so far as his own house had been the
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object of attack, and from a just sense of the meritorious conduct atnl undoubtnl
loyalty of the descendants of those unfortunate, tlioujrh criminal indiviiluaU. And
it is humbly submitted, that as there is no longer any I'ruleudcr to htit Majc«ty'»
Crown, and as all classes of his subjects now regard him as both dr jure and dt

facto the only true representative of our ancient race of Priiiccn—now ii ihi- timr
for such an act of royal magnanimity, and of Parliamentary munificcm-.-, hy v»Jj|rh

the honour of so many noble houses would be fully restored ; while, at ih»' lutne

time, the station of the representatives of certain other noble liouses, who batr v^
sumed titles, their right to which is, under the present law, much more than doubt-

ful, would be fully confirmed, and placed beyond the reach of objection."

In Scott's collection of miscellaneous MSS. the article that stands

next to this draft of "Hints," is one that I must inrlulw nivsdf with

placing in similar juxtaposition here. I have already said sornethins;
of his friendly relations with the people of the only manufacturing vil-

lage in his neighbourhood. Among other circumstances hi'^hly grate-

ful to them was his regular attendance on the day when thrir Deacon
and Convener for the year entered on his otlice—which solemnity
occurred early in October. On the approach of these occasions ho

usually received an invitation in verse, penned by a worthy weaver

named Thomson, but known and honoured all over Tevi<>tdale as " the

Galashiels Poet." At the first of these celebrations that ensued the

forthcoming of Rob Roy, this bard delighted his compeers, and not less

their guest, by chanting a clever parody on the excellent song of " Don-

ald Caird" i. e. Tinker, the chorus being
—in place of Scott's

" Dinna let the Shcrra ken

Donald Caird's come again;"
—

" Think ye does the Stierra ken

Rob Mac Gregor 's come again ;"

and that was thenceforth a standing ditty on the day of the Deacon.

The Sheriff's presence at the installation of 1822 was requested by the

following epistle:
—
To Sir Walter Scott, Bart., Mbotsford.

"
Murray's Inn, Galasliiels. 1st Oct. 1828.

"This year we rather 'gin to falter

If an epistle we should send ye.

Say some,
' Ye only plague Sir Walter,

He canna ilka year attend ye :

Last year, nae doubt, he condescended,

Just to be quit o' your palaver;
But he could ne'er ha'e apprehended
That ilka year ye'd ask the favour.

He's dined but lately wi' the King,

And round him there is sic a splendour,

He winna stoop to such a thing,

For a' the reasons ye can render:

Content yourselves wi' John o' Skye;
Your impudence deserves a wiper :

Ye'll never rest till he grow shy.

And e'en refuse to send his piper.'

** These reasons a' may be withstood,

\Vi' nae pretensions for a talker;—
Ye mauna lightly Deacon Wood,

But dine wi' him like Deacon Walker.
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Your fav'rite dish is not forgot :

Imprimis for your bill of fare,

We'll put a sheeps-head i' • the pot,
—

Ye'se get the cantle for your share :

And we've the best o' " Mountain dew,"
Was gather'd where ye mauna list.

In spite o' a' the gauger crew.

By Scotland's ' children o' the mist.'

Last year your presence made us canty,
For which we hae ye yet to thank

;

This year, in faith, we canna want ye,
Ye're absence wad mak sic a blank.—

As a' our neibors are our friends,
The company is not selected ;

But for to mak ye some amends,
There's not a social soul neglected.

" We wish you luck o' your new biggin' ;

There's no the like o't on the Tweed ; ,

Ye'll no mistak it by its riggin',
—*

It is an oddity indeed.

To Lady Scott our kind respect
—

To her and to Miss Ann our thanks ;

We hope this 3'ear they'll no neglect

Again to smile upon our ranks.

Upon our other kind regards
At present we will no be treating,

For some discourse we maun hae spared
To raise the friendly crack at meeting.

So ye maun come, if ye can win—
Gie's nae excuse, like common gentry ;

—
If we suspect, as sure's a gun
On Abbotsford we'll place a sentry."

It was a pleasant thing to see the annual procession of these wea-
vers of Galashiels—or (for they were proud enough to adopt the name)
of Ganders-cleuch—as they advanced from their village with John of

Skye at their head, and the banners of their craft all displayed, to

meet Sir Walter and his family at the ford, and escort them in splen-
dour to the scene of the great festivity. And well pleased was he to
" share the triumph and partake the gale" of Deacon Wood or Deacon
Walker—and a proud man was Laureate Thomson when his health

was proposed by the " brother bard" of Abbotsford. At this Galashiels

festival the Ettrick Shepherd also was a regular attendant. He used
to come down the night before, and accompany Sir Walter in the only

carriage that graced the march ; and many of Hogg's best ballads

were produced for the first time amidst the cheers of the men of Gan-
ders-cleuch. Meeting Poet Thomson not long since in a different part
of the country, he ran up to me, with the tears in his eyes, and ex-

claimed,
"
Eh, sir, it does me good to see you

—for it puts me in mind
of the grand days in our town, when Scott and Hogg were in their

glory
—and we were a' leal Tories !" Galashiels is now a nest of

Radicalism—but I doubt if it be a happier place than in the times of

Deacon Wood and Deacon Walker.

* The old song says,
—

'This is no mine ain house,
1 ken by the riggin o't, &c."—Ste Collection.

'
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In the following letters we have, as many readers may tliink raaicr
too much of the " new biggin" and "the riggin o'l"—l,„t' 1 cannot ron-
sent to curtail such curiously characteristic, re.-onls of th.- .lavs when
Scott was finishing Peveril of the Peak, and

projecting his iniiuitublo
portraitures of Louis XL and Charles of Burgundy.

To Daniel Terry, Esq., London.

*' My dear Terry,
'

" I have been ' a vixen and a griffin,'' as Mrs. Jenkins says, f.ir many day^—m
plain truth, very much out of heart. I know you will sympathize particularly with
me on the loss of our excellent friend W. Erskine, who fell a victim to a hellishly
false story which was widely circulated concerning him, or rather I should say to
the sensibility of his own nature, which could not endure even the shadow of rr-

proach—like the ermine, which is said to pine to death if its fur is soiled. And now
Hay Donaldson* has followed him, an excellent man, who lon^ managed my family
affairs with the greatest accuracy and kindness. The last three or four years have
swept away more than half the friends with whom I lived in habits of great inti-

macy—the poor Duke, Jocund Johnnie, Lord Somerville, the Boswells, and now lhi<
new deprivation. So it must be with us

" When anee life's day draws near the gloamin."f—
and yet we proceed with our plantations and plans as if any tree but the sad ryprpss
would accompany us to the grave, where our friends have gone before us. It ist tho

way of the world, however, and must be so, otherwise life would be spent in una-

vailing mourning for those whom we have lost. It is better to enjoy tli. . r)f

those who remain to us. I am heartily glad, my dear Terry, that you i, nod

through your engagement so triumphantly, and that your professional talents arc at

length so far appreciated as to place you in the first rank in point of emolument ait

in point of reputation. Your talents, too, are of a kind that will wear well, and
health permitting, hold out to you a long course of honourable exertion ; you should

begin to make a little nest-egg as soon as you can; the first little hoanl whii-h a

man can make of his earnings is the foundation-stone of comfort and independence—so says one who has found it difficult to practise the lesson he offers you. We
are getting on here in the old style. The new castle is now roofing, and looks su-

perb ; in fact a little too good for the estate, but we must work the harder to makn
the land suitable. The library is a superb room, but after all I fear the shelves

ought not to be less than ten or twelve feet high ; I had quite decided for nine feet,

but on an exacter measurement this will not accommodate fully the books 1 havo

now in hand, and leaves no room for future j)urchases. Pray is there not a tolerable

book on upholstery
—I mean plans for tables, chairs, commodes, and such like ? If

so, I would be much obliged to you to get me a copy, and send it under Freeline's
cover. When you can pick up a few odd books for me, especially dramatic, you
will do me a great kindness, and I will remit the blunt immediately. I wish to

know what the Montrose sword cost, that I may send the i^mlilily. I must look

about for a mirror for the drawing-room, large enough to look well between the win-

dows. Beneath, I mean to pla'ce the antique mosaic slab which Constable ha«

given me, about four feet and a half in length. I am puzzled about framing iL

Another anxious subject with me is fitting up the little oratory
— ! h.ive i'

of West India cedar, which, exchanged with black oak, would, I think, i

thing. I wish you had seen the King's visit here ; it was verj- grand ; in fart, in

moral grandeur it was beyond anything I ever witnessed, for the hearts* '' •' - ->r-

est as well as the greatest were completely merged in the business. VN i

'

r-

ray behaved excellently, and was most useful. I worked like a '

almost paid dear for it, for it was only a sudden and violent eruptior

* Mr. Hay Donaldson drew up an affecting sketch of his friend F-ord V

and Character, to which Scott made some additions, and winch wns jin

think, for public circulation. He died shortly afterwards, on tlie 30lli ol ik\>iciHh^. i

t Bums.
26

r
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from a dangerous illness. I believe it was distress of mind, suppressed as much
as I could, and mingling with the fatigue : certainly I was miserably ill, and am
now- only got quite better. I wish to know how Mrs. Terry, and you, and my little

Walter are ; also little Miss. I hope, if I live so long, I may be of use to the for-

mer ; little misses are not so easily accommodated.—Pray remember me to Mrs.

Terry. Write to me soon, and believe me, always most truly yours,
Walter Scott."

To Lieutenant Walter Scott, 15th Hussars, Berlin.

"
Abbotsford, 7th October, 1822.

" My dearest Walter,
" I wrote you a full account of the King's visit, which went off a merveille.

I suffered a crood deal in consequence of excessive fatigue and constant anxiety, but
was much relieved by a very inconvenient and nasty eruption which physicians call

the prickly heat. Ross says if it had not broken out I would have had a bad fever—in the mean-time, though the complaint has gone off, my arms and legs are

spotted like a leopard's. The king has expressed himself most graciously to me,
both at leaving Edinburgh, and since he returned. I know from sure authority he
has scarce ever ceased to speak about the Scotch and the fine taste and spirit of

their reception.
" Some small accounts of yours have come in. This is wrong—you ought never

to leave a country without clearing every penny of debt ; and you have no apology
for doing so, as you are never refused what I can afford. When you can get a

troop I shall expect you to maintain yourself without further recourse on me, except
in the case of extraordinary accident, so that, without pinching yourself, you must
learn to keep all your expenses within your income ; it is a lesson which if not

learned in youth lays up much bitter regret for age.
" I am pleased with your account of Dresden, and could have wished you had

gone on to Toplitz, Leipsic, &c. At Toplitz Buonaparte had his fatal check, losing

Vandamme, and about 10,000 men, who had pressed too imwarily on the allies after

raising the siege of Dresden. These are marked events in your profession, and
when you are on the ground you ought to compare the scene of action with such
accounts as you can get of the motives and motions of the contending powers.

" We are all quite well here ; my new house is quite finished as to masonry,
and we are now getting on the roof just in time to face the bad weather. Charles

is well at last ^vriting
—the Lockharts speak for themselves. Game is very plenty,

and two or three pair of pheasants are among the young wood at Abbotslee. I have

given strict orders there shall be no shooting of any kind on that side of the hill.

Our house has been a little disturbed by a false report that puss had eat up the

favourite robin red-breast who comes every morning to sing for crums after break-

fast, but the reappearance of Robin exculpates old Hinzie. On your birthday this

week you become major !—God send you the wit and reflection necessary to con-

duct yourself as a man ; from henceforward, my province will be to advise rather

than to command.—Well, we shall have a little jollification, and drink your health

on becoming legally major, which, I suppose, you think a much less matter than

were you to become so in the military term.
" Mamma is quite well, and with Ann and Cousin Walter join in compliments

and love.—Always affectionately yours,
Walter Scott."

In the next letter to Terry, Scott refers to the death of an amiable

friend of his, Mr, James Wedderburne, Solicitor-General for Scotland,

which occurred on the 7th November ; and we have an indication

that Peveril of the Peak had reached the fourth volume, in his

announcement of the subject for Quentin Dui'ward.

To D. Terry, Esq., London.
"
Abbotsford, Nov. lOtli, 1822.

" My dear Terry,
" I got all the plans safe, and they are delightful. The library ceiling will be

superb, and we have plenty of ornaments for it without repeating one of those in



DECEMBER, 1822. yj^

the eating-room. The plan of shelves is also excellent, and will, I thiDk fc* •
long time suffice my collection. The brasses for the shelves 1 hki' hu'

price : the notched ones, after all, do very well. 1 have had thnt- grdi.
since I last wrote to you. The pulpit, repentance-stool, Kinjr'H H.at, .

<

knows how much of carved wainscot, from the kirk of DuntVnuliut;,* • i

coat the hall to the height of seven feet :—supposing it boarded above, for :

guns, old portraits, intermixed with armour, &c.—it will be a superb tntrr - ...

lery : this is hawl the first. Hawl second is twenty-four pieces of thf m ,i ,;ii.ii-

did Chinese paper, twelve feet high by four wide, a present from my fouMin Huuh
Scott,f enough to finish the drawing-room and two bed-rooms. Hawl thinl u a

quantity of what is called Jamaica cedar-wood, enough for fitting up both the draw*

ing-room and the library, including the presses, shelves, &c. : the wood is
firmly

pencilled and most beautiful, something like the colour of gingrrbread ; it ro^t*

very little more than oak, works much easier, and is never touched by vermin of

any kind. I sent Mr. Atkinson a specimen, but it was from the plain end of the

plank: the interior is finely waved and variegated. Your kind and unremittinjj

exertions in our favour will soon plenish the drawing-room. Thus wo at pn - ••

stand. We have a fine old English cabinet, with china, &c.—and two
sn;..

:
,

elbow-chairs, the gift of Constable, car^'ed most magnificently, with groups of

children, fruit, and flowers, in the Italian taste : they came from Rome, and are

much admired. It seems to me that the mirror you mention, being framed in

carved box, would answer admirably well with the chairs, wiiich are of the same

material. The mirror should, I presume, be placed over the drawing-room chim-

ney-piece ; and opposite to it I mean to put an antique table of mosaic marbles, to

support Chantrey's bust. A good sofa would be desirable, and so would the tapes-

try-screen, if really fresh and beautiful; but as much of our furniture will be a

little antiquated, one would not run too much into that taste in so s^mall an apart-

ment. For the library I have the old oak chairs now in the little armoury, rigiu ui

number, and we might add one or two pair of the ebony chairs you mention. I should

think this enough, for many seats in such a room must impede access to the books ;

and I don't mean the library to be on ordinary occasions a public room. Perhaps

the tapestry-screen would suit better here than in the drawinrr-room.
^

I hav.- one

library table, and shall have another made for atlases and prints. For the hall I

have four chairs of black oak. In other matters we can make it out well enough.

In fact, it is my object rather to keep under my new accommodations at first, b..th

to avoid immediate outlay, and that I may leave room for pretty things which niay

occur hereafter. I would to Heaven I could take a cruize with you throuirh the

brokers, which would be the pleasantest affair possible, only I am atraid I should

make a losing voyage of it. Mr. Atkinson has missed a little my idea of the ora-

tory, fittino- it up enrirely as a bookcase, whereas I should like to have had reoess.s

for curiosilies—for the Bruce's skullt—for a crucifix, &c. &c.—in short, a little

cabinet instead of a book-closet. Four sides of books would be perf^^tly
sutf:-

cient; the other four, so far as not occupied by door or window, should be arran-j"!

tastefully for antiquities, &c., like the inside of an antique cabinet, with draw- r-,

shottles, and funny little arches. The oak screen dropped as from th.- clou.N ; it is

most acceptable : I might have guessed there was only one kind tnend so r.-a.ly
to

supply hay to my hobby-horse. You have my views in these matters and your

own taste ; and I will send the needful when you apprise me of the amount t
• •

.

Where thino-s are not quite satisfactory, it is better to
%yait

a while on -

account, for'the amusement is over when one has room lor nnthiuir m.-r.-. 1 ho

house is completely roofed, &c., and looks worthy of Mrs. ^ ••")''*
^''""""'|••

never saw any thing handsomer than the grouping
of towers, chimneya, 4.c. upoo

the roof when seen at a proper distance.
, . , i „,„ i.,j„„ k,

" Once more, let me wish you joy of your professional
success. I <^an judgt by

a thousand minute items, of the advance you make with the P" 'l'^> J"«' ^ !

;»
"'

the gradual progress of my trees, because I am interested in boUt cveuU.. 1 uu m*J

*For this hawl. Sir Walter was indebted to tlie Magistrates
of Dunft-nnlim-.

t Captain Hugh Scott, of the East India Company's Naval S.-rv.cc u.ow of I>r,r~-

House, near Derby), second son to the late Laird ot Rat-bum
d,<«mfd

tA cast of the skull of King Robert the Bruce made when h.s tomb w« d-<-m-

during some repairs of Dunfermline Abbey, in ISVJ.
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say, like -Burke, you were not ' coaxed and dandled into eminence,' but have fought
your way gallantly, shown your passport at every barrier, and been always a step
in advance, without a single retrograde movement. Every one wishes to advance

rapidly, but when the desired position is gained, it is far more easily maintained by
him whose ascent has been gradual, and whose favour is founded not on the unrea-

sonable expectations entertained from one or two seasons, but from an habitual ex-

perience of the power of pleasing during several years. You say not a word of

poor Wattles. I hope little Miss has not put his nose out of joint entirely.
" I have not been very well—a whoreson thickness of blood, and a depression of

spirits arising from the loss of friends (to whom I am now to add poor Wedder-

burne), have annoyed me much ;
and Peveril will, I fear, smell of the apoplexy. I

propose a good rally, however, and hope it will be a powerful effort. My idea is,

entre nous, a Scotch archer in the French King's guard, tempore Louis XL, the most

picturesque of all times—Always yours very faithfully,
Walter Scott."

This letter contains the first allusion to the species of malady that

ultimately proved fatal to Sir Walter Scott. He, as far as I know,
never mentioned to any one of his family the symptoms which he here

speaks of; but long tefore any serious apoplectic seizure occurred, it

had been suspected by myself, and by others of his friends, that he had
sustained slight attacks of that nature, and concealed them.

The depression of spirits of which he complains, could not, how-
ever, have hung over him long ;

at least it by no means interrupted

any of his usual occupations. A grievous interruption had indeed

been occasioned b}' the royal visit, its preparations, and its legacy of

visitants and correspondence ; but he now laboured to make up his lee-

way, and Peveril of the Peak was completed, and some progress had
also been achieved with the first volume of Quentin Durward, before

the year reached its close. Nor had he ceased to contemplate future

labour, and continued popularity, with the same firmness and hopeful-
ness as ever. He had, in the course of October, completed his con-

tract, and received Constable's bills, for another unnamed " work of
fiction ;" and this was the last such work in which the great bookseller

of Edinburgh was destined to have any concern. The engagement
was in fact that redeemed three years afterwards by Woodstock.

Sir Walter was, as maybe supposed, stimulated in all these matters

by the music of the hammer and saw at Abbotsford. Witness this

letter, written during the Christmas recess—

To Daniel Terry, Esq. London.

"
Abbotsford, January 9th, 1823.

" Dear Terry,
" It is close firing to answer letters the day they come to hand, but I am afraid

of losing opportunities, as in the case of the mirror, not to be retrieved. I am first

to report progress, for your consideration and Mr. Atkinson's, of what I have been

doing here. Every thing about the house has gone a rien mieux, and the shell is

completely finished
; all the upper story and garrets, as well as the basement, have

had their first coat of plaster, being first properly fenced from the exterior air. The
only things which we now greatly need are the designs for the ceilings of the hall

and drawing-room, as the smiths and plasterers are impatient for their working
plans, the want of which rather stops them. I have taken actual, real, and corpo-
ral possession of my sitting-room, which has been fitted with a temporary floor,

door, and window—the oratory, and the door into the library, being bricked up ad
interim. This was a step of necessity, as vay books began to suffer in Peter's gar-
ret, so they were brought up to the said room, and are all ranged in their old



JANUARY, 18-23.
jj-

shelves and presses, so as to be completely comeatable. Th.-y haTi- li«n Br.w
there a fortnight without the least appearance of damp, so dry do il«- I

make the wall; and as we keep good fires in the place- (wliich, liy i

like all Mr. Atkinson's chimneys, in a superior stylo), 1 ini.-nd 'ilu y
there till they are transferred to the Library, so that this room will hi •

of all. I shall be then able to judge of a point on whieli 1 huv,- .a ,,

doubt—namely, the capacity of my library to accommodate my hooks, JShould^u
appear limited (I mean making allowance for future additions), I can, n«rt
Mr. Atkinson's assistance, fit up this private room with a gallery, whirl, i,.

ter by carrying the stair up the oratory, and renouncing^ the idea of rmii.i; n „p.The cedar, I assure you, is quite beautiful. I have Rad It sawn out into nl.ink«i
and every one who looks at it agrees it will be more beautiful than oak. lnd»-e«l,
what I have seen of it put to that use, bears no comparison unless with such hnirt
of oak as Bullock employed, and that you know is veneered. I do not go on ih«;

cry in this, but practical knowledge, for Mr. Waugh, my neighiiour, a West in.lian

planter (but himself bred a joiner), has finished the prettiest "aparlmcnt with it ihul
I ever saw. I should be apt to prefer the brass notches, were the difference only
what you mention, namely, £20; but I cannot make out how that should ho, mwUm
by supposing the joiners' wages much higher than with us. But indt^d, in such a

library as mine, when the books are once catalogued, I could perhaps in many in-

stances make fixed shelves answer the turn, by adopting a proper arrangement from
the beginning. I give up the Roslin drop in the oratory

—indeed I have long st-en

it would not do. I think the termination of it may be employed as the central pari
of Mr. Atkinson's beautiful plan for the recess in the library; by the by, the whole
of that ceiling, with the heads we have got, will be the prettiest thing ever seen in

these parts.
" The plan preferred for the door between the entrance-hall and ante-room, was

that which was marked B. To make tliis plain, I reinclose A and ('—which nuKle

of explaining myself puts me in mind of the evidence of an Irish officer.— • We met
three rebels, one we shot, hanged another, the third we flogged and made a guide
of.'—'Which of the three did you flog and make a guide of?'—' Him whom we
neither shot nor hanged.' Understand, therefore, that the plan not returned is that

fixed upon. I think there is nothing left to say about the house excepting the

chimne3-pieces. I have selected for the hall chimney-piece one of the cloisitr

arches of iNIelrose, of which I enclose an accurate drawing. I can get it finishe«l

here very beautifully, at days' wages, in our dark red freestone. The chimneys ot

drawing-room, library, and my own room, with grates conforming, will be got

much better in London than anywhere else ; by the by, for the hall I have got an

old massive chimney-grate which belonged to the old persecutor Bishop fSharp,

who was murdered on Ma^us Muir. All our grates must be contrived to use woud

as well as coal, with what are called half-dogs.
" I am completely Lady Wishfort as to the escritoire. In fact, my deteruuna-

tion would very much depend on the possibility of showing it to advantage ; lor it

it be such as is set up against a wall, like what is called, par excellence, a writing-

desk, you know we have no space in the library that is not occupied by book-

presses. If, on the contrary, it stands quite free, why, I do not know— I must e'eu

leave it to you to decide between taste and prudence. The silk tlaniask, I t.mcy,

we must have for the drawing-room curtains; those in the library we shall huvo

of superfine crimson cloth from Galashiels, made of mine own wool. I should like

the silk to be sent down in the bales, as I wish these curtains to be made up on a

simple useful pattern, without that paltry trash of drapery, &:c. &:c.
1^

^

the armoury curtains for my pattern, and set my own tailor, Uobin (-

make them up ; and I think I may save on the charge of such an upholsterer a.«i my
fi-iend Mr. Trotter, much of the difference in the value of materials. The

^-"W
will be most welcome. Packing is a most important article, and I must h.' in-

debted to your continued goodness for putting that into proper hands. I he mirror.

for instance— Lord, sir !

" Another and most important service would be to procure me, from ai. •

whom Mr. Atkinson may recommend, the execution of the enclosed mmmi.-^--
fruit-trees. We dare not trust Edinburgh; for though ihe trade never wa*'*

pause in furnishing you with the most rare plants, insomuch that an

mine, the original Jonathan Oldbuck, having asked one of them to »upi ;

Vol. IL 2 26*
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a dozen of anchovies, he answered ' he had plenty of them, but, being a delicate

plant, they were still in the hothouse'—yet, when the said plants come to bear

fruit, the owner may adopt the classical line—
' Miratur novas frondes et non sua poma.'

My new irardener is a particularly clever fellow in his way, and thinks the enclosed

kinds like to answer best. Our new garden-wall will be up in spring, time enough
to have the plants set. By the way, has Mr. Atkinson seen the way of heating
hot-houses, &c., adapted by Mr. Somebody at Glasgow, who has got a patent ? It

is by a new application of steam, which is poured into a vaulted roof, made com-

pletely air-tight, except where it communicates with an iron box, so to speak, a

receptacle of the heated air. This vaulted recess is filled with bricks, stones, or

such like substances, capable of receiving and retaining an extreme degree of heat

from the steam with which the)'^ are surrounded. The steam itself is condensed
and carried off; but the air, which for many hours continues to arise from these

heated bricks, ascends into the iron receptacle, and is let off by ventilators into the

space to be heated in such quantities as may be desired. The excellence of this

plan is not only the saving of fuel, but also and particularly the certainty that the

air cannot be overheated, for the temperature at hottest does not exceed 95 degrees—nor overchilled, for it continues to retain, and of course to transmit, the same de-

gree of heated air, or but with little variation, for ten or twelve hours, so as to ren-

der the process of forcing much more certain and simple than it has been from any
means hitherto devised. I dare say that this is a very lame explanation, but I will

get a perfect one for Mr. Atkinson if he wishes it. The Botanical Garden at Glas-

gow has adopted the plan, and they are now changing that of Edinburgh for the

same purpose. I have not heard whether it has been applied to houses ; but, from
the principle, I should conceive it practicable.

" Peveril has been stopped ten days, having been driven back to Leith Roads by
stress of weather. I have not a copy here, but will write to Ballantyne to send

you one forthwith. I am sick of thinking of it myself. We hear of you often, and

always of your advancing favour with the public. It is one of many cases in which
the dearly beloved public has come round to my decided opinion, after seeming to

waver for a time. Washing-ton Irvino-'s success is another instance of the same.
Little Walter will, I hope, turn out all we can wish him ;

and Mrs. Terr}''s health,
1 would fain hope, will be completely re-established. The steam-boats make a

jaunt to Scotland comparatively so speedy and easy, that I hope you will some-
times cast both of yourselves this way. Abbotsford, I am sure, will please you,
when you see all your dreams realized, so far as concerns elevation, &c.

" John Thomson, Duddingstone, has given me his most splendid picture, painted,
he says, on purpose for me—a true Scottish scene. It seems to me that many of

our painters shun the sublime of our country, by labouring to introduce trees where
doubtless by search they might be found, but where most certainh' they make no

conspicuous part of the landscape, being like some little folks who fill up a com-

pany, and put }-ou to the proof before you own to have seen them. Now this is

Fast Castle, famous both in history and legend, situated near St. Abb's Head, which

you most certainly must have seen, as you have cruized along the coast of Ber-

wickshire. The view looks from the land down on the ragged ruins, a black sky
and a foaming ocean beyond them. There is more iraacination in the picture than

in any 1 have seen of a long time—a sort of Salvator Rosa's doings.
—Revenom d

n/)s monfnns. I find that the plans for the window-shutters of the entrance-hall are

much wanted. My wainscot will not be altogether seven feet—about six. Higher
it cannot be, because of the pattern of the Dunfermline part ; and lower I would
not have it, because the armour, &c. must be suspended beyond the reach of busy
and rude fingers, to which a hall is exposed. You understand I mean to keep
lighter, smaller, and more ornate objects of curiosity in the present little room, and
have only the massive and large specimens, with my fine collection of horns, &c.,
in the hall. Above the wainscot, I projiose the wall to be planked and covered
with cartridge paper, and then properly painted in wainscot, to match the arrange-
ment beneath.

" I have now, as your own Dogberry says, bestowed all my tediousness upon
you ;
—

yet I have still a question of yours to answer on a certain Bookseller's part.

Unquestionably I know many interesting works of the kind he mentions which
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might be translated from the German :—almost all those of :SIusru», of which
Beddoes made two volumes, and which arc admirably written; many of La Mottr
Fouque; several from the collection bearing the assumed nn'me nt n.-it'\V.-»..«r
But there is a point more essential to their success with the Hriiish puhlu- than
even the selection. There is in the German mode of narration, an atlirtati-.n of
deep metaphysical reflection and protracted description and discussion, which th»»

English do not easily tolerate; and whoever translates their narratives with cfTcri
should be master of the taste and spirit of both nations. For instanof, 1 1

'

a translation of ' Sintram und seine Gefahrten,' or Sinfram and Ids (^>lll^

story in the world which, if the plot were insinuated into the buxa, as \\,isn
would be most striking, translated into such English as was far more ditrii'-ult lo ;„.

than the original German. I do not know where an interpreter such as I point to

could be found ; but a literal jog-frotfer, such as translated the passages frf)m (;
'

annexed to the beautiful engra\'ings, which you sent me,* would never make ;.

Stable job. The bibliopole must lay his account to seek out a man of fancy, and

pay him well. I suppose my friend Cohenj is above superintending such a work,
otherwise he is the man to make something of it. Perhaps he might be inducfd to

take it in hand for the love of the task. All who are here—namely, my lovely lady
and the Lady Anne—salute you and Mrs. Terry with the most sincere good wishes.—Faithfully yours,

W. Scott."

' P. S. Direct to Edinburgh, where I shall be on the ! 1th. Perhaps the slightest

sketch of the escritoire might enable me to decide. If I could swop my own, which

cost me £30, it might diminish my prudential scruples. Poor little Johnnie would
have offered the prime cost at once. Your letter shall go to James Ballantyne. I

think I have something new likely to be actually dramatical. I will send it you

presently ; but, on y^our life, show it no one, for certain reasons. Tlie very name is

kept secret, and, strange to tell, it will be printed without one."

The precaution mentioned in this P. S. was really adopted in the

printing of Quentin Durward. It had been suggested by a recent

alarm about one of Ballantyne's workmen playing foul, and transmit-

ting proof-sheets of Peveril while at press to some American pirate.

Peveril of the Peak appeared, then, in Januarj-, 1823. Its reception

w^as somewhat colder than that of its three immediate predecessors.

The post-haste rapidity of the Novehst's execution was put to a severe

trial, from his adoption of so wide a canvas as was presented by a

period of twenty busy years, and filled by so very large and iniiltita-

rious an assemblage of persons, not a few of them, as it were, struggling

for prominence. Fenella was an unfortunate conception ; what is gixxl

in it is not original, and the rest extravagantly absurd and incredible.

Even worse was that condescension to the practice of vulgar romancers,

in his treatment of the trial scenes—scenes usually the very citadels <.t his

strength
—which outraged every feeling of probability

with those who

had studied the terrible tragedies of the Popish Plot, in the authentic

records of, perhaps, the most disgraceful epoch in our historv. The

story is clumsy and perplexed; the catastrophe (another signal excetw

tion to his rules) foreseen from the beginning, and yet most inartifH-iaiy

brought about. All this is true; and yet might not cnticisnw ot th.-

same sort be applied to half the masterpieces of Shakspc^are
! Ami .n.

any dramatist—to say nothing of any other novelist—over priHlucc,

* I presume this alludes to the English edition of Retsch's Outlines from Ft«t

t Mr. Cohen is now Sir Francis Pal^rave, K. H.
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spite of all the surrounding bewilderment of the fable, characters more

powerfully conceived, or, on the whole, more happily portrayed, than
those (I name but a few) of Christian, Bridgenorth, Buckingham, and
Chiffinch—sketches more vivid than those of Young Derby, Colonel

Blood, and the keeper of Newgate ? The severest censor of this novel

was Mr. Senior ; yet he was just as well as severe. He could not

dismiss the work without admitting that Peveril,
"
though entitled to

no precedency," was, on the whole,
" not inferior to his brethren, taken

as a class ;" and upon that class he introduced a general eulogy, which
I shall gratify my readers by extracting :

*

" It had become a trite remark, long before there was the reason for it which now
exists, that the Waverley novels are, even from their mere popularity, the most

striking literary phenomena of the age. And that popularity, unequalled as it is in

its extent, is perhaps more extraordinary in its permanence. It has resisted the

tendency of the public, and perhaps of ourselves, much as we struggle against it,

to think every subsequent work of the same author inferior to its predecessors, if it

be not manifestly superior. It has resisted the satiety which might have been pre-
dicted as the necessary consequence of the frequent repetition of similar characters
and situations. Above all, it has withstood pessimum genus inimicorum laudantes.

And, in spite of acute enemies, and clumsy friends, and bungling imitators, each
successive novel succeeds in obtaining a fortnight of attention as deep and as ex-

clusive as was bestowed upon the ' Bride of Lammermoor,' or the ' Heart of Mid-
Lothian.' We have heard this popularity accounted for in many various ways. It

has been attributed to the picturesque reality of Sir Walter Scott's descriptions, to

the truth and individuality of his characters, to the depth of his pathos and the

gaiety of his humour, to the purity and candour of his morality, and to the clear,

flexible, and lively, yet unaffected style, which is so delightful a vehicle of his more
substantial merits.

" But we do not think that these qualities, even taken together, sufficiently ac-

count for such an effect as has been produced. In almost all of them, he has had

equals—in some, perhaps, superiors
—and though we know of no writer of any age

or any nation who has united all these excellencies in so high a degree, their defi-

ciencies have been balanced by strength, in what are our author's weakest points,
interest and probability in the fable, and clearness of narration.

" We are inclined to suggest as the additional cause of his success, the manner
in which his works unite the most irreconcilable forms, and the most opposite mate-
rials. He exhibits, sometimes in succession, and sometimes intermingled, tragedy
and the romance, comedy and the novel. Great events, exalted personages, and
awful superstitions have, in general, been the exclusive province of the two former.
But the dignity which has been supposed to belong to those styles of writing, has
in general excluded the representation of the every-day occurrences and familiar

emotions, which, though parts of great events, and incident to great people, are not

characteristic of either. And as human nature is principally conversant in such oc-

currences and emotions, it has in general been inadequately or falsely represented
in tragedy and romance ; inadequately by good writers, and falsely by bad—the

former omitting whatever could not be made splendid and majestic, the latter exag-

gerating what they found really great, and attempting to give importance to what is

base and trivial, and sacrificing reason and probability to render freebooters dignified,
and make familiar friends converse in heroics. Homer and Euripides are the only

exceptions among the ancients ; and no modern tragedian, except Shakspeare, has
ventured to make a king's son,

' remember that poor creature, small-beer.' Human
nature, therefore, fell into the hands of comedians and novelists ; but they seem
either to have thought that there was something in the feelings and sufferings of

ordinary mortality inconsistent with those who are made of the porcelain clay of the

earth ; or not to have formed sufficiently general conceptions, to venture beyond the

* I the rather quote this criticism, as it was published in the London Review—a journal
which stopped at the second or third Number, and must therefore have had a very narrow
circulation.
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limits of their own experience. Their characters, therefore, are copied from tho
originals with whom the writer, and therefore the reader, is faniili-ir

• iLv -ir. , I

in situations which derive no interest from their novelty ; and the usual culaslrop'he
IS an event which every reader has experienced or expected.

"^

" We may compare tragedy to a martyrdom by one of the old maaters •
whi.-»,

whatever be its merit, represents persons, emotions, and events so rcinoi.- fr,>ii. th

expenence of the spectator, that he feels the grounds of his approbation to U- in

great measure conjectural. The romance, such as we generally have seen it rfsi-nC
bles a Gothic window-piece, where monarchs and bishops exhibit the symboU of
their dignity, and saints hold out their palm-branches, and grotesque mDtisi.r^ ir,

blue and gold pursue one another through the intricacies of a never-endimr s.-mM
splendid in colouring, but childish in composition, and imitating nothing m naturw
hut a mass of drapery and jewels thrown over the commonest oudines of'thc human
figure. The works of the comedian and novelist, in their least interesting forms,
are Dutch paintings and caricatures : in their best, they are like \Vilki(;'s earlirr pic-
tures, accurate imitations of pleasing, but familiar objects

—admiral)le as works of
art, but addressed rather to the judgment than to the imagination.
"Our author's principal agents are the mighty of the'earth, often mixed, in his

earlier works, with beings of more than earthly attributes. He paints the passions
which arm sect against sect, party against party, and nation against nation. He
relates, either episodically or as the main object of his narrative, the success or
failure of those attempts which permanently affect the happiness of states; conspira-
cies and rebellions, civil war and religious persecution, the overthrow of dynasties
and changes of belief—

' There saw I how the secret felon wroutrht.
And treason labouring in the traitor's tliought ;

On the other side there stood destruction bare,

Unpunished rapine and a waste of war ;

Contest, with sharpen'd knives in cloysters drawn,
And all with blood bespread the holy lawn.'

" So far he has nothing in common with the novelist or the comedian. Hut ho
writes for times when the veil of high life is rent or torn away—when all nun are

disposed to scrutinize, and competent to judge
—when they look through and through

kings and statesmen, and see that they are and act as mere men. He has, therefore,

treated those lofty subjects with a minuteness of detail, and an unsparing imitation

of human nature, in its foibles as well as its energies, which few writers, excepting
the three which we have mentioned, have had the boldness and philosophy to em-

ploy in the representation of exalted characters and national events. ' His story

requires preachers and kings, but he thinks only on men ;' and well aware that inde-

pendence and flattery must heighten every peculiarity, he has drawn in a royal per-

sonage the most laughable picture that perhaps ever was exhibited of human folly

and inconsistency. By his intermixture of public and private events, he has shown
how they act and re-act on one another ; how results which appear, to him who
views them from the distance of history, to depend on causes of slow and irresistible

operation, are produced, or prevented, or modified, by the passions, the projudiccs,
the interests, and often the caprice of individuals ;

and on the other hand, how es-

sential national tranquillity is to individual happiness
—what family discord and

treachery, what cruelty, what meanness, what insolence, what rapacity, what inse-

curity
—in short, what vice and misery of every kind must be witnessed and fcU

by those who have drawn the unhappy lot of existence in times of civil war and

revolution.
" We have no doubt that his constant introduction of legal proceedings (a subject

as carefully avoided by his predecessors) materially assists the plausibility ot his

narratives. In peaceful times, the law is the lever which sots in motion a gnat part

of our actions, and regulates and controls them all. And if, in times of civil dis-

turbance, its regular and beneficial operation be interrupted (and indeed such an in-

terruption is the criterion, and the great mischief of civil disturbance), yet the tomis

of law are never in more constant use. Men who would not rob or murder, will

sequestrate and condemn. The advantage, the gratification
of avarice or )

enjoyed by all—the responsibility is divided ; since those who framed thf i

law have not to execute it, and those who give effect to it did not crrat*" M. Iho

recurrence, therefore, in our author's works, of this mainspring of hunidn alfajrs, taa
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^
a double effect. If the story were true, we should expect to meet with it

; supposing
it fictitious, we should expect it to be absent.

• " An example will illustrate much of what we have tediously, and we fear ob-

'scurely, attempted to explain. We will take one from Waverley. The principal
scenes are laid in a royal palace, on a field of battle, where the kingdom is the stake,

I
and at the head-quarters of a victorious army. The actors are, an exiled prince, re-

'

claiming the sceptre of his ancestors, and the armed nobility and gentry of his kino--

dom. So far we are in the lofty regions of romance. And in any other hands than
those of Sir Walter Scott, the language and conduct of these great people would
have been as dignified as their situations. We should have heard nothing of the

hero in his new costume 'majoring afore the muckle pier-glass'
—of his arrest by

the host of the Candlestick—of his examination by the well-powdered Major Mel-
ville—or his fears of being informed against by Mrs. Nosebag. The Baron would
not have claimed to draw off the princely caligae. Fergus would not have been in-

fluenced, in bringing his sister to the camp, by the credit to be obtained through her

beauty and accomplishments. We should not have been told of the staff-appoint-
ment refused by Waverley, or of the motives which caused him first to march with
the M'lvors, and afterwards with the Baron. In short, we should have had a uni-

form and imposing representation of a splendid scene, but calculated to leave false

recollections with the uninstructed, and none at all with the judicious reader. But
when we study the histor}^ of the rebellion in Waverley, we feel convinced that,

though the details presented to us never existed, yet they must resemble what really

happened ; and that while the leading persons and events are as remote from those
of ordinary life as the inventions of Scuderi, the picture of human nature is as faith-

ful as could have been given by Fielding or Le Sage."

I fear the reader will hardly pardon me for bringing him down
abruptly from this fine criticism to a Httlejoke of the Parliament-House.

Among its lounging young barristers of those days, Sir Walter Scott,
in the intervals of his duty as clerk, often came forth and mingled much
in the style of his own coeval Mountain. Indeed the pleasure he seemed
to take in the society of his professional juniors, was one of the most

remarkable, and certainly not the least agreeable features of his charac-
ter at this period of liis consummate honour and celebrity; but I should
rather have said, perhaps, of young people generally, male or female,
law or lay, gentle or simple. I used to think it was near of kin to

another feature in him, his love of a bright light. It was always, 1

suspect, against the grain with him, when he did not even work at his

desk with the sun full upon him. However, one morning soon after

Peveril came out, one of our most famous wags (now famous for better

things), namely, Mr. Patrick Robertson, commonly called by the en-

dearing Scottish diminutive "
Peter," observed that tall conical white

head advancing above the crowd towards the fire-place, where the

usual roar of fun was going on among the briefless, and said,
"
Hush,

boys, here comes old Peveril, I see tlie Peak." A laugh ensued, and
the Great Unknown, as he withdrew from the circle after a few minutes

gossip, insisted that I should tell him what our joke upon his advent
had been. When enlightened, being by that time half-way across " the

babbling hall," towards his own Division, he looked round with a sly

grin, and said, between his teeth,
"
Ay, ay, my man, as weel Peveril

o' the Peak ony day as Peter o' the Painch" (paunch)
—which being

transmitted to the brethren of the stove school, of course delighted all of

them, except their portly Coryphceus. But Peter's application stuck ;

to his dying day, Scott was in the Outer House Peveril of the Peak, or

Old Peveril—and, by and by, hke a good Cavalier, he took to the

designation kindly. He was well aware that his own family and
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younger friends constantly talked of him under this sohrinuet. Manva little note ha^-e I had Ironi him (and so probably has pLr\\sT^l
proving, or perhaps encouraging, Tory mischief, aud si-rn,.,! .."tIum''Peveril. —bpecimens enough will occur by and bv-bui I xuJ
well transcribe one here, doggerel though it be. CalVm- at n.v 1.'.

one foreiioon, he had detected me in writing some nonsense for Bla.-kwood s ^octes Ambrosianffi
; and after he went home, findiivr n,, an-.l, , ,,•Irom some friend who had been expected to dine \vith'\ Wlu—Vh

party that day in Castle Street, he despatched this billet :—
°'^'

To J. G. Lockkart, Esq., Northumberlar\d Street.

"
Irrecoverable sinner,

Work what Whigs you please till dinner.
But be here exact at six,
Smooth as oil with mine to mix.

(Sophy may step up to tea.
Our table has no room for she).
Come (your gum witliin your cheek)
And help sweet

Peveril of the Peak.

CHAPTER XXII.

QUENTIN DURWARD IN PROGRESS—LETTERS TO CONSTABLE—AND DR. DIRDFN
—THE AUTHOR OF WAVERLEY AND THE ROXBIRGHE CLl'B— THE HANNA-
TYNE CLUB FOUNDED— SCOTT CHAIRMAN OF THE EDINBURGH OH, GAS
COMPANY, ETC.— MECHANICAL DEVICES AT ABBOTSFORD—GASOMETER—
AIR-BELL, ETC., ETC.—THE BELLENDEN WINDOWS— 1823.

It was, perhaps, some inward misgivang towards the completion of

Peveril, that determined Scott to break new ground in his next novel;
and as he had before awakened a fresh interest by venturing on En-

glish scenery and histor}^, try the still bolder experiment of a conti-

nental excursion. However this may have been, he was encouraged
and strensrthened bv the return of his friend, Mr. Skene, about this

time, from a tour in France ; in the course of which he had kcjit an

accurate and hvely journal, and execute-d a vast variety of clever

drawings, representing landscapes and ancient buildings, such a.<? would
have been most sure to interest Scott had he been the cornpanii)n of

his wanderings. Mr. Skene's MS. collections were placed at his dis-

posal, and he took from one of their chapters the substance of the

origmal Introduction to Quentin Dui-ward. Yet still his ditHcultics in

this new imdertaking were frequent, and of a sort to which he had

hitherto been a stranger. I remember ob.scrving him manv tinn^ in

the Advocates' Librar}!- poring over maps and gazetteers with rare ana

anxiety ; and the following is one of many similar notes wJu'ch his

bookseller and printer received during the progress of the novel :
—
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To Archibald Constable, Esq.
" Castle Street, 23d Jan. 1823.

" My dear Constable,
" It is a vile place this village of Plessis les Touts that can baffle both you and

me. It is a place famous in history ; and, moreover, is, as your Gazetteer assures

us, a village of 1000 inhabitants, yet I have not found it in any map, provincial or

general, which I have consulted. I think something must be found in Malte Brun's

Geographical Works. I have also suggested to Mr. Cadell that Wraxall's History
of France, or his Travels, may probably help us. In the mean-time I am getting
on; and instead of description holding the place of sense, I must try to make such
sense as I can find hold the place of description.

" I know Hawkwood's story ;* he was originally, I believe, a tailor in London,
and became a noted leader of Condottieri in Italy.

" I shall be obliged to Mr. David f to get from the Advocates' Library, and send

me, the large copy of Philip de Commines, in 4to. I returned it, intending to bring
mine from Abbotsford, but left it in my hurry ; and the author is the very key to my
period.

—Yours ever,

Walter Scott."

He was much amused with a mark of French admiration which
reached him (opportunely enough) about the same time—one of the

few such that his novels seem to have brought him prior to the publi-
cation of Quentin Durward. I regret that I cannot produce the letter

to which he alludes in the next of these notes ; but I have by no means

forgotten the excellent flavour of the Champagne which soon afterwards

arrived at Abbotsford, in a quantity greatly more liberal than had been

stipulated for.

To A. Constable, Esq.
" Castle Street, 16th February, 1823

" My dear Constable,
" I send you a letter which will amuse you. It is a funny Frenchman who

wants me to accept some Champagne for a set of my works. I have written, in

answer, that as my works cost me nothing I could not think of putting a value on

them, but that I should apply to you. Send him by the mediation of Hurst & Ro-
binson a set of my children and god-children (poems and novels), and if he found,
on seeing them, that they were worth a dozen flasks of Champagne, he might ad-

dress the case to Hurst & Robinson, and they would clear it at the custom-house

and send it down.
"
Pray return the enclosed as a sort of curiosity.

—Yours, &c.
Walter Scott."

A compliment not less flattering than this Frenchman's tender of

Champagne was paid to Scott within a few weeks of the appearance
of Peveril. In the epistle introductory of that novel, Captain Clutter-

buck amuses Dr. Jonas Dryasdust with an account of a recent visit

from their common parent
" the Author of Waverley," whose outward

* Hawkwood—from whose adventures Constable had thoug^ht the author of Quentin
Durward might take some hints—began life as apprentice to a London tailor. But, as

Fuller says,
" he soon turned his needle into a sword, and his thimble into a shield," and

raised himself to knighthood in the service of Edward III. After accumulating- great
wealth and fame in the predatory wars of Italy, he died in 1393, at Florence, where his

funeral was celebrated with magnificence amidst the general lamentations of the people.
—

See " The Honouralle Prentice, or the Life and Death of Sir John Hawkwood "
S^c.

Lon-
don : 4to. 1615.

t Mr. David Constable, eldest son of the great bookseller, had been called to the bar at

Edinburgh.
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man, as it was in those days, is humorously caricatured with a su;r
gestion that he had probably sat to Geoflrey Crayon fo'r his "

StoSl
Gentleman of No. II. ;" and who is made to apol.)f;izc lor the hearti-
ness with which he pays his duty to the viands set before him, hy al-

leging that he was in training for the approaching anniversary of the

Roxburghe Club, w^hose gastronomical zeal had always been on a
scale w^orthy of their bibliomaniacal renown. " He was

pn-pariri"
•himself," said the gracious and portly Eidolon, "to hob-nob with the
lords of the literary treasures of Althorpe and Hodnct in Madeira
negus, brewed by the classical Dibdin"—[why negus ?]

—'*
to share

those profound debates which stamp accurately on each ' small vohime,
dark with tarnished gold,' its collar, not of S.S., but of II. R.—to toast
the immortal memory of Caxton, Valdarfer, Pynson, and the other
fathers of that great art which has made all and each of us what we
are." This drollery in fact alluded, not to the Roxburghe Club, hut

to an institution of the same class which was just at this time s{)ring-

ing into life, under Sir Walter's own auspices, in Edinburgh
—tlie

Bannatyne Chb, of which he was the founder and first president.
The heroes of the Roxburghe, however, were not to penetrate the

mystification of Captain Clutterbuck's report, and from their jovial
and erudite board, W'hen they next congregated around its

"
generous

flasks of Burgundy, each flanked by an uncut fifteener"— (so I think

their reverend chronicler has somewhere depicted the apparatus)
—the

following despatch was forwarded—
To Sir Walter ScoU, Bart., Edinburgh.

" Feb. 22, 1823.

" My dear Sir,

*' The death of Sir M. M. Sykes, Bart, having occasioned a vacancy in our

Roxburghe Club, I am desired to request that you will have the (joodness to niak«

that fact known to the Author of Waverley, who, from the ^3rol)eme to Pevkkil

OF THE Peak, seems disposed to become one of the members thereof; and I am fur-

ther desired to express the wishes of the said Club that the said Author may suc-

ceed to the said Baronet.—I am ever most sincerely yours,
T. F. Dibdin, V. P."

Sir Walter's answer to this, and to a subsequent letter of the Vice-

President, announcing his formal election, were as follows :
—

To the Rev. Thomas Frognall Dibdin, ^c. 4rc. Kensington.

" Edin. Feb. 23, 1S3L

" My dear Sir,

" I \vas duly favoured with your letter, which proves one point airninst the un-

known Author of Waverley ; namely, that he is certainly a Scotsman, since no other

nation pretends to the advantagre of second-si crht. Be he who or where he may. h«

must certainly feel the very high honour which has selected him, iwmims umbra, to

a situation so worthy of envy.
" As his personal appearance in the fraternity is not like to be a speedy event,

one may presume he may be desirous of offering some token of his gratitude in ti>e

shape of a reprint, or such-like kickshaw, and for this purpose you ha.l b.-ttpr wod

me the statutes of your learned body, which I will engage to sriul h.ni in s.U.tr.

" It will follow as a characteristic circumstance, that the tal>lc ol tli.' K- -

like that of King Arthur, will have a vacant chair, like that of Manqin. at M
_

banquet. But if this author, who ' hath fernseed and walketh in visible,^-^^^
appear to claim it before I come to London (should I ever be there, aguu.).

« «U» P«
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mission of the Club, I, who have something of adventure in me, although a knight
like Sir Andrew Aguecheek,

' dubbed with unbacked rapier, and on carpet consi-

deration,' would, rather than lose the chance of a dinner with the Roxburghe Club,
take upon me the adventure of the siege perilous, and reap some amends for perils
and scandals into which the invisible champion has drawn me, by being his locum

t&nens on so distinguished an occasion.
" It will be not uninteresting to you to know, that a fraternity is about to be

established here something on the plan of the Roxburghe Club ; but, having Scottish

antiquities chiefly in view, it is to be called the Bannatyne Club, from the celebrated

antiquary, George Bannatyne, who compiled by far the greatest record of old Scot-

tish poetry. The first meeting is to be held on Thursday, when the health of the

Roxburghe Club will be drunk.—I am always, my dear sir, your most faithful

humble servant,
"Walter Scott."

To the Same.

"
Abbotsford, May 1, 1823.

" My dear Sir,

" I am duly honoured with your very interesting and flattering communication.
Our Highlanders have a proverbial saying, founded on the traditional renown of

Fingal's dog;
' If it is not Bran,' they say,

'
it is Bran's brother.' Now this is always

taken as a compliment of the first class, whether applied to an actual cur, or para-

bolically to a biped ; and, upon the same principle, it is with no small pride and

gratification that I hear the Roxburghe Club have been so very flatteringly disposed
to accept me as a locum tenens for the unknown author whom they have made the

child of their adoption. As sponsor, I will play my part until the real Simon Pure
make his appearance. >

"
Besides, I hope the devil does not owe me such a shame. Mad Tom tells us,

that ' the Prince of Darkness is a gentleman ;' and this mysterious personage will,
I hope, partake as much of his honourable feelings as of his invisibility, and, re-

taining his incognito, permit me to enjoy, in his stead, an honour which I value

more than I do that which has been bestowed on me by the credit of having written

any of his novels.
" I regret deeply I cannot soon avail myself of my new privileges ; but courts,

which I am under the necessity of attending ofiicially, sit down in a few days, and,
hei miht ! do not arise for vacation until July. But I hope to be in town next spring ;

and certainly I have one strong additional reason for a London journey, furnished by
the pleasure of meeting the Roxburghe Club. Make my most respectful compli-
ments to the members at their next merry-meeting; and express, in the warmest
manner, my sense of obligation.

—I am always, my dear sir, very much your most
obedient servant,

Walter Scott."

In his way of taking both the Frenchman's civilities and those of

the Roxburghers, we see evident symptoms that the mask had begun
to be M^orn rather carelessly. He would not have written this last let-

ter, I fancy, previous to the pubUcation of Mr. Adolphus's Essays on
the Authorship of Waverley.

Sir Walter, it may be worth mentioning, was also about this time

elected a member of " The Club"—that famous one established by
Johnson, Burke, and Reynolds, at the Turk's Head, but which has now
for a long series of years held its meetings at the Thatched House, in

St. James's Street. Moreover, he had been chosen, on the death of the

antiquary Lysons, Professor of Ancient HistoVy to the Royal Acade-

my—a chair originally founded at Dr. Johnson's suggestion, "in order

that Goldy might have a right to be at their dinners," and in which
Goldsmith has had several illustrious successors besides Sir Walter. I

believe he was present at more than one of the festivals of each of
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these fraternities. A particular dinner of the Royal Academy at all
events, is recorded with some picturesque details in liis essay on the
life of his friend John Kemble, who sat next to him upon that occa-
sion.

The Bannatyne Club was a child of his own, and from first to last
he took alnost fatherly concern in all its proceedings. His practical
sense dictated a direction of their funds widely dilTcrent from what
had been adopted by the Roxburghe. Their Club Boohs ahcady c-r.i,.

stitute a very curious and valuable library of Scottish history and an-

tiquities : their example has been followed with not inferior success by
the Maitland Club of Glasgow—which was soon afterwards instituted

on a similar model, and of which also Sir Walter was a zealous asso-

ciate; and since his death a third Club of this class, founded at Edin-

burgh in his honour, and styled The Abhotsford Club, has taken a still

wider range
—not confining their printing to works connected with

Scotland, but admitting all materials that can throw light on the an-

cient history or literature of any country, anywhere described or dis-

cussed by the Author of Waverley.
At the meetings of the Bannatyne he regularly presided from 1823

to 1831; and in the chair on their anniversary dinners, surrounded by
some of his oldest and dearest friends—Thomas Thomson (the Vice-

President), John Clerk (Lord Eldin), the Chief Commissioner Adam,
the Chief Baron Shepherd, Lord Jeffrey, Mr. Constable—and lot me
not forget his kind, intelligent, and industrious ally, ]Mr. David Laing,
bookseller, the Secretary of the Club—he from this time forward was
the unfailing source and centre of all sorts of merriment " within the

limits of becoming mirth." Of the origin and early progress of their

iostitution, the reader has a full account in his reviewal of Pitcairn's

Ancient Criminal Trials of Scotland, the most important work as yet
edited for the Bannatyne press ;* and the last edition of his Poems
includes his excellent song composed for their first dinner—that of

March 9, 1823—and then sung by James Ballantyne, and heartily cho-

rused by all the aforesaid dignitaries :
—

" Assist me, ye friends of old books and old wine.
To sing in the praises of Sage Bannatyne,
Who left such a treasure of old Scottish lore,

As enables each age to print one volume more,
One volume more, my friends—one volume more,

We'll ransack old Banny for one volume more."—lScc

On the morning after that first Bannatvne Club dinner, Scott sent

such of the Waverley MSS. as he had in Castle Street to Mr. Consta-

ble, with this note :
—

Edinburgh, 10th March, 1(93

" Dear Constable,
" You, who have so richly endowed my little collection, cannot refuse me ihe

pleasure of addincr to yours. I heg your acceptance of a parcel of MSS„ which I

know your partialities
will ffive more value to than they dcsorve; and

"/''v ann|»t
the condition, that they shall be scrupulously concealed durinsr the author s hir.and

only made forthcoming when it may be necessary to assert his riirht to be arcounwu

the writer of these novels.

* See Jliscellaneous Prose Works, vol. xxi., p. 199-
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" I enclose a note to Mr. Guthrie Wrifrht, who will deliver to you some others of

those MSS. which were in poor Lord Kinnedder's possession; and a few more now
at Abbotsford, which I can send in a day or two, will, I think, nearly complete the

whole, though there may be some leaves missing.
" I hope you are not the worse of our very merry party yesterday.

—Ever yours
truly,

Wal'Ar Scott."

Various passages in Scott's correspondence have recalled to my
recollection the wonder with which the friends best acquainted with
the extent of his usual engagements observed, about this period, his

readiness in mixing himself up with the business of associations far

different from the Bannatyne Club. I cannot doubt that his conduct
as President of the Royal Society, and as manager of the preparations
for the King's visit, had a main influence in this matter. In both of

these capacities he had been thrown into contact with many of the

most eminent of his fellow-citizens, who had previously seen little of

him personally
—

including several, and those of especial consequence,
"W'ho had been accustomed to flavour all their notions of him with

something of the gall of local partisanship in politics. The inimitable

mixture of sagacity, discretion, and gentleness which characterized all

his intercourse with mankind, w^as soon appreciated by the gentlemen
to whom I allude ; for not a few of them had had abundant opportu-
nities of observing and lamenting the ease with which ill humours are

engendered, to the disturbance of all really useful discussion, wherever
social equals assemble in conclave, without having some official preses,

unhing the weight of strong and quick intellect, with the calmness and
moderation of a brave spirit, and the conciliating grace of habitual

courtesy. No man was ever more admirably qualified to contend
with the difficulties of such a situation. Presumption, dogmatism,
and arrogance shrunk from the overawing contrast of his modest

greatness : the poison of every little passion was shamed and neutral-

ized beneath the charitable dignity of his penetration ; and jealousy,
fretfulness, and spleen felt themselves transmuted in the placid atmo-

sphere of good sense, good humour, and good manners. And who-
ever might be apt to plead off" on the score of harassing and engross-

ing personal duty of any sort, Scott had always leisure as well as

temper at command, when invited to take part in any business con-
nected with any rational hope of public advantage. These things

opened, like the discovery of some new and precious element of wealth,

upon certain eager spints who considered the Royal Society as the

great local parent and minister of practical inventions and mechanical

improvements ; and they found it no hard matter to inspire their genial
chief with a warm sympathy in not a few of their then predominant
speculations. He was invited, for example, to place himself at the

head of a new company for improving the manufacture of oil gas, and
in the spring of this year began to officiate regularly in that capacity.
Other associations of a like kind called for his countenance, and re-

ceived it. The fame of his ready zeal and happy demeanour grew
and spread ; and from this time, until bodily infirmities disabled him,
Sir Walter occupied, as the most usual, acceptable, and successful,

chairman of public meetings of almost every conceivable sort, apart
from politics, a very prominent place among the active citizens of liis
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native town. Any foreign student of statistics who sl..,„I,l havr huv
pened to peruse the files of an Edinburgh newspaper for ,ho ,>oriud Lwhich I allude would, I thmk, have concluded that there must Ixi al
least two Sn- Walter Scotts in the place—one the

.nira.-ulously frrtilc
author whose works occupied two-thirds of its literary a.lvcrtisonu-nfs
and critical columns—another some retired magistrate or senator ..f

easy fortune and indefatigable philanthropv, who devoted the rather
oppressive leisure of an honoured old age to the promofiun of pritri-
otic ameliorations, the watchful

guardiansiiip of charities, and the
ardent patronage of educational institutions.

The reader will perceive in the correspondence to which I must
return, hints about various Httle matters connected with Scott's own
advancing edifice on Tweed-side, in which he may trace the President
of the Royal Society, and the Chairman of the Gas Company,

Thus, on the 14th of February, he recurs to the plan of heating
interiors by steam—and proceeds with other topics of a similar class:—

Tu D. Terry, Esq., London.
" Dear Terry,

" I will not fail to send Mr. Atkinson, so soon as I can get it, a full account
of Mr. Holdsworth of

Glasgow's improved use of steam, which is in c^reat accepta-
tion. Being now necessarily sometimes with men of science, I hear a great (leal

of these matters; and, like Don Diego Snapshorto with respect to Greek, though I

do not understand them, I like the sound of them. I have got a capital stnve

(proved and exercised by Mr. Rohison, who is such a mechanical genius as his

father, the celebrated professor),* for the lower part of the house, with a coiiiinu-

nication for ventilating in the summer. Moreover, I have got for one or two of the

rooms a new sort of bell, which I think would divert you. There is neither wire
nor crank of any kind ; the whole consisting of a tube of tin, such as is used for

gas, having at one extremity a cylinder of wider dimensions, and in the other a

piece of light wood. The larger cylinder
—

suppose an inch and a half in diameter—terminates in the apartment, and, ornamented as you please, is the handle, as it

were, of the bell. By pressing a piston down into this upper and wider cylinder,
the air through the tube, to a distance of a hundred feet if necessary, is suddenly

compressed, which compression throws out the light piece of wood, which strikes

the bell. The power of compression is exactly like that of the Bramah patent
—

the acting element being air instead of water. The bell may act as a telegraph by
sinking once, twice, thrice, or so forth. The great advantage, however, is, that it

never can go out of order—needs no cranks, or piillies, or wires—and can be con-

torted into any sort of twining or turning, which convenience of communication

may require, being simply an air-tight tube. It might be used to communicate with

the stable, and I think of something of that kind—with the porter's lodge—with

the gardener's house. I have a model now in the room with me. The only tiling

I have not explained is, that a small spring raises the piston B when pressed down.

I wish you would show this to Mr. Atkinson : if he has net seen it, he will be d»^

lighted. I have it tried on a tube of fifty feet, and it never fails, irideed cannit. It

may be called the ne plus ultra of bell-ringing
—the pea-gun principle,

as one may

say. As the bell is stationary, it mighi be iiecessary (were more tlian one used),

that a little medallion should be suar^ended in such a manner as to be put in vibra-

tion, so as to show the servant -which bell has been struck.—I think we have spoke

of well-nigh all the commodi;des wanted at Conundrum Castle worth mentioning.

Still there are the carpets.'
" I have no idea my pr^^sent labours will be dramatic in situation : as to rhnnc-

ter, that of Louis XL, th^ sagacious, perfidious, superstitious, jocular, and poliuc

» Mr. John Robison,
sojn

of the author of " Elements of Mechanical Phik-ophjr." Ac

is now Secretary of the
ISoyal Society of Edinburgh.

j

27*

I
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tyrant, would be, for a historical chronicle, containing his life
and death, one of the

most powerful ever brought on the stage.
—Yours truly,

W. Scott."

A few weeks later, he says to the same correspondent :
—

" I must not omit to tell you that my gas establishment is in great splendour,
and working, now that the expense of the apparatus is in a great measure paid, very

easily and very cheaply. In point of economy, however, it is not so effective ; for

the facility of procuring it encourages to a great profusion of light : but then a

gallon of the basest train oil, which is used for preference, makes a hundred feet of

gas, and treble that quantity lights the house in the state of an illumination for the

expense of about 3s. 6d. In our new mansion we should have been ruined with

spermaceti oil and wax-candles, yet had not one-tenth part of the light. Besides,
we are entirely freed from the great plague of cleaning lamps, &c. There is no

smell whatever, unless a valve is left open, and the gas escapes unconsumed, in

which case the scent occasions its being instantly discovered. About twice a-week
the gas is made by an ordinary labourer, under occasional inspection of the gar-
dener. It takes about five hours to fill the reservoir gasometer. I never saw an

invention more completely satisfactory in the results."

I cannot say that Sir Walter's "
century of inventions" at Abbots-

ford turned out very happily. His new philosophical ne plus ultra of

bells was found in the sequel a poor succedaneum for the old-fashioned

mechanism of the simple wire ; and his application of gas-light to the

interior of a dwelling-house was in fact attended with so many incon-

veniences, that ere long all his family heartily wished it had never

been thought of Moreover, Sir Walter had deceived himself as to

the expense of such an apparatus when maintained for the uses of a

single domestic establishment. He easily made out that his gas per se

cost him less than the wax, oil, and tallow requisite to produce an

equal quantity of light would have done ; but though he a.dmitted that

no such quantity of artificial Hght was necessary either for comfort or

splendour, nor would ever have been dreamt of had its supply been to

come from the chandler's store,
" the state of an illumination" was

almost constantly kept up. Above all, he seems to have, by some

trickery of the imagination, got rid in his estimate of all memory of the

very considerable sum expended on the original fabric and furnishing
of his gasometer, and lining wall upon wall with so many hundreds,

perhaps thousands, of feet of delicate pipe work,—and, in like manner,
to have counted for nothing the fact that he had a workman of superior
character employed during no slender portion of every }'ear in the

manufacture. He himself, as has been mentioned before, delighted at

all time^ 'm a strong light, and was not liable to much annoyance from

the cfelicacy of His^lfacJory nerves. To the extremes of heat and

cold, too, he was nearly ladifFerent. But the blaze and glow, and

occasional odour of gas, when spfead over every part of a private

house, will ever constitute a serious annoyance for the majority of men
—still more so of women—and in a country place

where skilful repair,

in case of accident, cannot be immediately procured, the result is often

a misery. The effect of the new apparatus in the dining-room at

Abbotsford was at first superb. In sitting dowii to table, in Autumn,
no one observed that in each of three chandelien? (one of them being

of very great dimensions) there lurked a little tiny bead of red light.
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Dinner passed off, and the sun went down, and suddenlv, at tlu^ tuniin.^
of a screw, the room fiUg^ ^-^^^ ^ ^^^^ ^^ splendour worthy o?
the palace of Aladdin; but, as in the case of Aladdin, the old hirnn
would have been better in the upshot. Jewelry sparkled, hut ch.-.-ks
and hps looked cold and wan in this fierce illumination; and the eyewas wearied, and the brow ached, if the

sitting was at all protracted
I confess, however, that my chief enmity to the whole affair arises
from my conviction that Sir Walter's own health was damncjed, in his
latter years, in consequence of his habitually working at ni^dit' nnfler
the intense and burning glare of a broad star of gas, which hung, as it

were, in the air, immediately over his writing taWe.
These philosophical novelties were combined with curiously hetero-

geneous features of decoration.

E. G .

To the Lord Montagu, ^c. Diiton Park, Windsor.

,, ,, , T 1

"
Edinburgh, February 20, 1823." My dear Lord,

" I want a little sketch of your Lordship's arms, on the followinjy account.
You are to know that I have a sort of entrance-galler}s in which I intemi to han?
up my old armour, at least the heavier parts of it, with sundry skins, horns, and
such like affairs. That the two windows may be in unison, I intend to sport a little

painted glass, and as I think heraldry is always better than any other subject, I intend
that the upper compartment of each window shall have the shield, supporters, &c.,
of one of the existing dignitaries of the clan of Scott ; and, of course, the Duke's
arms and your Lordship's will occupy two such posts of distinction. The corre-

sponding two will be Harden's and Thirlestane's,* the only families now left who
have a right to be regarded as chieftains ; and the lower compartments of each win-
dow will contain eight shields (without accompaniments), of good gentlemen of the

name, of whom I can still muster sixteen bearing separate coats of arms. There is

a little conceit in all this, but I have long got beyond the terror of

'

Lord, what will all the people say !

Mr. Mayor, Mr. Mayor V

and, like an obstinate old-fashioned Scotchman, I buckle my belt my ain gate,
—

and so I will have my Bellenden] windows.—Ever yours faithfully,
Walter Scott."

The following letter, addressed to the same nobleman at his seat in

the New Forest, opens with a rather noticeable paragraph. He is

anxious that the guardian of Buccleuch should not omit the opportu-

nity of adding another farm in Dumfriesshire, to an estate which

already covered the best part of three or four counties !

To the Lord Montagu, ^c. ^c. Beaulieu Abhey, Hants.

" June Iftb. 1823.

" My dear Lord,
" Your kind letter reached me just when, with my usual meddling humour, I

was about to poke your Lordship on the subject of the farm near Drunihinrig. I

see officially that the upset price is reduced. Now, surely you will not let it slip

you : the other lots have all gone higher than valuation, so, therefore, it is to be sup-

* Lord Napier has his peerage, as well as the corresponding snrnamr, from a frmaJe

ancestor ;
in the male blood he is Scott Baronet of Thirlestane—ami indcid some anti'inarir*

of no mean authority consider him as now the male representative of Diirclfiirh. J nf-a

not remind the reader that both Harden and Thirlestane make a great figure in the Laj

of the Last Minstrel. *

t Bellenden was the old war-cry of Buccleuch.
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posed the estimation cannot be very much out of the way, and surely, as runninor

absolutely into sight of that fine ca.stle, it should be the Duke's at all events. Think
of a vile four-cornered house, with plantations laid out after the fashion of scollops

(as the women call them) and pocket-handkerchiefs, cutting and disfiguring the side

of the hill, in constant view. The small property has a tendency to fall into the

great one, as the small drop of water, as it runs down the pane of a carriage-window,

always joins the larger. But this may not happen till we are all dead and gone ; and
N 'W are three important letters of the alphabet, mighty slippery, and apt to

escape the grasp.
" I was much interested by your Lordship's account of Beaulieu; I have seen it

from the water, and admired it very much, but I remember being told an evil genius
haunted it in the shape of a low fever, to which the inhabitants were said to be sub-

ject. The woods were the most noble I ever saw. Tlie disappearance of the an-

cient monastic remains may be accounted for on the same principle as elsewhere—a
desire of the grantees of the Crown to secularize the appearance of the property,
and remove at least the external evidence that it had ever been dedicated to religious
uses—pretty much on the principle on which the light-fingered gentry melt plate so

soon as it comes into their possession, and give the original metal a form which
renders it more difficult to re-assume it—this is a most unsavoury simile. The
various mutations in religion, and consequently in property of this kind, recom-
mended such policy. Your Lordship cannot but remember the Earl of Pembroke,
in Edward the Sixth's time, expelling the nuns from Wilton—then in Queen Mary's
re-inducting them into their nunnery, himself meeting the abbess, barefooted and in

sackcloth, in penance for his sacrilege
—and finally, again turning the said abbess

and her vestals adrift in the days of good Queen Bess, with the vtholesome admo-
nition— ' Go spin, you jades, go spin.' Something like the system of demolition

which probably went on during these uncertain times was practised by what was
called in France La Bande Noire, who bought chateaux and abbeys, and pulling
them down, sold the materials for what they would bring

—which was sometimes
sufficient to help well towards payment of the land, when the assignats were at an
immense depreciation.

" I should like dearly to have your Lordship's advice about what I am now doing
here, knowing you to be one of those

'Who in trim gardens take their pleasure.'

T am shutting my house in with a court-yard, the interior of which is to be laid

out around the drive in flower-pots and shrubberj^ besides a trellised walk. This
I intend to connect with my gardens, and obtain, if possible, something {parvum
compnnere magnts), like the comfort of Ditton, so preferable to the tame and poor
waste of grass and gravel by which modern houses are surrounded. I trust to see

you all here in autumn,—Ever yours faithfully,
W. Scott."

In answerinar the foreo-oins; letter. Lord Montagu mentioned to Scott

the satisfaction he had recently had in placing his nephew the Duke
of Buccleuch under the care of Mr. Blakeney, an accomplished gen-
tleman and old friend, who had been his own fellow-student at Cam-

bridge. He also rallied the poet a little on his yearning for acres ; and
hinted that that craving is apt to draw inconveniently even on a ducal

revenue. Scott says in reply
—

To the Lord Montagu, ^c. §rc.

" My dear Lord,
" I am delighted that you have got such a tutor for Walter as entirely satisfies

a person so well acquainted with mankind as your Lordship; and I am not afraid

that a friend of yours should be imbued with any of very dangerous qualities, which
are sometimes found in the instructors placed around our noble youths. Betwixt a

narrow-minded pedantry, which naturally disgusts a young man, and the far more
formidable vices of flattery, assentation, and self-seeking of all kinds, there are very
few of the class of men who are likely to adopt the situation of tutor, that one is not
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afraid to trust near the person of a boy of rank and fortune. I fV,„W ;, u .

ment of your friend's good sense and judcrment, that he thinks'tl,, W ,

" '" '

domestic history essential to his pupil. It is in fact the accomplishm.-nt' v. „
'

all others, comes most home to the business and breast of a public nru._
' '

Duke of Buccleuch can never be regarded as a private one. B.-sLh-s' it Ir.l' .,"

singular degree, the tendency to ripen men's judgment upon the wiM '.'.oluird' Zl
culations now current. Any one who will read Clarendon with attention and wu
tience, may regard velufi in specula the form and pressure of our own tini.-s il" vo»
will just place the fanaticism of atheism and irreligion instead of tlr.ii of .nilmM im.',and combine it with the fierce thirst after innovation proper to both a>rfs. M,' J „f
very high rank are, I have noticed, in youth peculiarly accessible to tlu' t.'mpMti„n«held out to their inexperience by the ingenious arguers upon speculative politicsThere is popularity to be obtained by listening to these lecturers—there is also ati
idea of generosity, and independence, and public spirit, in atfcctiiur to hold cheap
the privileges which are peculiarly their own—and there may sprin.r in sonic minds
the idea (a very vain one) that the turret would seem higher, and more distimruishcd,
if some parts of the building that overtop it were pulled down. I have no doubt
Mr. Blakeney is aware of all this, and will take his own time and manner in lad-
ing our young friend to draw from history, in his own way, inferences which may
apply to his own times. I will consider anxiously what your Lordship mentions
about a course of Scottish study. We are still but very inditferently provided with
Scotch histories of a general description.* Lord Hailes' Annals are the foun.ia-

tion-stone, and an excellent book, though dryly written. Pinkerton, in two v^ry
unreadable quartos, which yet abound In information, takes up t!ie thread where
Hailes dropt it—and then you have Robertson, down to the Union of the crowns.
But I would beware of task-work, which Pinkerton at least must always be, and I

would relieve him every now and then by looking at the pages of old Pitscottie,
where events are told with so much naivete, and even humour, and such individuality
as it were, that it places the actors and scenes before the reader. The whole history
of James V. and Queen Mary may be read to great advantage in the elegant Latin of

Lesly, Bishop of Ross, and, collated with the account which his opponent, Buchanan,
in language still more classical, gives of the same eventful reigns. Laing is but a
bad guide through the seventeenth century, yet I hardly know where a combined
account of these events is to be had, so far as Scotland is concerned, and still less

where we could recommend to the young Duke an account of Scottish jurisprudence
that is not too technical. All this I will be happy to talk over with your liordship,
for that our young friend should possess this information in a general way is essen-

tial to his own comfort and the welfare of many.
" About the land I have no doubt your Lordship is quite right, but 1 have some-

thing of what is called the yeard hunger.] I dare say you will get the other lots d

bon mnrche, when you wish to have them; and, to be sure, a ducal dignity is a

monstrous beast for devouring ready cash. I do not fear, on the jwirt of Duke

Walter, those ills which might arise to many from a very great command of ready

money, which sometimes makes a young man, like a horse too full of spirits, make
too much play at starting, and flag afterwards. I think improvident expenditure will

not be his fault, though I have no doubt he will have the generous temper of hi'*

father and grandfather, with more means to indulge an expense which has others

for its object more than mere personal gratification.
This 1 venture to foretell, and

hope to see the accomplishment of my prophecy ; few things could give me more

pleasure.
" My court-yard rises, but masons, of all men but lovers, love the most to lin-jt-r

ere they depart. Two men are now tapping on the summit of my gate as gently aa

if they were laying the foundation-stone of a Methodist meeting-house, and one

* See some remarks on the Scottish historians in Sir Walter's reviewal of the first and

second volumes of Mr. P. F. Trtler's elaborate work—a work which he had meant to rnti-

else throughout in similar detail, for he considered it as a very important on»- in iL-«-!f. '' -i

had, moreover, a warm regard for the author—the son of his early invwd l^^rA " •••

houselee. His own Tales of a Grandfather have, however unainbitionsiy "''
"i"^

plied a more just and clear guide of Scottish history to the geniTal ri-adir. .

''"

could have pointed out at the time when this letter was addressed to Lord .MoiiUgu.

t Earth-hunger.

Vol. II. 2 Q
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plumber
'

sits, sparrow-like, companionless,' upon the top of a turret which should

have been finished a month since. I must go, and, as Judge Jefferies used to ex-

press it, give them a lick with the rough side of my tongue, which will relieve

your Lordship sooner than might otherwise have been.
" Melrose is looking excellently well. I bctrin to think taking off the old roof

would have hurt it, at least externally, by diminishing its ellect on the eye. The

lowering the roofs of the aisles has had a most excellent effect. Sir Adam is well,

and his circle augmented by his Indian brother, Major Ferguson, who has much of

the family manners—an excellent importation, of course, to Tweedside.— Ever

yours truly,
W. Scott."

In April of this year, Sir Walter heard of the death of his dear brother

Thomas Scott, whose son had been for two years domesticated with

him at Abbotsford, and the rest of that family were soon afterwards

his guests for a considerable time. Among other visitants of the same
season were Miss Edgeworth and her sisters, Harriet and Sophia.
After spending a few weeks in Edinburgh, and making a tour into the

Highlands, thcv save a fortnight to Abbotsford ;
and thenceforth the

correspondence between Scott and the most distinguished of contem-

porary novelists, was of that confiding and affectionate character which
we have seen largely exemplified in his intercourse with Joanna Baillie.

His first impressions of his new friend are given in this letter to Mr.

Terry.

To D. Terry, Esq. London.

" Castle Street, June 18, 1823.

" My marbles ! my marbles I O what must now be done ?

]\Iy drawing-room is finish'd off, but marbles there are none.

My marbles ! my marbles ! I fancied them so fine,

The marbles of Lord Elgin were but a joke to mine.*

" In fact, we are all on tip-toe now for the marbles and the chimney-grates,
which being had and obtained, we will be less clamorous about other matters. I

have very little news to send you : Miss Edgeworth is at present the great lioness

of Edinburgh, and a very nice lioness ; she is full of fun and spirit; a little slight

figure, very active in her motions, very good-humoured, and full of enthusiasm.
Your descriptions of the chiffonieres made my mouth water: but Abbotsford has
cost rather too much for one year, with the absolutely necessary expenses, and I

like to leave something to succeeding years, when we may be better able to afford

to get our matters made tasty. Besides, the painting of the house should be exe-

cuted before much curious furniture be put in; next spring, perhaps, we may go
prowling together through the brokers' purlieus. I enclose you a plan of my own
for a gallery round my own room, which is to combine that advantage with a pri-
vate staircase at the same time, leaving me possession of my oratory ; this will be
for next year, but 1 should like to take Mr. Atkinson's sentiments about it. Some-

body told me, I trust inaccurately, that he had not been well. I have not heard of

him for some time, and I owe him (besides much kindness which can only be paid
with gratitude) the suitable compensation for his very friendly labours in my
behalf. I wish you would poke him a little, with all delicacy, on this subject.
We are richer than M'hen Abbotsford first began, and have engrossed a great deal

of his most valuable time. I think you will understand the plan perfectly. A pri-
vate staircase comes down from my dressing-room, and opens upon a book gallery;
the landing-place forms the top of the oratory, leaving that cabinet seven feet high ;

then there is a staircase in the closet which corresponds with the oratory, which

you attain by walking round the gallery. This staircase might be made to hang on

* Sir Walter is parodying the Spanish Ballad " My ear-rings ! My ear-rings are dropt
into the well," &-c.
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the door and pull out when it is opened, which is the way abroad with an r«aiderobe* I must either put shelves under the
jraUerj-, or plac so,„.. „r ,„y r.uLu

there, or partly both—Kind compliments to Mrs. Terry, iu which a\\ j.nn." Yours most truly,

\V. Storrr.
" P. S.—The quantity of horns that I have for the hall would furnish th« whola

world of cuckoldom ; arrived this instant a new cargo of them, I.ord kiiow^ ff..m
whence. I opened the box, thinking it mirrht he the damask, and found i'.

sylvan spoils. Has an old-fashioned consultinjr desk over met your ey.
rambles'? I mean one of those which have fou7 faces, each forming an inrl'inrd

plane, like a writing-desk, and made to turn round as wrdl as to rise, and hr d^.
pressed by a strong iron screw in the centre, something like a one-clawi-d tabU ;

they are old-fashioned, but choicely convenient, as you can keep three or ff
',

folios if you like, open for reference. If you have not seen one, I can get •

to a model in the Advocates' library. Some sort of contrivances there are too for

displaying prints, all which would be convenient in so large a room, but can b« eot
in time."

" ^

CHAPTER XXIIL

QUENTIN DURWARD PUBLISHED—TRANSACTIONS WITH CONSTABLE-DIA-
LOGUES ON SUPERSTITION PROPOSED—ART]CLK 0.\ ROM A.NCK WUIITKN—
ST. RONAN'S WELL BEGUN—"MKLROSE IN Jl'LV—ABHOTSIORlj VISITKI) BY
MISS EDGEWORTH—AND BY MR. AnOLPHUS—HIS .MK.MORA\DA-K.\CI R.S10N
TO ALLANTON—ANECDOTES—LETFERS TO MISS BXH.LIK. MISS EWiEWOUTH.
MR. TERRY, &c.—PUBLICATION OF ST. RONAN'S WELL.— 1823.

A DAY or two after the date of the precedinr; letter, Qucntin Diir-

ward was published; and surpassing as its popularity was eventually.
Constable, w^io was in London at the time, wrote in cold Icnns ol" its

immediate reception.

Very shortly before the bookseller left Edinburgh for that trip, he

had concluded another bargain (his last of the sort) for the piircha.so of

Waverley copyrights
—

acquiring the author's property in the Pirate,

Nigel, Peveril, and also Qucntin Durward.out and out, at the price of

five thousand guineas. He had thus paid for the copyright of novels

(over and above the half-profits of the early separate editions) the .sum

of £22,500 ; and his advances upon
" works of fiction" still in embryo,

amounted at this moment to £10,000 more. He began, in short, and

the wonder is that he began so late, to suspect that the proct^ss of rre-

ation was moving too rapidly. The publication of ditVen-nt .scis ot the

novels in a collective form may probably have had a share in ojienincr

his eyes to the fact, that the voluminousne.'js of an author is any thiiiij

but favourable to the rapid ditTusion of his works as library lHM>k.*—

the great object with any publisher who aspires at foundwiu' a solid

fortune. But he merely intimated on this occasion that he thoiiijht ilie

pecuniary transactions between Scott and hiin.self had <:ni\c to smlian

extent that, considering the usual chances of life and hcaltli, Iw uiurt

*Sir Walter had in his mind a fivourite cabinet of Napoleon's at tfif Eiifit

where there are a gallery and concealed staircase such as lie here dcscrilx-.t.
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decline contracting for any more novels until those for which his house

had already advanced moneys (or at least bills) should have been

written.

Scott himself appears to have admitted for a moment the suspicion
that he had been overdoing in the field of romance ;

and opened to

Constable the scheme of a work on popular superstitions, in the form

of dialogue, for which he had long possessed ample materials in his

thorough mastery of perhaps the most curious library o{ diablerie that

ever man collected. But before Constable had leisure to consider this

proposal in all its bearings, Quentin Durward, from being, as Scott

expressed it, frost-bit, had emerged into most fervid and flourishing life.

In fact, the sensation which this novel, on its first appearance, created

in Paris, was extremely similar to that which attended the original

Waverley in Edinburgh, and Ivanhoe afterwards in London. For the

first time Scott had ventured on foreign ground, and the French public,

long wearied of the pompous tragedians and feeble romancers who
had alone striven to bring out the ancient history and manners of their

country in popular forms, were seized with a fever of delight when
Louis XI. and Charles the Bold started into life again at the beck of

the Northern Magician. Germany had been fully awake to his merits

years before, but the public there also felt their sympathies appealed to

with hitherto unmatched strength and eflect. The infection of admira-

tion ran far and wide on the Continent, and soon re-acted most potently

upon Britain. Discussing the various fortunes of these novels a few

years after, Mr. Senior says
—

" Almost all the characters in his other novels are drawn from British history or

from British domestic life. That they should delight nations differing so much
from ourselves and from one another in habits and in literary taste, who cannot ap-

preciate the imitation of our existing manners, or join in our historical associations ;

that the head of ' Le Sieur Valtere Skote' should be pointed out by a Hungarian
tradesman as the portrait of ' I'homme le plus celebre en I'Europe ;' that his works
should employ the translators and printers of Leipsic and Paris, and even relieve

the ennui of a Rothenturn quarantine on the extreme borders of European civiliza-

tion, is, as Dr. Walsh* has well observed, the strongest proof that their details are

founded on deep knowledge of the human character, and of the general feelings re-

cognised by all. But Quentin Durward has the additional advantage of scenery
and characters possessing European interest. It presents to the inhabitants of the

Netherlands and of France, the most advanced of the continental nations, a picture
of the manners of their ancestors, incomparably more vivid and more detailed than

is to be found in any other narrative, either fictitious or real : and that picture is

dignified by the introduction of persons whose influence has not even yet ceased to

operate.
"
Perhaps at no time did the future state of Europe depend more on the conduct

of two individuals than when the crown of France and the coronet of Burgundy
descended on Louis XL and Charles the Bold. The change from real to nominal

sovereignty, which has since been the fate of the empire of Germany, was then im-

pending over the kingdom of France. And if that throne had been filled, at this

critical period, by a monarch with less courage, less prudence, or more scrupulous
than Louis, there seems every reason to suppose that the great feudatories would
have secured their inde])endence, and the greater part of that country might now be

divided into many petty principalities, some Catholic, and some Protestant, princi-

pally intent on excluding each other's commodities, and preventing the mutual ruin

which would have been predicted as the necessary consequence of a free trade be-

tween Gascony and Languedoc.

* See Walsh's Journey to Constantinople.



QUENTIN DURWARD. ig^
" On the other hand, if the race of excellent soverei<Tns who govi-rnrd Hurvrnna,

for a hundred and twenty years had been continued, or, iiidft-d, if P
"^

»d
been followed by almost any other person than his brutal son, th. •,,».
sive countries, which under his reign constituted the most powrrful «ilal»> in Kurnp*
must soon have been formed into an independent monarchy— a monarrhy (»t

greater and better consolidated than the artificial kinirJoni lat.-ly buili
uj. r.in .,(

their fragments, and kept together rather by the pressure of surroun :

than by any internal principles of cohesion.* From the times of L.h

now, France has been the master-spring in European p(jlitics, and Fhm.l.-M
tni<rr]y

an arena for combat. The imagination is bewildered by an attempt to sptTuhti" on
the course which human atfairs might have taken if the commenrenictit of thn
fifteenth century had found the Low Countries, Uurgundy, and Artois, ow ifn-at

kingdom, and Normandy, Brittany, Provence, and the other fiefs of tin- I'r.nrh

crown, independent principalities.
" In addition to their historical interest. Sir Walter had the good forturu- \>> hnd

in Charles and Louis characters as well contrasted as if they had been invfnt»'d for

the purposes of fiction. Both were indeed utterly selfish, but there the resemblance
ends. The Duke's ruling principle was vanity, and vanity of the least intrlbvtual

kind. His first object was the fame of a conqueror, or rather of a soldier, fi)r in his

battles he seems to have aimed more at showing courage and |)ersonal
-

than the calmness and combination of a general. His other great source di ;.

was the exhibition of his wealth and splendour,
—in the pomp of his dress and his

retinue. In these ignoble pursuits he seems to have been utterly InditTerrnt to iho

sufferings he inflicted on others, and to the risks he himself encountered ; and ulti-

mately threw away his life, his army, and the prosperity of his coimtry, in a war
undertaken without any object, for he was attacking those who were anxious to h*t

his auxiliaries, and persevered in, after success was impossible, merely to postpon«
the humiliation of a retreat.

"Louis's object was power; and he seems to have enjoyed the rare felirity of

being unaffected by vanity. He had both intrepidity and conduct in battle—far

more of the latter indeed than his ferocious rival; but no desire to display theg*

qualities led him into war, if his objects could be otherwise obtained. He fought

those only whom he could not bribe or deceive. The same indifTerence to mere

opinion entitled him to Commines' praise as "
eminently wise in adversity." \S hen

it was not expedient to resist, he could retreat, concede, and apologize, without

more apparent humiliation than the king in chess when he moves out of cheek.

He w^as rapacious, because wealth is a source of power, and because he had no

sympathy w-ith those whom he impoverished ; but he did not, like his rival, wastf*

his treasures on himself, or on his favourites—he employed them either in the sup-

port of his own real force, or in keeping in his pay the ministers and favourites of

other sovereigns, and sometimes the sovereigns themselves. His only personal

expense was in providing for the welfare of his soul, which he conciliateci with hii

unscrupulous ambition, by allowing the saints, his intercessors, a portion of his

spoils. Our author's picture of his superstition may appear at first sight over-

charged, but the imaginary prayer ascribed to him is scarcely a caricature of his

real "address to Notre Dame de Clery, which we copy in Brantome's antiquated

spelling
— '

"
Ah, ma bonne Dame, ma petite Maistresse, ma grande anie, en qui j'ay cu tou-j.-ur*

mon reconfort. Je te prle de supplier Dicu pour moy, et cstrc men ndvioate •"*'"
''^'r.

qu'il me pardonne la mo.-t de mon frere—que j'ay fait einpoisonncr j.ar cc n.-.sohant .Abt*

de S. Jean. Je m'en ronfesse a toi, comme i ma bonne p:itroniir ct n.ai-lr.-5.«-. .M»is

aussi, qu'eusse-je sceu faire ? II ne me faisoit que troublcr mon rovaunic. hay n.oy

doncques pardonner, ma bonne Dame ; et je s^ay ce que je te donneray.

" Sir Walter has made good use of these excellent materials. His I.oui- and his

Charles are perfectly faithful copies, with all the spirit and consistency which
errj

he could have given to creations of his own. The narrative, too, is
• 'n«

connected: each event depends on that which preceded it, without
^^

episodes, recar;itulations, and sudden changes of scene, which in many of his wotEs

weaken the interest, and distract the attention of the reader.

» This criticism was published (in the London Review), long before Uic R-

sels, in 1830, divided Belgium from Hoilard.

28



326 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

The result of Quentin Durward, as regards the contemporary Utera-

ture of France, and thence of Italy and the Continent generally, would

open a field for ample digression. As concerns Scott himself, the rays
of foreign enthusiasm speedily thawed the frost of Constable's unwonted

misgivings ; the Dialogues on Superstition, if he ever began them, were

very soon dropped, and the Novehst resumed his pen. He had not

sunk under the short-lived frown—for he wrote to Ballantyne, on first

ascertaining that a damp was thrown on his usual manufacture,
" The mouse who only trusts to one poor hole,

Can never be a mouse of any soul ;"

and, while his publisher yet remained irresolute as to the plan of Dia-

logues, threw off, with unabated energy, his excellent Essay on Romance,
for the Supplement to the Encyclopeedia Britannica ; and I cannot but

consider it as another display of his high self-reliance, that, though he

well knew to what influence Quentin owed its ultimate success in the

British market, he, the instant he found himself encouraged to take up
the trade of story-telling again, sprang back to Scotland—nay, volun-

tarily encountered new dilficulties, by selecting the comparatively
tame, and unpicturesque realities of modern manners in his native

province.
A conversation, which much interested me at the time, had, I fancy,

some share at least in this determination. As he, Laidlaw, arid myself
W'Cre lounging on our ponies, one fine calm afternoon, along the brow

• of the Eildon hill where it overhangs Melrose, he mentioned to us gaily
the row, as he called it, there was going on in Paris about Quentin

Durward, and said,
"

I can't but think that I could make better play
still with something German." Laidlaw grumbled at this, and said,

like a true Scotchman, " Na, na, sir—take my word for it, you are

always best, like Helen MacGregor, when your foot is on your native

heath ; and I have often thought that if you were to write a novel, and

lay the scene here in the very year you were writing it, you would
exceed yourself."

—" Hame's hame," quoth Scott, smiling,
" be it ever

sae hamely. There's something in what you say, Willie. What sup-

pose I were to take Captain Clutterbuck for a hero, and never let the

story step a yard beyond the village below us yonder 1"—" The very

thing I want,'' says Laidlaw ;

" stick to Melrose in July 1823."—"Well,

upon my word," he answered,
" the field would be quite wide enough

—
and ichatfor no?"—(This pet phrase of Meg Dods was a LaicUawism.)

—
Some fun followed about the different real persons in the village that

mio-ht be introduced with comical effect : but as Laidlaw and I talked

and laughed over our worthy neighbours, his air became graver and

graver ; and he at length said,
"
Ay, ay, if one could look into the

heart of that little cluster of cottages, no fear but you would find mate-

rials enow for tragedy as well as comedy. I undertake to say there

is some real romance at this moment going on down there, that, if it

could have justice done to it, w^ould be well worth all the fiction that

was ever spun out of human brains." He then told us a tale of dark

domestic guilt which had recently come under his notice as Sheriff,

and of which the scene was not Melrose, but a smaller hamlet on the

other side of the Tweed, full in our view
; but the details were not of

a kind to be dwelt upon ;
—

any thing more dreadful was never con-
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ceived by Crabbe, and he told it so as to produce on iis who listened
all the effect of another Hall of Justice. It could never hav*.- ent^Tud
into his head to elaborate such a tale; but both T/iidlnw und'l um-iI to
think that this talk suggested St. Ronan's Well—though my i,'m<m1 iVi.-nd
was by no means disposed to accept that as payment i'li^uH ^,\ lus

demand, and from time to time afterwards would give the SheritV a
little poking about " Melrose in July."

Before Sir Waher settled to the new novel, he received Joanna
Baillie's long-promised Collection of Poetical Miscellanies, in which

appeared his own dramatic sketch of MacdutPs Cross. When llali-

don Hill first came forth, there were not wanting review^crs, who hailed

it in a style of rapture, such as might have been expected had it heen
a Macbeth. But this folly soon sunk ; and I only mention it as an
instance of the extent to which reputation bewilders and confounds
even persons who have good brains enough when they find it conve-
nient to exercise them. The second attempt of the class produced no
sensation whatever at the time

; and both would have been long since

forgotten, but that they came from Scott's pen. They both contain

some fine passages
—Halidon Hill has, indeed, several grarul ones.

But, on the whole, they always seemed to mc most egregiously unwor-

thy of Sir Walter ; and, now that we have before ijs his admirable

letters on dramatic composition to Allan Cunningham, it appears doubly
hard to account for the rashness with which he committed himself in

even such slender attempts on a species of composition, of which, in

his cool hour, he so fully appreciated the ditficult demands. Never-

theless, I am very far from agreeing with those critics who have

gravely talked of Halidon Hill, and Macduff's Cross, and the still more

unfortunate Doom of Devorgoil, as proving that Sir Walter couM not

have succeeded in the drama, either serious or comic. It would be

as fair to conclude, from the abortive fragment of the Vampyrc, that

Lord Byron could not have written a good novel or romance in j^rose.

Scott threw off these things cwrente calamo; he never gave himself

time to consider beforehand what could be made of their materials,

nor bestowed a moment on correcting them after he had covered the

allotted quantity of paper with blank verse ; and neither when they

were new, nor ever after, did he seem to attach the slightest imixjrt-

ance to them.

Miss Baillie's volume contained several poems by IMrs. Hcmans.—

some jeux cVesprit by the late Miss Catherine Fanshawe. a woman of

rare wit and genius, in whose society Scott greatly delighted.
—and,

inter alia, Mr. William Howison's early ballad of Polydore. which had

been originally published, under Scott's auspices, in the Edmhurgh
Annual Register for 1810.

To Miss Joanna BailHe, Hampstcad.

"
EJinburifh. Jaly II. I«.

" YouT kind letter, my dear friend, heaps coals of fire on my hrad. for I

»h««l«j

iveuTitten to you, in common frratitude, lonrr sinco ; hut I w:ut.<d "" '

""J^"":
:ad throuo-h the Miscellany with some attention, which as I have not S't -i- • •

have
read through the Miscellany ,

i \i

can scarce say much to the purpose, so far as that is eonccrnrrl.
.^v

tion sate in the porch like an evil thing, and scared me from prooei-Uini;
.in
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to hurry through your compositions, with which I was delighted, and two or three

others. In my own case, 1 have almost a nervous reluctance to look back on any
recent poetical performance of my own. I may almost say with Macbeth,—

"
I am afraid to think what I have done.

Look on't again I dare not"

But the best of the matter is, that your purpose has been so satisfactorily answered—and great reason have you to be proud of your influence with the poem-buyers as

well as the poem-makers. By the b}s you know your request first set me a ham-

mering on an old tale of the Swintons, from whom, by the mother's side, I am de-

scended, and the tinkering work 1 made of it warmed the heart of a cousin* in the

East Indies, a descendant of the renowned Sir Allan, who has sent his kindred poet

by this fleet not a butt of sack, but a pipe of most particular Madeira. You and
Mrs. Agnes shall have a glass of it when you come to Abbotsford, for I always
consider your last only a payment to account—you did not stay half the time you
promised. I am going out there on Friday, and shall see all my fimily re-united

around me for the first time these many years. They make a very good figure as
' honest men and bonny lasses.' I read Miss Fanshawe's pieces, which are quite
beautiful. I\Irs. Hemans is somewhat too poetical for my taste—too many flowers

I mean, and too little fruit—hut that may be the cynical criticism of an elderly gen-
tleman ; it is certain that when I was young, I read verses of every kind with

infinitely more indulgence, because with more pleasure than I can now do—the more
shame for me now to refuse the complaisance which I have had so often to solicit.

I am hastening to think prose a better thing than verse, and if you have any
hopes to convince me to the contrary, it must be bj' writing and publishing another

volume of plays as fast as possible. I think they would be most favourably
received ;

and beg like Burns, to

"tell you of mine and Scotland's drouth,
Your servant's humble "

A young friend of mine, Lord Francis Gower, has made a verj' fair attempt to trans-

late Goethe's untranslatable play of Faust or Faustus. He has given also a version

of Schiller's yery fine poem on Casting the Bell, which I think equals Mr. Sothe-

by's
—

nay, privately, (for tell it not in Epping Forest, whisper it not in Hamp-
stead), rather outdoes our excellent friend. I have not compared them minutely,
however. As for Mr. Howison, such is the worldly name of Polydore, I never

saw such a change in my life upon a young man. It may be fourteen years, or

thereabouts, since he introduced himself to me, by sending me some most excellent

verses for a youth sixteen years old. I asked him to Ashestiel, and he came—a

thin hectic youth, with an eye of dark fire,'a cheek that coloured on the slightest

emotion, and a mind fraught with feeling of the tender and the beautiful, and easrer

for poetical fame— otherwise, of so little acquaintance with the world and the

world's ways, that a sucking-turkey might have been his tutor. I was rather a

bear-like nurse for such a lamb-like charge. We could hardly indeed asso-

ciate together, for I was then eternally restless, and he as sedentary. He could

neither fish, shoot, or course—he could not bear the inside of a carriage with the

ladies, for it made him sick, nor the outside with my boys, for it made him giddy.
He could not walk, for it fatigued him, nor ride, for he fell oflf. I did all I could

to make him happy, and it was not till he had caught two colds and one sprain,
besides risking his life in the Tweed, that I gave up all attempts to convert him to

the things of this world. Our acquaintance after this languished, and at last fell

asleep, till one day last year I met at Lockhart's a thin consumptive-looking
man, bent double with study, and whose eyes seemed to have been extinguished
almost by poring over the midnight lamp, though protected by immense green
spectacles. I then found that my poet had turned metaph3-sician, and that these

spectacles were to assist him in gazing into the millstone of moral philosophy.
He looked at least twice as old as he really is, and has since published a book, very
small in size, but, from its extreme abstracted doctrines, more difficult to compre-
hend than any I ever opened in my lite.f I will take care he has one of my

*
George Swinton, Esq. (now of Swinton,) was at this time Secretary to the Council in

Bengal.

t" An Essay on the Sentiments of Attraction, Adaptation, and Variety. To which are
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reZrlatle^et''^'""''''-

'' '' ^''' '"^ ''^ "S^t line, he will do ««|u.,
" We sa«> you will readily suppose, a ^eat deal of Mis^ Edgrwort*- -. * *„

very nice girls, her younger sisters. It is scarcely possible to sav- mor,-

' '

Z
remarkable person than that she not only completely answered but . ,

^
pectations which I had formed. I am particularly pleased with Uu- ,

humoured ardour of mind which she unites with such foniiidnbl.- .,o%v,.r, „i ^-nu,
observation. In external appearance, she is quite the fairy f.f our nurM-ry-t ' - ,

VVhippity Stoune, if you remember such a sprite, who came flying throuirh '

dow to work all sorts of mar^'els. I will never believe but what sh.> ban a
her pocket, and pulls it out to conjure a little before she betrjus to thosr v.rv
pictures of manners. I am grieved to say, that, since they left Ediuburijirot. a i,ut
to the Highlands, they have been detained at Forres by an

cr)-sipel.is Im-akuu' out
on Miss Ed^eworth's face. They have been twelve days there, and are now r.iunv-

ing southwards, as a letter from Harriet informs me. I hope soon tr) h ; at
Abbotsford, where we will take good care of them, and the invalid i , ir.
What would I give to have you and Mrs. Agnes to meet them, and what canty
cracks we would set up about the days of langsyne ! 'I'he increasinir powers of
steam, which, like you, I look on half-proud, half-sad, half-angr>-, and half-

pleased, in doing so much for the commercial world, promise si.nu-thing also of
the sociable; and, like Prince Houssein's tapestrj-, wi'll, I think, one day waft
friends together in the course of a few hours, and, for aught we may be able to tell,

bring Hampstead and Abbotsford within the distance ot",
—' Will you dine with u'*

quietly to-morrow?' I wish I could advance this happy abridgement of liuit; and
space, so as to make it serve my present wishes.

"
Abboufbn], July IP,

"I have, for the first time these several years, my whole family united around
me, excepting Lockhart, who is with his yeomanry, but joins us to-morrow. Wal-
ter is returned a fine steady soldier-like young man from his abode on th»' (/'ontiiu-nt,

and little Charles, with his friend Surtees, has come from Wales, so that w»- draw

together from distant quarters. When you add Sophia's baby, I assure you my
wife and I look very patriarchal. The misfortune is, all this must bf S' . f.>r

Walter is admitted one of the higher class of students in the Military ' . iid

must join against the 1st of August. 1 have some chance, 1 think, when he has had
a }'ear's study, of getting him upon the staff in the Ionian islands, which I should

greatly prefer to his lounging about villages in horse-quarters; he has a strontj

mathematical turn, which promises to be of service in his profession ; little '

is getting steadily on with his learning
—but to what use he is to turn it, I

know yet. I am very sorry indeed that the doctor is complaining
—he whose lifo

has been one course of administering help and comfort to others,
shouli^

not, one

would think, suffer himself; but such are the terms on which we hold our sjifts
—

however valuable to others, they are sometimes less available to oursflvcs. I sjfj-

cerely hope this will find him better, and Mrs. Baillie easier in proportion. \S ht-n

I was subject a little to sore throats, I cured myself of that tendency by spun^m^
my throat, breast, and shoulders, every morninj with the coldest watrr I rouid i:«'t;

but this is rather a horse remedy, though I still keep up the practice. All hrr*,

that is, wives, maidens, and bachelors blufi', not forgetting little John Muijh. or. is

he is popularly styled, Hugh Littlejohn, send loving remembrances to you and Mr*.

Agnes.—Ever, dear Mrs. Joanna, most truly yours,
VV ALTER SroTT.

The next month—August 1823—was one of the happiest in Scott's

life. Never did I see a brighter day at Abbotsfonl than that un which

Miss Edgeworth first an-ived tliere—never can I foriret her look and

accent when she was received by him at his archway and cx'-lann.tl.

"
Everything about you is exactly w hat one ought to have had wit

added, A key to the Mvthology of the Ancient*; and Europe's likcnew to iha naaum

Spirit." By William Howison. Edinburgh. 18-22.

Vol. II. 2R 28*
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enough to dream !" The weather was beautiful, and the edifice, and
its appurtenances, were all but complete ;

and day after day, so long
as she could remain, her host had always some new plan of gaiety.
One day there was fishing on the Cauldshiels Loch, and a dinner on
the heathy bank. Another, the whole party feasted by Thomas the

Rymer's waterfall in the glen
—and the stone on wliich Maria that

day sat was ever afterwards called Edgeirorth's stone. A third day
we had to go further a-field. He must needs show her, not Newark

only, but all the upper scenery of the Yarrow, where " fair hangs the

apple frae the rock,"—and the baskets were unpacked about sunset,

beside the ruined Chapel overhanging St. Mary's Loch—and he had
scrambled to gather bluebells and heath-flowers, with which all the

young ladies must twine their hair,
—and they sang, and he recited

until it was time to go home beneath the softest of harvest moons.
Thus a fortnight was passed

—and the vision closed ; for Miss Edge-
worth never saw Abbotsford again during his life

; and I am very
sure that she could never bear to look upon it, now that the spirit is

fled.

Another honoured and welcome guest of the same month was Mr.
J. L. Adolphus

—the author of the Letters to Heber ; and I am enabled
to enrich these pages with some reminiscences of that visit—the first

of several he paid to Abbotsford—which this gentleman has been so

kind as to set down for my use, and I am sure for the gratification
of all my readers. After modestly recounting the circumstances

which led to his invitation to Abbotsford, my friendly contributor

says :
—

" With great pleasure and curiosity, but with something like awe, I first saw this

celebrated house emerge from below the plantation which screened it from the Sel-

kirk and Melrose road. Antique as it was in design, it had not yet had time to take

any tint from the weather, and its whole complication of towers, turrets, galleries,

cornices, and quaintly ornamented mouldings looked fresh from the chisel, except
where the walls were enriched with some really ancient carving or inscription. As
I approached the house, there was a busy sound of masons' tools ; the shrubbery
before the windows was strewed with the works of the carpenter and stonecutter,
and with grotesque antiquities, for which a place was yet to be found ; on one side

were the beginnings of a fruit and flower garden ; on another, but more distant, a

slope bristling with young firs and larches
; near the door murmured an unfinished

fountain.
"

I had seen Sir Walter Scott, but never met'him in society before this visit. He
received me with all his well-known cordialit}' and simplicity of manner. The cir-

cumstances under which I presented myself were peculiar, as the only cause of my
being under his roof was one which could not without awkwardness be alluded to,

while a strict reserve existed on the subject of the Waverley novels. This, how-

ever, did not create any embarrassment ; and he entered into conversation as if any
thing that might have been said with reference to the origin of our acquaintance had
been said an hour before. I have since been present at his first reception of many
visitors; and upon such occasions, as indeed upon every other, I never saw a man
who, in his intercourse with all persons, was so perfect a master of courtesy. His
manners were so plain and natural, and his kindness took such immediate possession
of the feelings, that this excellence in him might for a while pass almost unobserved.
I cannot pay a higher testimony to it than by owning that I first fully appreciated it

from his behaviour to others. His air and aspect, at the moment of a first introduc-

tion, were placid, modest, and, for his time of life, venerable. Occasionally, where
he stood a little on ceremony, he threw into his address a deferential tone, which
had in it something of old-fashioned politeness, and became him extremely well.

" A point of hospitality in which Sir Walter Scott never failed, whatever might



MR. ADOLPIIUS'S MEMOUanda. «
be the pretensions of the guest, was to do the honours of ronTer«tl«,' Wv
stranger arrived, he seemed to consider it as m.ich a .hiiv to ofr.T hm!^'

*

of his mind as those of his tahle; taking care, howrv.T. l.y his rh,.,

'"^

give the visitor an opportunity of making his own storcs.'if hr hv'
I have frequently observed this—with admiration hoth of his i,

criminating kindness. To me, at the time of my first visit,
often as to a member of his own profession; and iiidfcd hr s.'.m„..,1 .,Iw
real pleasure in citing from his own experience as an advocate ami
The first book he recommended to me for an hour's occupation in hi-
an old Scotch pamphlet of the trial of Philip Stanfichl (puhlish.-d al

State Trials) ; a dismal and mysterious str)ry of murder, conntrtr.l

politics of the time of James II., and having in it a taste of the niam-Uous.*" It would, I think, be extremely diffK-uit to give a just idea of his ir,.t,.
- ' —

.

versation to any one who had not known him. Considering his rrrrat per
>

literary popularity, and the wide circle of society in which'he hail lived, it m u.,.

haps remarkable that so few of his sayings, real or imputed, are in circulation. Ht.t
he did not atfect sayings; the points and sententious turns, which are so cuilr
caught up and transmitted, were not natural to him : though he occasionally rxpri-»«.ila thought very pithily and neatly. For example, he once described the Duk.- ..\

Wellington's style of debating as '

slicinsr the argument into two or three y \

helping himself to the best.' But the great charm of his '
table-talk' v. .

sweetness and abandon with which it flowed,—always, however, jruided by s>u^\
sense and taste; the warm and unstudied eloquence with which he ex|i'
sentiments than opinions; and the liveliness and force with which hr .

described : and all that he spoke derived so much of its effect fp)m indet'm.il.le t'.iiri-

ties of manner, look, and tone—and sometimes from the choice of apparently in>nr.
nificant words—that a moderately faithful transcript of his sentences would bo but a
faint image of his conversation.

" At the time of my first and second visits to Ahbotsford, in 1H0.1 am! lH-21, his
health was less broken, and his spirits more youthful and buoyant, than when I

afterwards saw him, in the years from 1827 to "l 831. Not only was he inexhausti-
ble in anecdote, but he still loved to exert the talent of dramatizing, and in some
measure representing in his own person the incidents he told of, ur the sitii.iii.Tw h»«

imagined. I recollect, for instance, his sketching in this manner (it was, I tlmik,

apropos to some zoological discussion with Mr. William Stewart Rose) a sailor

trying to persuade a monkey to speak, and vowing, with all kinds of whimsical

oaths, that he would not tell of him.f On the evening of my first arrival, he ii>>k

me to see his '

wild-man,' as he called him, the celebrated Tom I'urdie, who was m
an outhouse, unpacking some Indian idols, weapons, and carved work, just arrived

from England. The better to exhibit Tom, his master played a most amusing sc^nfl

of wonder, impatience, curiosity, and fear lest any thing should be broken or \he

candle fall into the loose hay of the packages, but all this with great mihmissinn to

the better judgment of the factotum, who went on gravely breaking up

ing after his own manner, as if he had been sorting some toys for a n
•

:.

Another specimen of his talent for representation, which struck me forcibly about

the same time, w^as his telling the story (related in his Letters on Detr
' ' *'

a dying man who, in a state of delirium, while his nurse was absent, !

appeared at a club of which he was president, and was taken tor his ow In

relating this not very likely story, he described with his deep and liii>: .. • *,

and with gestures and looks suited to each part of the action, the sick ma:

pale and with vacant eyes, walking into the club-room ; the silence and cons-

of the club ; the supposed spectre moving to tiie head of the table ; ifiviuij .i

salutation to the company ; raising a glass towards his lips; stitlly turninjf

from side to side, as if pledging the several members; his departure, jum .. ....

night; and the breathless conference of the club, as they recovered theinHrlves from

this strange visit. St. Ronan's Well was published soon after ihe ti

'

'hi*

* See the case of Philip Stanficld's alleged parricide, and Sir Walter fic^tf* rrmafi*

thereupon, in his edition of "Lord Fountainhall's Clirnnolopiciil .Votes on .'<co<tuh
-^^^^

pp. 233-36 ; and compare an extract from one of liis early not«;-b<x)k», gitcn «<». «»• i

p. 151.

t Mr. Rose was at this time mcditatinfr his entertaining htlJc jnt ifttprU, ca

"Anecdotes of Monkeys."
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story, and I have no doubt that Sir Walter had it in his mind in Avriting one of the

last scenes of that novel.
" He read a play admirably well, distinguishing the speeches by change of tone

and manner, without naming the characters. I hud the pleasure of hearing him
recite, shortly before it was published, his own spirited ballad of '

Bonny Dundee ;'

and never did I listen to more '

eloquent music' This was in one of the last years
of his life, but the lines

'

Away, to tlic hills, to the caves, to the rocks !

Ere I own a usurper, I'll couch with the fox !
'

could not, in his most vigorous days, have been intonated with more fire and energy.
" In conversation he sometimes added very strikingly to the ludicrous or pathetic

effect of an expression by dwelling on a syllable; holding the note, as it would have
been called in music. Thus I recollect his telling, with an extremely droll empha-
sis, that once, when a boy, he was 'cuffed^ by his aunt for singing,

' There's nae repentance in my heart,

The fiddle's in my arms !

' *

"'No one who has seen him can forget the surprising povrer of change which his

countenance showed when awakened from a state of composure. In 1823, when I

first knew him, the hair upon his forehead was quite grey, but his face, which was

healthy and sanguine, and the hair about it, which had still a strong reddish tinge,
contrasted rather than harmonized with the sleek, silvery locks above ; a contrast

which might seem rather suited to a jovial and humorous, than to a pathetic expres-
sion. But his features were equally capable of both. The form and hue of his

eyes (for the benefit of minute physiognomists it should be noted, that the pupils
contained some small specks of brown) were wonderfully calculated for showing
great varieties of emotion. Their mournful aspect was extremely earnest and afl^ect-

ing ; and, when he told some dismal and mysterious story, they had a doubtful,

melancholy, exploring look, which appealed irresistibly to the hearer's imagination.

Occasionally, when he spoke of something very audacious or eccentric, they would
dilate and light up with a tragic-comic, harebrained expression, quite peculiar to him-

self ; one might see in it a whole chapter of Omir-de-Uon and the Clerk of Copman-
hurst. Never, perhaps, did a man go through all the gradations of laughter with

such complete enjoyment, and a countenance so radiant. The first dawn of a hu-

mourous thought would show itself sometimes, as he sat silent, by an involuntary

lengthening of the upper lip, followed by a shy sidelong glance at his neighbours,

indescribably whimsical, and seeming to ask from their looks whether the spark of

drollery should be suppressed or allowed to blaze out. In the full tide of mirth he
did indeed '

laugh the heart's laugh,' like Walpole, but it was not boisterous and

overpowering, nor did it check the course of his words ; he could go on telling or

descanting, while his lungs did ' crow like chanticleer,' his syllables in the strug-

gle, growing more emphatic, his accent more strongly Scotch, and his voice plain-
tive with excess of merriment.

" The habits of life at Abbotsford, when I first saw it, ran in the same easy,
rational, and pleasant course which I believe they always afterwards took; though
the family was at this time rather strained in its arrangements, as some of the prin-

cipal rooms were not finished. After breakfast Sir Walter took his short interval

of study in the light and elegant little room afterwards called Miss Scott's. That
which he occupied when Abbotsford was complete, though more convenient in some
material respects, seemed to me the least cheerful| and least private in the house.

It had, however, a recommendation which, perhaps, he was very sensible of, that,

as he sat at his %\T:iting-table, he could look out at his young trees. About one

o'clock he walked or rode, generally with some of his visitors. At this period he
used to be a good deal on horseback, and a pleasant sight it was to see the gallant
old gentleman, in his seal-skin cap and short green jacket, lounging along a field-

side on his mare, Sibyl Grey, and pausing now and then to talk, with a serio-comic

look, to a labouring man or woman, and rejoice them with some quaint saying in

* These lines are from the old ballad,
"
Macpherson's Lament,"—the groundwork of

Burns's glorious
"
Macpherson's Farewell."—See Scott's Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol.

xvii., p. 259.

t It is, however, the only sitting-room in the house that looks southward.
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broad Scotch. The dinner hour was early ; the sittinjr after dinnrr wa« ho«hiukU
but not immoderately prolonged; and the vvholo family ,,-,,rty (f„r ,uch it 1 « !.!
seemed, even if there were several visitors) then met

ajrui.i for a nhort ,-

which was passed in conversation and music. I once heard Sir W.du-r •

he believed there was a 'pair' of cards (such was his
antifiuatr.l ..

where in the house—but probably there is no tradition of their li

used. The drawing-room and library (unfurnished at the time „[ my „„i v„„i
opened into each other, and formed a beautiful evening apartment, liy ..very oimwho has visited at Abbotsford they must be associated^ with some of the mo,t ,1...

lightful recollections of his life. Sir Walter listened to the music of lii
'

which was all congenial to his own taste, with a never-failing euthi- ,/
followed the fine old songs which Mrs. LocUhart sang to her

li;irp with hin miml,
eyes, and lips, almost as if joining in an act of religionT To other musical perfonnl
ances he was a dutiful, and often a pleased listener, but I believe ho cared little for
mere music ; the notes failed to charm him if they were not connected with ir'.od

words, or immediately associated with some history or stromr sentiment, upon which
his imagination could fasten. A similar observation might, T should conceive, apply
to his feeling of other arts. I do not remember any picture or print at Abhotstord
which was remarkable merely as a work of colour or design. All, I think, either

represented historical, romantic, or poetical subjects, or related to persons, pl.iees,
or circumstances in which he took an interest. Even in architecture his taste h.»d

the same bias ; almost every stone of his house bore an allusion or suggested a
sentiment.
" It seemed at first a little strange, in a scene where so many things brought to

mind the Waverley novels, to hear no direct mention of them or even allusion to

their existence. But as forbearance on this head was a rule on which a complete
tacit understanding subsisted, there was no embarrassment or appearance of mys-
tery on the subject. Once or twice I have heard a casual reference made, in Sir

Walter's presence, to some topic in the novels ; no surprise or appearance of dis»-

pleasure followed, but the conversation, so far as it tended that way, died a natural

death. It has, I believe, happened that he himself has been caught unawares on
the forbidden ground ; I have heard it told by a very acute observer, not now livinir,

that on his coming once to Abbotsford, after the publication of the Pirate, Sir Walter
asked him,

'

Well, and how is our friend Kenible'? glorious .I«hn !' and then, rei-ol-

lecting, of course, that he was talking Claude Halcro, he checked himself, and could

not for some moments recover from the false step. Had a man been ever so prune
to indiscretion on such subjects, it would have been unpardonable to betray it to-

wards Sir Walter Scott, who (beside all his other claims to respect and afferlion)

was himself cautious, even to nicety, of hazarding an enquiry or remark which

might appear to be an intrusion upon the affairs of those with whom he conversed.

It may be observed, too, that the publications of the day were by no means the

staple of conversation at Abbotsford, though they had their turn ; and with respect

to his own works Sir Walter did not often talk even of those which were avowed.

If he ever indulged in any thing like egotism, he loved better to speak of what h«

had done and seen than of what he had written.
" After all, there is perhaps hardly a secret in the world which bus not its safety-

valve. Though Sir Walter abstained strictly from any nuMition of the WnviTJi-y

novels, he did not scruple to talk, and that with great zest, of the plays whieh had

been founded upon some of them, and the characters, as there represented. Soon

after our first meeting, he described to me, with his usual dr.unatie pow.T, the

death-bed scene of 'the original Dandie Dinmont;'* of course ref.Tring. ostensibly

at least, to the opera of Guy Mannering. He dwelt with extreme deliirht upon Mao-

kay's performances of the Bailie and Dominie Sampson, and appeared to Uiste then>

with all the fresh and disinterested enjoyment of a common s|)ectator.
I do not

know a more interesting circumstance in the history of the Waverley noveU than

the pleasure which their illustrious author thus received, as it were at the rebound,

from those creations of his own mind which had so largely increased th.- i>iijoymrnt«

of all the civilized world. ,

" In one instance only did he, in my presence, say or do any thing which M*ai*c

to have an intentional reference to the novels themselves, while they were yet una©'

* See Note to Guy Mannering, Waverley NoveU, vol. iv, p. S-W.
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knowledged. On the last day of my visit in 1823, I rode out with Sir Walter and
his friend Mr. Rose, who was then his guest and frequent companion in these short

rambles. Sir Walter led us a little way down the left bank of the Tweed, and then

into the moors by a track called the Girth Road, along which, he told us, the pil-

grims from that side of the river used to come to Melrose. We traced upward, at

a distance, the course of the little stream called the Elland, Sir Walter, as his habit

was, pausing now and then to point out any thing in the prospect that was either

remarkable in itself, or associated with any interesting recollection. I remember,
in particular, his showing us, on a distant eminence, a dreary lone house, called the

Hawk's Nest, in which a young man, returning from a fair with money, had been
murdered in the night and buried under the floor, where his remains were found after

the death or departure of the inmates ; the fact was simple enough in itself, but,

related in his manner, it was just such a story as should have been told by a poet
on a lonely heath. When we had ridden a little time on the moors, he said to me
rather pointedly,

' I am going to show you something that I think will interest you;'
and presently, in a wild corner of the hills, he halted us at a place where stood three

small ancient towers, or castellated houses, in ruins, at short distances from each

other. It was plain, upon the slightest consideration of the topography, that one

(perhaps any one) of these Vv'as the tower of Glendearg, where so many romantic

and marvellous adventures happen in The Monastery. While we looked at this

forlorn group, I said to Sir Walter that they were what Burns called '

ghaist-alluring
edifices.'

'
Yes,' he answered, carelessly,

' I dare say there are many stories about

them.' As we returned, by a different route, he made me dismount and take a foot-

path through a part of Lord Somerville's grounds, where the Elland runs through a

beautiful little valley, the stream winding between level borders of the brightest

greensward, which narrow or widen as the steep sides of the glen advance or recede.

The place is called the Fairy Dean, and it required no cicerone to tell that the glen
was that in which Father Eustace, in the Monastery, is intercepted by the White

Lady of Avenel."

Every friend of Sir Walter's must admire particularly Mr. Adol-

phus's truly exquisite description of his laugh ; but, indeed every word
of these memoranda is precious, and I shall by and by give the rest

of them under the proper date.

In September, the Highland Society of Scotland, at the request of

the late Sir Henry Stewart of AUanton, sent a deputation to his seat

in Lanarkshire, to examine and report upon his famous improvements
in the art of transplanting trees. Sir Walter was one of the committee

appointed fbr this business, and he took a lively interest in it ; as wit-

ness the Essay on Landscape Gardening,* which, whatever may be

the fate of Sir Henry Stewart's own writings, will transmit his name
to posterity. Scott made several Allantonian experiments at Abbots-

ford; but found reason in the sequel to abate somewhat of the enthu-

siasm which his Essay expresses as to the system. The question, after

all, comes to pounds, shillings, and pence
—and whether Sir Henry's

accounts had or had not been accurately kept, the thing turned out

greatly more expensive on Tweedside than he had found it represented
in Clydesdale.

I accompanied Sir Walter on this little expedition, in the course of

which we paid several other visits, and explored not a few ancient

castles in the upper regions of the Tweed and the Clyde. Even while

the weather was most unpropitious, nothing could induce liim to

remain in the carriage when we approached any ruined or celebrated

edifice. If he had never seen it before, his curiosity was like that of

an eager stripling ;
—if he had examined it fifty times, he must renew

* Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. xxi., pp. 77-1 51.
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Ills familiarity, and gratify the tenderness of youthful rcnini.r.-nWhile on the road, his conversation never fla.-,ca--storv ^
story, and ballad came upon ballad in endless suc.-essiMn .

struck me most was the apparently omnivorous yrasp „f j.i

*

That he should recollect every stanza of any ancient ditty ..f i'hiv'alrJ
or romance that had once excited his imagination, <-oul.l unlJZ
surprise me; but it seemed as if he remembered every thii, \i
exception, so it were in any thing like the shape of verse, il. ,a
ever read. For example, the morning after we left Allanton wo
went across the country to breakfast with his friend Cranstoun (Lord
Corehouse), who accompanied us in the sanu: carriage; and his lord-

ship happening to repeat a phrase, remarkable onlv i^jr its absurdity,
from a Magazine poem of the very silliest feebleness, which they had
laughed at when at College together. Scott immediately began at the

beginning, and gave it us to the end, with apparently no more ellbrt
than if he himself had composed it the day before. I could after this

easily believe a story often told by Hogg, to the efTect that, lamenting
in Scott's presence his having lost his only copy of a long f)allad nnu-
posed by him in his early days, and of' which he thetr could recall

merely the subject, and one or two fragments, Sir Walter forthwith
said, with a smile,

" Take your pencil. Jemmy, and I'll dictate your
ballad to you, word for word ;"

—which was done accordint^dv.
As this was among the first times that I ever travelled tor a few

days in company with Scott, I may as well add the surprise with
which his literary diligence, when away from home and his h«^)oks,

could not fail to be observed. Wherever we slept, whether in a noble
mansion or in the shabbiest of country inns, and whether the work
was done after retiring at night or before an early start in the morn-

ing, he very rarely mounted the carriage again without having a

packet of the well-known aspect ready sealed, and corded, and
addressed to his printer in Edinburgh. I used to suspect that he had

adopted in his latter years the plan of writing every thing on pajwr of
the quarto form, in place of the folio which he at an earlier perio<l

used, chiefly because in this way, whenever he was writing, and

wherever he wrote, he might seem to casual observers, to he increly

engaged upon a common letter ; and the rapidity of his execution, taken

with the shape of his sheet, has probably deceived hundreds; \n\i when
he had finished his two or three letters, St. llonan's Well, or whatever

was in hand, had made a chapter in advance.

The following w^as his first letter to Miss Edgewortli after her re-

turn to Ireland. Her youngest sister Sophia
—

(a beautiful creature—
now gone, like most of the pleasant party then assembled)—had par-

ticularly pleased him by her singing of a fragment of an Irish ditty,

the heroine of which was a sad damsel in a petticoat of red—the cho

rus, I think, something like

"
Shool, shool, ochone—ochnne .'

Thinking on the days tliat are long enough agonu ;"

and he had, as w^e shall see, been busying himself amoni: U\< ballad

collections, to see if he could recover any more of the words tlian the

young lady had given him.
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To Miss Edgeworih, Edgeworthstown.
"

Ahliotsford, 22d Sept. 1823.
" My dear Miss Edg'eworth,

" Miss Harriet had the goodness to give me an account of your safe arrival in

the Green Isle, of which I was, sooth to say, extremely glad ; for I had my own
private apprehensions that your very disagreeable disorder might return Avhile you
were among strangers, and in our rugged climate. I now conclude you are settled

quietly at home, and looking back on recollections of mountains, and valleys, and

pipes, and clans, and cousins, and masons, and carpenters, and puppy-dogs, and all

the confusion of Abbotsford, as one does on the recollections of a dream. We shall

not easily forget the vision of having seen you and our two young friends, and your
kind indulgence for all our humours, sober and fantastic, rough or smooth. Mamma
vrrites to make her own acknowledgments for your very kind attention about the

cobweb stockings, which reached us under the omnipotent frank of Croker, who,
like a true Irish heart, never scruples stretching his powers a little to serve a

friend.
" We are all here much as you left us, only in possession of our drawing-room,

and glorious with our gas-lights, which as yet have only involved us once in total

darkness—once in a temporary eclipse. In both cases the remedy was easy and
the cause obvious; and if the gas has no greater objections than I have yet seen or

can anticipate, it is soon like to put wax and mutton-suet entirel)'^ out of fashion.

I have recovered, by great accident, another verse or tW'O of Miss Sophia's beauti-

ful Irish air ; it is only curious as hinting at the cause of the poor damsel of the

red petticoat's deep dolour :—
' I went to the mill, but the miller was gone,
I sate me down and cried oehone.
To think on the days that are past and gone,
Of Dickie Macphalion that's slain.

Shool, shool, &-C.

I sold my rock, I sold my reel, ^
And sae hae I my spinning-wheel,
And all to buy a cap of steel,

For Dickie Macphalion that's slain.

Shool, shool,' &c. &c.

" But who was Dickie Macphalion for whom this lament was composed 1 Who
was the Pharaoh for whom the Pyramid was raised ? The questions are equally
dubious and equa]l}f important, but as the one, we may reasonably suppose, was a

Kincr of Egypt, so I think we may guess the other to have been a Captain of Rap-
parees, since the ladies, God bless them, honour with the deepest of their lamenta-

tion gallants who live wildly, die bravely, and scorn to survive until they become
old and not worth weeping for. So much for Dickie Macphalion, who, I dare say,
was in his day

' a proper young man.'*
" We have had Sir Humphry Davy here for a day or two—very pleasant and

instructive, and Will Rose for a month—that is, coming and going. Lockhart has

been pleading at the circuit for a clansman of mine, who, having sustained an

affront from two men on the road home from Earlstown fair, nobly waylaid and

murdered them both single-handed. He also cut off their noses, which was carr}'-

ing the matter rather too far, and so the jury thought—so my namesake must strap
for it, as many of The Rough Clan have done before him. After this Lockhart and

I went to Sir Henry Stewart's, to examine his process of transplanting trees. He

* " As clever Tom Clinch, while the rabble was bawling,
Rode stately through Holborn to die in his calling.
He stopt at the George for a bottle of sack.

And promised to pay for it when he came back.

His waistcoat, and stockings, and breeches were white

His cap had a new cherry ribbon to tie't.

The maids to the doors and the balconies ran.
And said,

'

Lack-a-day ! he's a proper young man !'
"

Swift.



LETTER TO MISS BAILLU:. H,
exercises wonderful power certainly over the vefTot;ibl.> worl.l ,«! i t ...

trees dance about as merrily as ever did Orpl.nKS ;1,ut l.. Tus
'

t 1
'"" ^

ceit with my profession of a landscape-jrardener, now I s<>f so f, w • -

'**

sary for a stock in trade. I wish Miss Harriet would droam .

visions about Spicie.* The poor thing has been very ill of th;it f

per to the canine race, called, par excellence, lite DisUmprr. \ i, ,. , 'J*"

her, as who should say thus you would doctor a do.r, and 1 h..p|. i„ »,„„,»' vZ
through, as she is a very alfectionate little creature, and of a fin.-

- •

SK.^
still an odd wheezing, however, which makes mc rather doubtful yvl
Lockharts are both Avell, and at present our lodgers, together with J,., „,
as he calls himself, Donichue, which sounds fike one" of y.nir old 1 '^
They all join in every thing kind and alTectionate to you and the youne ladirn and
best compliments to your brother—Belie\c me ever, dear Miss Edtfeworth, y-mrn
with the greatest truth and respect,

*

^VALTER SeoTT."

The following letter was addressed to Joanna Bailiic on the death
of her brother the celebrated physician :

—
To Miss Joanna BailUe.

" My dearest Friend,

"Your very kind letter reached me just while I was deliberating how \»
address you on the painful, most painful subject, to which it refers, and consideringhow I could best intrude my own sympathy amidst your domestic affliction. The
token you have given of your friendship, by thinking of me at such a moment, I

will always regard as a most precious, though melancholy proof of r
-;iy.We have, indeed, to mourn such a man, as, since medicine was first • 1 an

useful and honourable science, has rarely occurred to grace its annals, and who will
be lamented so long as any one lives, who has experienced the !idvanta<re of his

professional skill, and the affectionate kindness by which it was accomp.uii.d. \[j
neighbour and kinsman, John Scott of Gala, who was attended by our rxr»'lli'nl

friend during a very dangerous illness, is mingling his sorrow with mine, as one
who laments almost a second father ; and when in this remote corner there arp two
who join in such a sincere tribute to his memory, what must be the sorrows within
his more immediate sphere of exertion ! I do, indeed, sincerely pity the fanuly and
friends who have lost such a head, and that at the very time when they might, in

the course of nature, have looked to enjoy his society ft.r many yt;ara, and evon
more closely and intimately than during the preceding period of his life, when his

domestic intercourse was so much broken in upon by liis professional duties. .It in

not for us, in this limited state of observation and comprehension, to eniiuirf why
the lives most useful to society, and most dear to friendship, seem to be of a shorter

date than those which are useless, or perhaps worse than useless ;
—but the cer-

tainty that in another and succeeding state of things these apparent dit?ieultie.s will

be balanced and explained, is the best, if not the only cure for uir.ivai"' w,

and this your well-balanced and powerful mind knows better how to
a, _

.i I

how to teach the doctrine.
" We wTre made in some degree aware of the extremely precarious statf of our

late dear friend's health, by letters which young Surtees had tVoni his friends JM

Gloucestershire, during a residence of a few weeks with us, and \n
'

'

the melancholy subject in a very hopeless manner, and with ail th-

it was calculated to excite. Poor dear Mrs. Baillie is
infinitely

to be pnird, bu»

you are a family of love; and though one breach has been made w— ' u, will

only extend your arms towards each other the more, to iiide, tlioui;. tiot till

up, the gap which has taken place. The same consolation remain- •"•

and yourself, my dear friend; and I have no doubt, that in tlte ''•

-v*
Spice, one of the Pepper and Mustard terriers. Scott varirri tlir n

die Dinmont, but still, as he phrased it, "stuck to the cruris." A' «

Pepper, a Mustard, a Spice, a Ginger, a Catchup, and a Soi/slU doacenJanU oj i

Charlie's-hope patriarchs.

VoL.ll 2S 29
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Baillie's family, and their success in life, you will find those pleasing ties which
connect the passing generation with that which is rising to succeed it upon the

stage.
"
Sophia is in the way of enlarging her family

—an event to which I look forward
with a mixture of anxiety and hope. One baby, not very strong, though lively and

clever, is a frail chance upon which to stake happiness ; at the same time, God
knows there have been too many instances of late of the original curse having
descended on young mothers with fatal emphasis ; but we will hope the best. In
the mean-time her spirits are good, and her health equally so. I know that even at

this moment these details will not be disagreeable to you, so strangely are life and

death, sorrow and pleasure, blended together in the tapestry of human life.

" I answer your letter before I have seen Sophia ; but I know well how deeply
she is interested in your grief. My wife and Anne send their kindest and most

sympathetic regards. Walter is at the Royal Military College to study the higher
branches of his profession, and Charles has returned to Wales.

"
IVIy affectionate respects attend Mrs. Baillie and Mrs Agnes, and I ever am, my

dear friend, respectfully and affectionately, yours,
Walter Scott."

To D, Terry, Esq., London.
"
Abbotsford, October 29, 1823.

" My dear Terry,
" Our correspondence has been flagging for some time, yet I have much to

thank you for, and perhaps something to apologize for. We did not open Mr. Bal-

dock's commode, because, in honest truth, this place has cost me a great deal within

these two years, and I was loth to add a superfluity, however elegant, to the heavy
expense already necessarily incurred. Lady Scott, the party most interested in the

drawing-room, thinks mirrors, when they cast up, better things and more necessary.
We have received the drawing-room grate

—very handsome indeed—from Bower,
but not those for the library or my room, nor are they immediately wanted. Nothing
have we heard of the best bed and its accompaniments, but there is no hurry for

this neither. We are in possession of the bedroom story, garrets, and a part of the

under or sunk story
—basement, the learned call it; but the library advances slowly.

The extreme wetness of the season has prevented the floor from being laid, nor

dare we now venture it till spring, when shifting and arranging the books will be
' a pleasing pain and toil with a gain.' The front of the house is now enclosed by
a court-yard wall, with flankers of 100 feet, and a handsome gateway. The inte-

rior of the court is to be occupied by a large gravel drive for carriages, the rest with

flowers, shrubs, and a ?ew trees : the inside of the court-yard wall is adorned with
laro-e carved medallions from the old Cross of Edinburgfh, and Roman or colonial

heads in bas-relief from the ancient station of Petreia, now called Old Penrith. A
walk runs along it, which I intend to cover with creepers as a trellised arbour : the

court-yard is separated from the garden by a very handsome colonnade, the arches

filled up with cast-iron, and the cornice carved with flowers, after the fashion of the

running cornice on the cloisters at Melrose ; the masons here cut so cheap that it

really tempts one. All this is in a great measure finished, and by throwing the

garden into a subordinate state, as a sort of plaisance, it has totally removed the

awkward appearance of its being so near the house. On the contrary, it seems a

natural and handsome accompaniment to the old-looking mansion. Some people
of very considerable taste have been here, who have given our doings much
applause, particularly Dr. Russel, a beautiful draughtsman, and no granter of propo-
sitions. The interior of the hall is finished with scutcheons, sixteen of which,

running along the centre, I intend to paint with ray own quarterings, so far as I

know them, for I am as yet uncertain of two on my mother's side ; but fourteen

are no bad quartering to be quite real, and the others may be covered with a cloud,
since I have no ambition to be a canon of Strasburg, forj

which sixteen are necessa-

ry; I may light on these, however. The scutcheons on the cornice I propose to

charge with the blazonry of all the Border clans, eighteen in number, and so many
of the great families, not clans, as will occupy the others ; the windows are to be

painted with the different bearings of different families of the clan of Scott, which,
with their quarterings and impalings, will make a prettj' display. The arranging
all these arms, &c., has filled up what Robinson Crusoe calls the rainy season,



ST. RONAN'S WKLL. ^^
for such this last may on the whole be called. I shall bo (rrfaily .,M, f. ,1 i,. . ., .

let me know what debts I owe in London, that 1
lu.iy remit J,-

pay for one's piping in time, and before we are faniiliar with our n,,r.
mentioned having some theatrical works for me; do not fail lo Iri
amount. Have you seen Dr. Meyrick's account of the Anci.;nl Ann-Jut I—u u mbook beautifully got up, and of much anti(juarian information.

"Having said so much for my house, I add for my family, that ilio,., v»ho w
here are quite well, but Lady Scott a little troubled with astbma. Hi" , t

send you my last affair now in progress : it is within, or may be cns\\\ .;

into dramatic time : whether it is otherwise qualified for the sUign 1 cmmoi jfursiti
I am, my dear Terry, truly yours,

Walter Scijtt."

The novel to which Sir Walter thus alhidcs was published about the
middle of December, and in its EngHsh reception there was another

falling off, which of course somewhat dispirited the boi>ks«;llcr for the

moment. Scotch readers in general dissented stouflv frnm this unfa-

vourable judgment, alleging, v»'ith perfect truth, that Meg I )nds desfrvcd
a place by the side of Monkbarns, Baihe Jarvie, and ( 'aptain I )al^cttv—'

that no one, who had lived in the author's own country, could hesitate

to recognise vivid and happy portrahures in Touchw(»od, Mar-Turk,
and the recluse minister of St. Ronan's—that the descriptions of n-itural

scenery might rank w^ith any he had given;
—and, fuirdly, that the

whole character of Clara Mowbray, but especially its deve|o|M'nient in

the third volume, formed an original creation, destined to Im <-|:issrd hv

posterity with the highest efforts of tragic romance. S»trne K<hnl)ur:;]j

critics, however, both talkers and writers, received, with considerable

grudgings, certain sarcastic sketches of the wouid-lxvfuie Hfe of the

w^atering-place
—sketches which their Southern ijrelhren had kindly

suggested ?night be drawn from jXorthern observation, but could never

appear better than fantastic caricaiin-es to any person who had visited

even a third-rate Ensflish resort of the same nominal class. I admit

that the author dashed off these minor personages with, in the
painter's

phrase, a rich brush ; but I am obliged to add, that they have tar more

truth about them than my countrymen seemed at the time willing to

allow; and if any of my readers, whether Scotch or English, has ever

happened to spend a few months, not in either an English or a Si-otch

watering-place of the present day, but among sueii miscellan<;>>iis

assemblages of British nondescripts and outcasts,—includin«; often

persons of higher birth than any of the beau moiidi' of St. Rotiin's

Well,—as now infest many towns of France and Switzerland, he u iil.

I am satisfied, be inclined to admit that, while the Continent was shut.

as it was in the days of Sir Walter's youthful wanderintjs, a trip to

such a sequestered place as Gilsland, or Molfat, or liuierleiihen (nln
^*

as inaccessible to London duns and bailills as the Isle ot .Man • -

then, or as Boulogne and Dieppe are now), may have snp|»lie.|
iIh'

future novehst's note-book \\\\h. authentic materials even for ^ "

worthies as Sir Bingo and Lady Binks, Dr. Quackleltcn. and Mr.

Winterblossom. It should, moreover, be borne in miml that, diinriij

our long insular blockade, northern watering-places were not al.»nc

favoured by the resort of questionable characters from th--

The comparative cheapness of living, and espoeiallv
ol c.^

procured for Edinburgh itself a constant succession of such v.
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so long as they could have no access to the tables d'hote and dancing-
masters of the Continent. When I first mingled in the society of

Edinburgh, it abounded with English, broken in character and in

fortune, who found a mere title (even a baronet's one) of consequence

enough to obtain for tiiem, from the proverbially cautious Scotch, a

degree of attention to which they had long been unaccustomed among
those who had chanced to observe the progress of their personal
histories ; and I heard many name, when the novel was new, a booby
of some rank, in whom they recognised a sufficiently accurate proto-

type for Sir Bingo.
Sir Walter had shown a very remarkable degree of good-nature in

the completion of this novel. When the catastrophe came in view,

James Ballantyne suddenly took vast alarm about a very important
feature in the history of the heroine. In the original conception, and

in the book as actually written and printed, Clara Mowbray's mock

marriage had not halted at the profaned ceremony of the church, and

the dedicate printer shrunk from the idea of obtruding on the fastidious

public the possibility of any personal contamination having been

incurred by a high-born damsel of the nineteenth century. Scott was
at first inclined to dismiss the typographer's scruples as briefly as he

had done those of Blackwood in the case of the Black Dwarf:—" You
would never have quarrelled with it, James, had the thing happened to

a girl in gingham. The silk petticoat can make little ditlerence, either

in fact or in fiction." James reclaimed with double energy, and called

Constable to the rescue, and after some pause, the author very

reluctantly consented to cancel and rewrite about twenty-four pages,
which was enough to obliterate, to a certain extent, the dreaded

scandal—and in a similar degree as he always persisted, to perplex
and weaken the course of his narrative, and the dark effect of its

denoitement.

Whoever mia^ht take offence with different parts of the book, it was

rapturously hailed by the inhabitants of Innerleithen, who immediately
identified the most striking of its localities with those of their own
pretty village and its picturesque neighbourhood, and foresaw in this

celebration a chance of restoring the popularity of their long neglected
Well—the same to which, as the reader of the first of these volumes

may have noticed, Sir Walter Scott had occasionally escorted his

mother and sister in the days of boyhood. The notables of the little

town voted by acclamation that the old name of Innerleithen should

be, as far as possible, dropped thenceforth, and that of St. Ronan's

adopted. Nor were they mistaken in their auguries. An unheard-of

influx of water-bibbers forthwith crowned their hopes
—and spruce

hottles and huge staring lodging-houses soon arose to disturb wofully

every association that had induced Sir Walter to make Innerleithen
^

the scene of a romance. Nor were they who profited by these inva-

sions of the genius loci at all sparing in their demonstrations of

gratitude. The traveller reads on the corner of every new erection

there,
" Abbotsford Place,"

"
Waverley Row," " The Marmion

Hotel," or some inscription of the like coinage.

Among other consequences or adjuncts of the revived fame of the

place, a yearly festival was instituted for the celebration of " The St.
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Ronan's Border Games." A club of •• Bowmen of iho lUt^icx
-

arrayed m doublets of Lincoln irrccn, with broad blue UmuicU, aiid
having the Ettrick Shepherd ibr ('aptaiii, ussumrd '

'

^1

management of this exhibition; and Sir Waller was u. .„
be enrolled among them, and during several years was k rt'u'uUr
attendant, both on the Meadow, where (besicjes andjury) Icat.uiif,

racing, wrestling, stone-heaving, and hammer-tlirowini;.

opposite to the noble old Castle of Tra(|uair, and at die -

_
.„

banquet, where Hogg, in full costume, always presided as inasier of
the ceremonies. In fact, a gayer spectacle than that of iIh; HL
Ronari's Games, in those days, could not well have Ih-mmi d- '.

The Shepherd, even when on the verge of three-score, cxcrleil h.

lustily in the field, and scldQin tailed to carry oil" some of the prizes,
to the astonishment of his vanquished juniors; and the hou vivunh of

Edinburgh mustered strong among the gentry and yeoinanrv of
Tweeddale to see him afterwards in his glory, tilling the itresultMil's

chair with eminent success, and commonly supported on this, which
was, in fact, the grandest evening of his year, by Sir Walter Scott,
Professor Wilson, Sir Adam Ferguson, and " I'eter lioberts(»n."

In Edinburgh, at least, the play founded, after the usual fashion, <m
St. Ronan's Well, had success very far beyond the ex[)oclations of

the novelist, whatever may have been those of the dramati/.t;r. After

witnessing the first representation, Scott wrote thus to Terry :
— *• We

had a new piece t'other night from St. Ronan's, which, though 1 should

have supposed very ill adapted for the stage, succeeded wonderfully
—

chiefly by Murray's acting the Old Nabob, whitdi he did very wclL

Mackay also made an excellent Meg Dods, aiul kept his gcstur*; and

his, action more within the verge of female decorum than I thoui»hl

possible."
A broad piece of drollery, in the shape of an epilogue, delivered in

character by Mackay when he first took a benefit as Meg I)o«ls. will

be found in the eleventh volume of Scott's Poetical Works, edition

1824; but though it caused great merriment at the time in Edinburgh,

the allusions are so exclusively local and temporary, that I tear no

commentary could ev^er make it intelligible elsewhere,

CHAPTER XXIV.

PUBLICATION OF REDGAUNTLET- DEATH OF LORD BYRON - IJUKAKV AND

MUSEUM—"THE WALLACE CHAIR-HOISK-I' MNTINC. KTC-W
LETTERS TO CONSTABLE—MISS EDGE\VOF{TII-TF.I{UV->riSS HMI

MONTAGU-MR. SOUTHF.Y-CHARLES SCOTT. ETC.-DKATM AND Knr\ni

OF MAIDA—FIRES IN EDINBURGH.— 1824.

Immediately on the conclusion of St. Ronan's Well. Sir Walrcr

began the novel of Redgauntlet ;—hn{ it ha.l ma.i.' con-
'

^'»-

ffress at press before Constable and Ballantyne .-ould jkt .. .. '»

substitute that title for Ikrries. The book was published
in June l".*.

29*
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and was received at the time with comparative coldness, though it has

since, I beheve, found more justice. The reintroduction of the adven-
turous hero of 1745, in the dullness and dimness of advancingr ase,
and fortunes hopelessh^ blighted

—and the presenting him—with whose
romantic portraiture at an earlier period historical truth had been so

admirably blended—as the moving principle of events, not only entire-

ly, but notoriously imaginary
—this was a rash experiment, and could

not fail to suggest many disagreeable and disadvantageous compari-
sons ; yet, had there been no Waverley, I am persuaded the fallen and
faded Ascanius of Redgauntlet would have been universally pro-
nounced a masterpiece. About the secondary personages there could

be Httle ground for controversy. What novel or drama has surpassed
the grotesquely ludicrous, dashed with

th|f profound pathos of Peter

Peebles—the most tragic of farces'?—or the still sadder merriment of

that human shipwreck, Nantie Ewart ?—or Wandering Willie and his

Tale ?—the wildest and most rueful of dreams told by such a person,
and in such a dialect ! Of the young correspondents, Darsie Latimer
and Allan Fairford, and the Quakers of Mount Sharon, and indeed

of numberless minor features in Redgauntlet, no one who has read the

first volume of these memoirs will expect me to speak at length here.

With posterity assuredly this novel will yield in interest to none of the

series—for it contains perhaps more of the author's personal expe-
riences than any other of them, or even than all the rest put together.

This yenr, mirahile dichi ! produced but one novel; and it is not

impossible that the author had taken deeply into his mind, though he

would not immediately act upon them, certain hints about the danger
of "

overcropping," which have been alluded to as dropping from his

publishers in 1823. He had, however, a labour of some weight to go
through in preparing for the press a Second Edition of his voluminous

Swift. The additions to this reprint were numerous, and he corrected

his notes, and the Life of the Dean throughout, with considerable care.

He also threw off several reviews and other petty miscellanies—among
which last occurs his memorable tribute to the memory of Lord Byron,
written for Ballantyne's newspaper immediately after the news of the

catastrophe at Missolonghi reached Abbotsford.

The arrangement of his library and museum was, however, the

main care of the summer months of this year ; and his woods were
now in such a state of progress that his most usual exercise out of

doors was thinning them. He was an expert as well as powerful
wielder of the axe, and competed with his ablest subalterns as to the

paucity of blows by which a tree could be brought down. The w'ood

rang ever and anon Vvdth laughter while he shared their labours ; and
if he had taken, 'as he every now and then did, a whole day with them,

they were sure to be invited home to Abbotsford to sup gaily at Tom
Purdie's. One of Sir Walter's Transatlantic admirers, by the way,
sent him a complete assortment of the tools employed

'

in clearing the

Backwoods, and both he and Tom made strenuous efforts to attain

some dexterity in using them ; but neither succeeded. The American

axe, in particular, having a longer shaft than ours, and a much smaller

and narrower cutting-piece, was, in Tom's opinion, only fit for paring
a kebbuck

(i.
e. a cheese of skimmed milk). The old-fashioned large
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and broad axe was soon resumed ; and the bolt that b<>re it hid
modation also for a chisel, a hainincr, and a small saw. Am..n.» allthe numbeness portraits, why was there not one n

"

"Belted Knight," accoutred with these appurttniaiu-.--
craft, jogging over the heather on a breezy morning, with 'I

Purdie at his
stirrup, and Maida stalking in advance?

Notwithstanding the nuinherless letters to Terry about Ins ••

plenishing," the far greater part of it was manufactured at hoi, i

most of the articles from London were only models for the usie of two
or threeneat-handed carpenters whoui he had discovcn.-d in thr vi''

•

of Darnick: and he watched ami directed their operations as <

as a George Bullock could have done, and the results were
even Bullock might have admired. The great table in the library, lor

example (a most complex and beautiful one), was dour
<Mifir.'ly in ihf

room where it now stands, by Joseph Shillinglaw of Darnii'k— the
master planning and studying every turn as zealously as cv.t an old

lady.pondered the developement of an embroidered design. The hani?-

ings and curtains, too, were chiefly the work of a litthrhun.-)
" '

!

tailor, by name IVilUam Goodfcllow—(save at Ahhotsford, ui. ; ...;

answered to Robin)
—who occupied a cottage on Scott's farm «>f th'-

Broomielees—one of the race that creep from homestead to homestead,
welcomed wherever they appear by housewife and handmai<lcn, th»r

great gossips and news-men of the parish,
—in Scottish nomcu.d.itiin?

cardooers. Proud and earnestly did all these vassals toil in his ser\i<-e;
and I think it was one of them that, when some stranger asked a

question about his personal demeanour, answered in these sim[il
• -

!—" Sir Walter speaks to every man as if they were hlood-rrl

Not long after he had completed his work at Abbotsford, little Good-
fellow fell sick, and as his cabin was near Chiefswood, I had manv
opportunities of observing the Sheriff's kind attention to hiu\ in Ins

affliction. I can never forget, in particular, the evening on which the

poor tailor died. When Scott entered the hovel he found every thin?

silent, and inferred from the looks of the good women in attend '

that their patient had fallen asleep, and that they feared his sleep >...^

the final one. He murmured some syllable of kind regret ;
—at the

sound of his voice the dying tailor unclosed his eyes, and eagerly and

wistfully sat up, clasping his hands with an expression of raptnr

gratefulness and devotion, that, in the midst of deformity, disease,
j

and wretchedness, w^as at once beautiful and sublime. He erietl \s ;

a loud voice, "The Lord bless and reward you," and expired with the

effort.

In the painting of his interior, too. Sir Walter {K^rsonally directed

every thing. He abominated the common-i)Iace daubing of walls,

panels, doors, and window-boards with coats of white, blue, or
^jrry.

and thought that sparklings and edgings of gilding only
^

' "' -

baldness and poverty more noticeable. He desired to have

wherever he could manage it, rich, though not gaudy hangini:'*. of

substantial, old-fashioned wainscot-work, "with no ornament hut thai

of carving; and where the wood was to be jiainfed
at all. i'

•• •- ""

in strict Imitation of oak or cedar. Except in the drau

which he abandoned to Lady Scott's taste, all the nn.fi were in



344 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

appearance of antique carved oak, relieved by coats of arms duly
blazoned at the intersections of beams, and resting on cornices, to the

eye of the same material, but really composed of casts in plaster of

Paris after the foliage, tlie flowers, the grotesque monsters and dwarfs,
and sometimes the beautiful heads of nuns and confessors, on which
he had doated from infancy among the cloisters of IMelrose and Ros-

lin. In the painting of these things, also, he had instruments who
considered it as a labour of love. The master-limner, in particular,
had a devoted attachment to his person ; and this was not wonderful,
for ho, in fact, owed a prosperous fortune to Scott's kind and saga-
cious advice, tendered at the very outset of his career. A printer's

apprentice attracted notice by his attempts with the pencil, and Sir

Walter was called upon, after often admiring his skill in representing

dogs and horses and the like, to assist him with his advice, as ambi-

tion had been stirred, and the youth would fain give himself to the

regular training of an artist. Scott took him into his room, and
conversed with him at some length. He explained the difficulties and

perils, the almost certain distresses, the few' and narrow chances of

this aspiring w^alk. He described the hundreds of ardent spirits that

pine out their lives in solitary garrets, lamenting over the rash eager-
ness with which they had obeyed the suggestions of young ambition,
and chosen a career in Avhich success of any sort is rare, and no suc-

cess but the highest is worth attaining.
" You have talents and

energy," said he,
" but who can say whether you have genius ? These

boyish drawings can never be relied on as proofs of that. If you feel

within you such a glow of ambition, that you w^ould rather run a

hundred chances of obscurity and penury than miss one of being a

Wilkie, make up your mind, and take the bold plunge ; but if your
object is merely to raise yourself to a station of worldly comfort and

independence,'
—if you w^ould fain look forward with tolerable assu-

rance to the prospect of being a respectable citizen, with your own
snug roof over your head, and the happy faces of a wife and children

about you,
—

pause and reflect well. It appears to me that there is

little demand for fine w^orks of the pencil in this country. Not a few

artists, who have even obtained high and merited reputation, find

employment scarce, and starve under their laurels. I think profit in

Britain is, with very rare exceptions, annexed to departments' of

obvious and direct utility, in which the mass of the people are con-

cerned; and it has often struck me, that some clever fellow might
make a good hit, if, in place of enrolling himself among the future Ra-

phaels and Vandykes of the Royal Academy, he should resolutely set

himself to introducing something of a more elegant style of house-

painting." The young man thus addressed (Mr. D. R. Hay) was
modest and wase enough to accept the advice with thankfulness, and
to act upon it with patience and steadiness. After a few years he had

qualified himself to take charge of all this delicate limning and blazon-

ing at Abbotsford. He is now, I understand, at the head of a great
and flourishing establishment in Edinburgh; and a treatise on the

science of colour, which has proceeded from his pen, is talked of

as reflecting high credit on his taste and understanding. Nor should

I omit what seems a particularly honourable trait in Mr. Hay :
—he is



"THE WALLACE CHAIR, &c." MS
said to be one of the most liberal patnjiis of native art :

'

\x.
ence ; in fact, to possess an unrivalled collection of the •.. 'J
temporary Scottish painters.

Mean-time the progress of Abbotsford stimulat.ul
Inri^.-lv »juth

friends and strangers to contribute articles of
curit.sity t.T- '- ' ,

final adornment. I have already alluded with regret to'th.

pletion of the Poet's own catalogue of his literary and aniKmariim
rarities, begun under the title of "

llcli(iui;r' Trott(;osian:i,-." and men.
tioned Mr. Train, the atfectiunate supervisor of excise, as thi: ini>Kt

unwearied and bountiful of all the contributors to the Museum. Now,
he would fain have his part in the substantial "plenishing" also; arwl
I transcribe, as a specimen of his zeal, the arcount which I havo
received from himself of the preparation and trans^li^;sion of one piece
of furniture, to which his friend allotted a distinguished place, for il

was one of the tiro chairs that ultimately stood in his own sanctum
sanctonim. In those days ]Mr. Train's olficial rcsidonco was at Kirk-

intolloch, in Stirlingshire; and he says, in his Mmordndn,—
"
Rnrbiston, or, as it is now called, Rnbroyston, \\\\vrc the v;>lt;int \N'

"

betrayed by Monteith of Ruskie, is only a iVw niib's distant from K
The walls of the house where the first scene of that disirr.icrfnl tnnjfily w
were standing, on my arrival in that quarter, in lR-21. Th«; ruof was t-rii".

but I observed that some butts of the rafters, built into the wall were

ing. As the ruin was about being taken down to niako way for tli'

"

I

easily succeeded in purchasing these old stumps from the farnit-r up'
it stood. When taken out of the building, these pieces of wood w»Te -. •, ao

much decayed as to be fit only for fuel ; but after planing otT about aa u.. u i.. .u ihe

surface, I found that the remainder of the wood was as hard as a bono, ami tunn-p-
tible of a fine polish. I then resolved upon having a chair "f tin-

scription made out of these wasted blocks as a memorial of our m'
,

with a feeling somewhat similar to theirs who remember their JSaviour m lh«

crucifix.
" In the execution of this undertaking workmen of various denominations wrro

employed. It was modelled from an old chair in the Palace of Ilanulti

nearl}^ covered with carved work, representing rocks, heather, and thistUs,

atic of Scotland, and indented with brass, representing the Harp nf the N'rrlk, sur-

rounded with laurels, and supported by targets, claymores, Lochaber axes, war

horns, &c. The seat is covered with silk velvet, beneath wliich is a draw.T. mn-

taining a book bound in the most primitive form in Robroyston Wood, wr

clasps." In this book is detailed at length some of the parliculurs here briitlv i

to, with the affirmations of several persons to whose care the chair was intrusti'd to

the course of making.
" On the (inside) back of the chair is a brass plate, bearing the following in-

scription :
—

THIS CHAIR,
MADE OF THE ONLY REMAhNI.VG WOOD

OF THE
HOUSE AT KOBROYSTON,

IN WHICH THE

MATCHLESS SIR WILLIAM WALLACK
' WAS DONE TO DEATH BV KELON HAND

E-QR GUARDING WELL HIS FATHERS' LAND,'

IS MOST RESPECTFULLV PRESENTED TO

SIR WALTER SCO'IT,
AS A SMALL TOKEN OF GRATITIDE,

BY HIS DEVOTED SERVANT,

JOSEPH TRAIN.

Vol. II. 2T
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"
Exaggerated reports of this chair spread over the adjacent country with a fiery-

cross-like speed, and raised public curiosity to such a height, that persons in their

own carriages came many miles to see it. I happened to be in a distant part of my
district at the time ; but 1 dare say many persons in Kirkintilloch will yet remember
how triumphantly the symbolic chair was borne from my lodgings to the bank of

the Great Canal, to be there shipped for Abbotsford, in the midst of the town-band

playing
—' Scots wha hae wi' Wallace bled,' and surrounded by thousands, who

made the welkin resound with bursts of national enthusiasm, justif)ang the couplet
of Pope—

' All tliis may be, the people's voice is odd ;

The Scots will fight for WaOace as for God.' "—

Such arrivals as that of " the Wallace Chair" were frequent through-
out 1824, It was a happy, and therefore, it need hardly be added an
ineventful year

—his last year of undisturbed prosperity. The little

incidents that diversified his domestic interior, and the zeal which he

always kept up for all the concerns of his friends, together with a few
indications of his opinions on subjects of literary and political interest,

will be found in his correspondence, which will hardly require any
editorial explanations.

Within, I think, the same week in January, arrived a splendid copy
of INIontfaucon's Antiquities, in fifteen volumes folio, richly bound and

gilt,
the gift of King George IV., and a very handsome set of the

Variorum Classics, in about a hundred volumes octavo, from Mr.
Constable. Sir Walter says

—
To Archibald Constable, Esq.

"
Abbotsford, 6th January, 1824.

" My dear Sir,
"
Yesterday I had the great pleasure of placing in my provisional library the

most splendid present, as I in sincerity believe, which ever an author received from
a bookseller. In the shape of these inimitable Variorums, who knows what new
ideas the Classics may suggest?—for I am determined to shake ofl" the rust which

years have contracted, and to read at least some of the most capital of the ancients

before I die. Believe me, my dear and old friend, I set a more especial va^ue on
this work as coming from you, and as being a pledge that the long and confidential

intercourse betwixt us has been agreeable and advantageous to both. Yours truly,
Walter Scott."

Miss Edgeworth had written to him to enq^iiire about the health of

his eldest daughter, and told him some funny anecdotes of an Ameri-
can dame, whose head had been turned by the Waverley Novels, and
who had among other demonstrations of enthusiasm, called her farm
in Massachusetts, Charlie's Hope. This lady had, it seems, cor-"

responded with Mrs. Grant of Laggan, herself for a time one of the
" authors of Waverley," and Mrs. Grant, in disclaiming such honours,
had spoken of the real source in terms of such perfect assurance, that

the honest American almost fancied she must have heard Scott con-
fess ; yet still she was in doubts and tribulations, and unhappy till she

could hear more. IMrs. Grant's story, it seems, was that the author-

ship was a joint-stock business—Sir Walter being one of the partners,
and the other an unfortunate lunatic, of wdiose papers he had got pos-
session. Scott answers thus :

—



LETTER TO MISS EDGEWORTH. ^7

To Miss Edgewortk, EdgeworiJistown, Ireland.

» My dear Miss Edgeworth,

" ''"'"'°"" "°""'' ^ ''''' "^
"I answer your kind letter immediately, because I am sure your sisters and

you will interest yourselves in Sophia's state of health. My news arc not'of the
best—

' Yet not so ill, but may be well reported.'

On Saturday, 31st January, she had a daughter, but the poor little strantrpr Vft us
on the Monday following, and though Sophia is very patient in her tem[)er, yet h."T

recovery was naturally retarded, and I am sorry to say she was attacked in h.-r
weak state by those spasms which seem a hereditary disorder in my funily,—
slightly, however, in comparison of the former occasion ; and for the "last two' or
three days, she has been so much recovered as to take a grain or two of calomel,
which is specific in the complaint. I have no doubt now, humanly speaking, that
her recovery wall proceed favourably. I saw her for a quarter of an hour yesterday,
which was the first permanent visit I have been permitted to make her. So you
may conceive we have been anxious enough, living, as is our clannish fashion, verymuch for, and with each other.

" Your American friend, the good wife of Charlie's Hope, seems disposed, as we
say,

' to sin her mercies.' She quarrels with books that amuse lier, bfcause she
does not know the author; and she gives up chicken-pie for the opposite reason,
that she knows too much about the birds' pedigree. On the last point I share her

prejudices, and never could eat the flesh of any creature I had known while alive.
I had once a noble yoke of oxen, which, with the usual agricultural gratitude, we
killed for the table ; they said it was the finest beef in the four counties, but I could
never taste Gog and Magog, whom I used to admire in the plough. Moreover,
when I was an officer of yeomanry, and used to dress my own charger, I formed an

acquaintance with a flock of white turkeys, by throwing them a hanriful of oats now
and then when I came from the stable. I saw their numbers diminish with real

pain, and never attempted to eat any of them without being sick ; and yet I have as

much of the rugged and totigk about me as is necessary to carry me through all

sorts of duty without much sentimental compunction.
" As to the ingenious system of double authorship, which the Americans have

devised for the Waverley novels, I think it in one point of view extremely likely.
For the unhappy man, whom they have thought fit to bring on the carpet, has been

shut up in a madhouse for many years ; and it seems probable that no brain but a
madman's could have invented so much stuff, and no leisure but that of a prisoner
could have afforded time to write it all. But, if this poor man be the author of these

works, I can assure your kind friend that I neither could, would, nor durst have the

slightest communication with him on that or any subject. In fact I have never

heard of him twice for these twenty years or more. As for honest Mrs. (irant, I

cannot conceive why the deuce I should have selected her for a mother-confessor ; if

it had been yourself or Joanna, there might have been some prohal)ility in the report ;

but good Mrs. Grant is so very ceruleari, and surrounded by so many fetch-andn-arry

mistresses and missesses, and the maintainor of such an unmerciful correspondence,
that though I would do her any kindness in my power, yet I should be afraid to be

very intimate with a woman whose tongue and pen are rather overpowerin-j. She

is an excellent person notwithstanding. Pray, make my respects to your corn'spDiid-

ent, and tell her I am very sorry I cannot tell her who the anthor of Warerley is ;

but I hope she will do me the justice not to ascribe any dishonourable transactions

to me, either in that matter or any other, until she hears that they are likely to cor-

respond with any part of my known character, which, having been now a linn of

good reputation on my own deserts for twenty years and upwards, ought to be in-

differcntly well knowrt in Scotland. She seems to be a very amiable person ; and

though I shall never see Charlie's Hope, or eat her chicken pi<^s,
I am sure I wiih

health to wait on the one, and good digestion on the other. They an- lunny pe<>-

ple the Americans ; I saw a paper in which they said my father was a tailor, untt

had been an honest tailnr, I should not have been ashamed of the circarnstaiicc ; but

he was what may be thought as great a phenomenon, for he was an honest lawtfr,

a cadet of a good flimily, whose predecessors only dealt in pinkinj?
and slx-lung

doublets, not in making them.
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" Here is a long letter, and all about trash, but what can you expect 1 Judges are

mumbling and grumbling above me—lawyers are squabbling and babbling around
me. The minutes I give to my letter are stolen from Themis. I hope to get to

,

Abbotsford very soon, though only for two or three days, until 12th March, when
we go there for some time. Mrs. Spicie seems to be recovering from her asthmat-

ics, which makes a curious case, providing the recovery be completed. Walter
came down at Christmas, and speedily assembled three more terriers. One day the

whole got off after a hare, and made me remember the basket beagles that Lord
Morten used to keep in my youth ; for tlie whole pack opened like hounds, and
would have stuck to the chase till they had killed the hare, which would have
been like being pricked to death with pins, if we had not licked them off so soon

as we could for laughing. This is a dull joke on paper ;
but imagine the presump-

tion of so many long-backed, short-legged creatures pursuing an animal so very fleet.

You will allow it is something ridiculous. I am sure Count O'Halloran would
have laughed, and Colonel Heathcock would have been scandalized.* Lady S.

sends her best and kindest remembrances, in which she is joined by Anne and

Sophia (poor body). My fair friends, Harriet and Sophia, have a large interest in

this greeting, and Lockhart throws liimself in with tidings that Sophia continues to

mend. Always, my dear Miss E., most faithfully yours,
Walter Scott."

This is the answer to a request concerning some MS. tragedy by
the late Mrs. Hemans, which seems to have been damned at one of

the London theatres, and then to have been tried over again (I Icnow

not with what resuh) at Edinburgh.

To Miss Joanna Baillie, Hampstead.

"Edinburgh, February 9, 1824.
" My dear Miss Baillie,

" To hear is to obey, and the enclosed line will show that the Siddonses are

agreeable to act Mrs. Hemans's drama. When you tell the tale say nothing
about me, for on no earthly consideration would I like it to be known that I inter-

fered in theatrical matters ; it brings such a torrent of applications which it is im-

possible to grant, and often very painful to refuse. Every body thinks they
can write blank verse—and a luord of yours to Mrs. St'ddons, &c. &c. I had one

rogue (to be sure he went mad afterwards, poor fellow) who came to bully me in

my own house, until he had almost made the mist of twenty years, as Ossian says,
roll backwards from my spirit, in which case he might have come by an excellent

good beating. I have great pleasure, however, in serving Mrs. Hemans, both on
account of her own merit, and because of your patronage. I trust the piece will
succeed ; but there is no promising, for Saunders is meanly jealous of being thought
less critical than .lohn I3ull, and may, perhaps, despise to be pleased with what
was less fortunate in London. I wish Mrs. H. had been on the spot to make any
alterations, &c. which the players are always demanding. I will read the drama
over more carefully than I have yet done, and tell you if any thing occurs. I need

hardly apologize for beina late in letting you hear all this—for the terror of the

cramp attacking poor Sophia in her weak state kept us very feverish ; but thank
God it did little more than menace her, and the symptoms having now given way,
her husband talks of going to town, in which case I intend to take Sophia to Abbots-
ford and

' Till she be fat as a Narroway seal,

I '11 feed her on bannocks of barleymeal.'

"Betwixt indolence of her own, and Lockhart's extreme anxiety and indulgence,
she has foregone the custom of her exercise, to which, please God, we will bring
her back by degrees. Little Charles is come down, and just entered at Brazen
Nose, where, however, he does not go to reside till October. We must see that

he fills up the space between to good advantage ; he had always quickness enough
to learn, and seems now really to have caught the

*See "The Absentee," in Miss Edgeworth's "Tales of Fashionable Life."
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-' fever of renown,

349

Sprung from the strong contagion of the gown.'

" My best compliments attend Mrs. Baillie and Mrs. Atrnes. I am sorr>- tor Mr
Crabbe's complaint, under which, he suffered, I recollect, when ho was hm: in hW.
Did you ever make out how he liked his Scottish tour?—ho is not, you kno'w',
very outspoken, and I was often afraid that he was a little tired by the bustle around
him. At another time I would have made a point of attending more to his comforts—but what was to be done amid piping, and drumming, and pageants, and prov-^' -,

and bailies, and wild Highlandmen by the score ? The time would have becu lu-r.'

propitious to a younger poet. The fertility you mention is wonderful, but svindy
he must correct a great deal to bring his verse into the terse and pointed state in
which he gives them to the public. To come back to Mrs. Hemans. I am afraid
that I cannot flatter myself with much interest that can avail her. I go so littl.;

out, and mix so seldom either with the gay or the literary world here, that I am
reduced, like Gil Bias, much to the company of my brother clerks and men of busi-

ness, a seclusion which I cannot say I regret greatly; but any thing within my
power shall not be left undone. I hope you will make my apology to Mrs. Hemans
for the delay which has taken place ; if any thing should occur essential to be
known to the authoress, I will write immediately."

Always yours, my dear friend,

Walter Scott."

In the next letter Scott mentions an application from Mr. James

Montgomery for some contribution to a miscellaneous volume compiled

by that benevolent poet for the benefit of the little chimney-sweeps.

To Miss Baillie, Hampstead.
"
Edinburgh, Feb. 12, 1824.

*' My dearest Friend,
" I hasten to answer your kind enquiries about Sophia. You would learn from

my last that she was in a fair way of recovery, and I am happy to say she conti-

nues so well that we have no longer any apprehensions on her account. She will

soon get into her sitting-room again, and of course have good rest at night, and

gather strength gradually. I have been telling her that her face, which was last

week the size of a sixpence, has, in three or four days, attained the diameter of a

shilling, and will soon attain its natural and most extensive circumference of half-

a-crown. If we live till l-2th of next month we will all go to Abbotsford, and

between the black doctor an4 the red nurse (pony and cow videlicet), I trust she

will be soon well again. As for little Johnnie I have no serious apprehensions,

being quite of your mind that his knowingness is only a proof that he is much with

grown-up people ; the child is active enough, and I hope will do well, but an only

child is like a blot at backgammon, and fate is apt to hit it. I am particularly

entertained with your answer to Montgomery, because it happened to be precisely
the same with mine ; he applied to me for a sonnet or an elegy, instead of which I

sent him an account of a manner of constructing chinmeys so as scarcely to con-

tract soot; and 2dly, of a very simple and effectual machine for sweeping away
what soot does adhere. In all the new part of Abbotsford I have lined the chimney-

vents with a succession of cones made of the same stuff with common
tlower-pots,

about one and a half inch thick, and eighteen inches or two feet high, placed one

above another, and the vent built round them, so that the smoke passing uj)
these

round earthen tubes, finds neither corner nor roughness on which to deposit the

soot, and in fact there is very little collected. What sweeping is required is most

easily performed by a brush like what house-maids call a pope's hetid, the handle of

which consists of a succession of pipes, one slipping on the top of another like the

joints of a fishing-rod, so that the maid first sweeps the lower part oi_
the vent,

then adds another pipe and sweeps a little higher, and so on. I have tounii

quite effectual, but the lining of the chimneys makes the accumulations of snot

trifling in comparison with the common case. Montgomery thankecl •"•"'

""|.,'
think^'he would rather have had a sonnet, which puts me in mind ot Mr. » ':'' -*

intended comedy of The Reformed Housebreaker, in which he was to put bur- :;•

30
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in so ridiculous a point of view, that bolts and bars were likely to become useless

by the end of the season. Verilj'^ I have no idea of writing verse on a grave subject
of utility, any more than of going to church in a cinque pace. Lottery tickets and

Japan blacking may indeed be exceptions to the general rule. I am quite delighted
at us two cool Scots answering in exactly the same manner, but I am afraid your
sooly men (who are still in regular discharge of their duty), and my pope' ft hcnd and
lined vents will not suit the committee, who seem more anxious for poetry than for

common sense. For my part, when I write on such subjects, I intend it shall be a

grand historico-philosophico poem upon oil-gas, having been made president of the

Oil-gas Company of this city; the whale fishery might be introduced, and some-

tliing pretty said about palm oil, which we think is apt to be popular among our

lawyers. I am very sorr)' for poor Richardson, so much attached to his wife, and

suffering so much in her suffering. I hope Tom Campbell gets on pretty well, and
wish he would do something to sustain his deserved reputation. I write with Mrs.
Siddons's consent to give Mrs. Hemans's tragedy a trial. I hope that her expecta-
tions are not very high, for I do not think our ordinar}^ theatrical audience is either

more judicious or less fastidious than those of England. They care little about

poetrj' on the stage
—it is situation, passion, and rapidity of action which seem to

be the principal requisites for ensuring the success of a modern drama ; but I trust,

by dint of a special jury, the piece may have a decent success—certainly I should
not hope for much more. I must see they bring it out before 12th March if possi-
ble, as we go to the country that day. I have not seen Mrs. Siddons and her bro-

ther William Murray since their obliging answer, for one of my colleagues is laid

up with gout, and this gives me long seats in the Court, of which you have reaped
the fruits in this long epistle from the Clerk's table, done amid the bustle of

pleaders, attorneys, and so forth. I will get a frank, however, if possible, for the

matter is assuredly not worth a shilling postage. INIy kindest remembrances attend

Mrs. Baillie and Mrs. Agnes. Always yours, with sincere respect and affection,

Walter Scott."

To B. Terry, Esq. London.
"
Abbotsford, Feb. 18, 1824.

" My dear Terry,
" Your very kind letter reached me here, so that I was enabled to send you

immediately an accurate sketch of the windows and chimney sides of the drawing-
room to measurement. I should like the mirrors handsome and the frames plain ;

the colour of the hano-ino-s is oreen, with rich Chinese figures. On the side of the

window I intend to have exactly beneath the glass a plain white side-table of the

purest marble, on which to place Chantrey's bust. A truncated pillar of the same
marble will be its support; and I think that besides riie mirror above there will be
a plate of mirror below the table ; these memoranda will enable Baldock to say at

what price these points can be handsomely accomplished. I have not yet spoken
about the marble table ; perhaps they may be all got in London. I shall be willing
to give a handsome but not an extravagant price. I am much obliged to Mr.
Baldock for his confidence about the screen. But what says Poor Richard ]*
' Those who want money when they come to buy, are apt to want money when

they come to pay.' Again Poor Dick observes,
' That in many you find the true gentleman's fate,

Ere his house is complete he has sold his estate,'

So we will adjourn consideration of the screen till other times ; let us first have the

needful got and paid for. The stuff for the windows in the drawing-room is the

crimson damask silk we bought last year. I enclose a scrap of it that the fringe

may be made to match. I propose they should be hung with large handsome brass

rings upon a brass cylinder, and I believe it would be best to have these articles

from London—I mean the rings and cylinders ; but I dislike much complication in

the mode of drawing them separate, as it is eternally going wrong ;
those which

divide in the middle, drawing back on each side like the curtains of an old-fashioned

bed, and when drawn back are secured by a loop and tassel, are, I think, the hand-

somest, and can easily be made on the spot ; the fringe should be silk, of course.

* See the works of Dr. Franklin.
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I think the curtains of the librar)-, considering the purpose of the room, Tequtrf -rn
fringe at all. We have, I believe, settled that thoy shall not be drawn in
across the recess, as in the drawing-room, but shall circle alon.r the inside .

windows. I refer myself to Mr. Atkinson about the frinjre, but 1 think aUttle
silk. As for the library a yellow fringe, if any. I send a draught of ih.-

'

s
enclosed ; the architraves are not yet up in the librarj-, but they are acrur
puted from the drawings of my kind friend Mr. Atkinson. There is plfntv oi" wm
to think about these matters, for of course the rooms must be painted h<'f„n' th.<y
are put up. I saw the presses yesterday ; they are very handsome, and remind m*-
of the awful job of arranging my books. Mrs. Lockhart continues to do w.-ll
Anne remains to take care of her, while Lady Scott, Charles, and I are hero for a
start, driving on all my works. About July, Abbotsford will, I think, be finish»-d,
when I shall, like the old Duke of Queensberry who built Drumlanrig, fold up the
accounts in a sealed parcel, with a label bidding

' the dcil pike out the een of any
of my successors that shall open it.' I beg kind love to Mrs. Terry, Walter the
Great, and Missy ; delicious weather here, and birds singing St. Valentine's matins
as if it were April. Yours ever,

Walter Scott."

" P. S.—Pride will have a fall—I got a whelp of one of Dandie Dinmont's Pep-
per and Mustard terriers, which no sooner began to follow me into the house than

Ourisque fell foul. The Liddesdale devil cocked its nose, and went up to the
scratch like a tigress, downed Ourie, and served her out completely—since which
Ourie has been so low that it seems going into an atrophy, and Ginger takes all

manner of precedence, as the best place by the fire, and so on, to Lady Scott's

great discomfiture. Single letters by post : double to Croker with a card enclosed,

asking a frank to me."

About this time, IMiss Edgeworth announced the approaching mar-

riage of her sister Sophia to Mr. Fox, M. P. for Longford.

To Miss Edgeworth, Edgeworlhstovm.

"
Edinburgh, February 34, 1834.

" My dear Miss Edgeworth,
" 1 do not delay a moment to send my warmest and best congratulations upon

the very happy event which is about to take place in your family, and to assure

that you do me but common justice in supposing that I take the warmest interest

in whatever concerns my young friends. All Abbotsford to an acre of Poyais* that

she will make an excellent wife ; and most truly happy am I to think that she has

such an admirable prospect of matrimonial happiness, although at the expense of

thwarting the maxim, and showing that

' The course of true love sometimes may run smooth.'

It will make a pretty vista, as I hope and trust, for you, my good friend, to look

forwards with an increase of interest to futurity. Lady Scott, Anne, and Sophia
send their sincere and hearty congratulations upon this joyful occasion. I hope to

hear her sing the petticoat of red some day in her own house. I should be apt to

pity you a little amid all your happiness, if you had not my friend Miss Harriet,

besides other young companions whose merits are only known to me by report, to

prevent your feeling so much as you would otherwise the blank which this event

must occasion in your domestic society. Sophia, 1 hope, will be soon able to make

her own gratulations ; she is recovering ver}- well, and overjoyed to hear such srood

news from your quarter. I have been on a short trip to Abbotsford, to Sfl paint.TS

to work to complete what Slender would call,
' Mine own great chamber ;' and >v\

my return I was quite delighted to see the change on my daushler. Little John

Hugh is likewise much better, but will require nursing and care for some years at

leasl. Yet I have often known such hothouse plants bear the open air as well u
those that were reared on the open moor.

" I am not at all surprised at what you say of the Yankees. They are a people

* One of the bubbles of this bubble period, was a scheme of coloniaation at Poja».
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possessed of very considerable energy, quickened and brouiiht into ea^er action by
an honourable love of their country and pride in their institutions, but they are as

yet rude in their ideas of social intercourse, and totally iofnorant, speaking gene-
rally, of all the art of good breedintj, -which consists chiefly in a postponement of

one's own petty wishes or comforts to those of others. By rude questions and
observations, an absolute disrespect to other people's feelings, and a ready indul-

gence of their own, they make one feverish in their company, though perhaps )'ou

may be ashamed to confess the reason. But this will wear off, and is already wear-

ing away. Men. when they have once got benches, will soon fall into the use of

cushions. Thev are advancing in the lists of our literature, and they will not be

long deficient in the petile morale, especially as they have, like ourselves, the rage
for travelling. I have seen a new work, the Pilot, by the author of the

Spj"^ and
Pioneer. The hero is the celebrated Paul Jones, whom I well remember advancing
above the island of Inchkeith with three small vessels to laj' Leith under contribn-

*tion. I remember my mother being alarmed with the drum, which she had heard

all her life at eiofht o'clock, conceiving it to be the pirates who had landed. I never
saw such a change as betwixt that time, 1779, in the military state of a city. Then
Edinburgh had scarce three companies of men under arms ; and latterly she fur-

nished 5000, with complete appointments, of cavalry, artillery, and infantry
—enough

to have eaten Paul Jones and his whole equipage. Nay, the very square in which

my father's house stands could even then have furnished a body of armed men suffi-

cient to have headed back as large a party as he could well have landed. However,
the novel is a very clever one, and the sea-scenes and characters in particular are

admirably drawn ;
and I advise you to read it as soon as possible. I have little

news to send from Abbotsford ; Spice is much better, though still asthmatic ; she is

extremely active, and in high spirits, thouorh the most miserable, thin, long-backed
creature I ever saw. She is extremely like the shadow of a dog on the wall ; such
a sketch as a child makes in its first attempts at drawing a monster with a large
head, four feet, and a most portentous longitude of hack. There was great propriety
in Miss Harriet's dream after all, for if ever a dog needed six legs, poor Spice cer-

tainly requires a pair of additional supporters. She is now following me a little,

though the duty of body-guard has devolved for the present on a cousin of hers, a
fi^-rce game devil, that gres at every tliino-, and has cov.-pd Ourisque's courage in a
most extraordinary degree, to Lady Scott's great vexation. Here is a tale of dogs,
and dreams, and former days, but the only pleasure in writing is to write whatever
comes readiest to the pen. My wife and Anne send kindest compliments of con-

gratulation, as also Charles, who has come down to spend four or five months with
us ; he is just entered at Brazen Nose—on fire to be a scholar of classical renown,
and studying (I hope the humour will last) like a very dragon. Always, my dear
Miss Edgeworth, with best love to the bride and to dear Harriet, very much yours,

Walter Scott."

To Daniel Terry, Esq., London.

"
Abbotsford, March 13, 1824.

" My dear Terry,
" We are now arrived here, and in great bustle with painters, which obliges

me to press you about the mirrors. If we cannot have them soon, there is now an
excelle:it assortment at Trotter's, where 1 can be supplied, for I will hardly asfain

endure to have the house turned upside-down by upholsterers
—and wish the whole

business ended, and the house rid of that sort of cattle once for all. I am only am-
bitious to have one fine mirror over the chimney-piece ; a smaller one will do for the

other side of the room. Lady Scott has seen some Bannockburn carpets, which
will answer very well, unless there are any bespoken. They are putting up my
presses, which look very handsome. In the drawingroom the cedar doors and

windows, being well varnished, assume a most rich and beautiful appearance. The
Chinese paper in the drawingroom is most beautiful, saving the two ugly blanks
left for these mirrors of d n. which I dare say you curse as heartil)- as I do.

I wish you could secure a parcel of old caricatures, which can be bought cheap, for

the purpose of papering two cabinets de Peau. John Ballantyne used to make great
bawls in this way. The Tory side of the question would of course he most accept-
able ; but I don't care about this, so the prints have some spirit. Excuse this hasty
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At Baldcck, as I have had at you. My mother whips me, and \ whio the too
liest compliments to Mrs. Terrj'. Believe me, always yours,

^'

Walter Scott."

To .Archibald Constable, Esq., Pollon House, Lasswade.

"
Abbouford, 2)lh March. ia»t"

3iy dear Constable,
" Since I received your letter I have been on the look-out for a corn; ' r

you, and have now the pleasure to send one bred at Abbotsford of a fa:!

His name has hitherto been Cribb, but you may change it if you please. I will un-
dertake for his doing execution upon the rats, which Polton was well stocked with
when I knew it some seventeen or eighteen years ago. You must take some trouWe
to attach Mr. Cribb, otherwise he will form low connexions in the kitchen, which
are not easily broken off. The best and most effectual way is to feed him your^*.-lf
for a few days.

" I congratulate you heartily, my good old friend, on your look-forward to domes-
tic walks and a companion of this sort ; and I have no doubt your health will gradu-
ally be confirmed by it. I will take an early opportunity to see you when we'retiim
to Edinburgh. I like the banks of the Esk, which to me are full of many remfin-
brances, among which those relating to poor Leyden must come home to you as well
as to me. I am ranging in my improvements

—
painting my baronial hall with all

the scutcheons of the Border clans, and many similar devics. For the roof-tree I

tried to blazon my own quarterings, and succeeded easily with eight on my futht r's

side ; but on my mothers side I stuck fast at the mother of my great -great -grand-
father. The ancestor himself was John Rutherford of Grundisnock, which is an

appanage of the Hunthill estate, and he was married to Isabel Ker of Bloodylaws.
I think I have heard that either this .John of Grundisnock or his father was one of
the nine sons of the celebrated Cock of Hunthill, who seems to have had a reus n:i-

ble brood of chickens. Do you know any thing of the pedigree of the HunlhilU?
The Earl of Teviot was of a younger branch, Rutherford of Quarrelholes, but of the
same family. If I could find out these Rutherfords. and who they married, I could

complete my tree, which is otherwise correct ; but if not, I will paint clouds on these

three shields, with the motto Vixerunt furies ante. These thincfs are trifles when
correct, but very absurd and contemptible if otherwise. Edgerstane cannot help
me ; he only knows that my grandfather was a cousin of his—and you know he

represents Hunthill. My poor mother has often told me about it, but it was to

regardless ears. Would to God I had old Mrs. Kedie of Leith, who scrceded off

all the alliances between the Andersons of Ettrick House and the Andersons of Et-

trick Hall, though Michael was the name of every second man, and, to complete the

mess, they intermarried with each other. Yours truly,
Walter Scott."

A bad accident in a fox-chase occurred at this time to Sir Walter's

dear friend Mr. Scott of Gala. The icehouse at Abbotsford was the

only one in the neicrhbourhood that had been filled during the preceding

winter, and to Tom Purdie's care in that particular Mr. Scott's numer-

ous friends owed the preservation of his valuable life.

To the Lord Montagu, ^c. Ditton Park.

"Edinburgh. 14(h April, 18M.
" My dear Lord,

" You might justly think me most unmerciful, were you to consider this letter

as a provoke requiring an answer. It comes partly to thank you twenty times l^r

your long and most kind leuer, and partly, which I think not unn.Tcs-iary, t<i ti-11

you that' Gala may now, I trust, be considered as quite out of dansrfr- "•" ^^

swum for his life thougrh, and barely saved it. It is for the credit of the clan to

state that he had no dishonour as a horseman by his Aili. He had alighted to pul

his saddle to rights, and the horse, full of corn and little work, went off with him

Vol. II. 2U 30*
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before he got into his seat, and went headlong- down a sort of precipice. He fell at
least fifteen feet without stopping, and no one that saw the accident could hope he
should be taken up a living man. Yet, after losing a quart of blood, he walked
home on foot, and no dangeroiis symptoms appeared till five or six days after, when
they came with a vengeance. He continues to use the ice with w^onderful eflfect,

though it seems a violent remedy.
" How fate besets us in our sports and in our most quiet domestic moments !

Your Lordship's story of the lamp makes one shudder, and I think it wonderful that

Lady Montagu felt no more bad effects from the mere terror of such an accident ;

but the gentlest characters have often real firmness. I once saw something of the
kind upon a very large scale. You may have seen at Somerset House an immense
bronze chandelier with several hundred burners, w^eighing three or four tons at

least. On the day previous to the public exhibition of the paintings, the Royal
Academicians are in use. as your Lordship knows, to give an immensely laro-e din-

ner party to people of distinction supposed to be patrons of the art, to literary men,
to amateurs in general, and the Lord knows whom besides. I happened to be there
the first time this ponderous mass of bronze was suspended. It had been cast for

his Majesty, then Prince Regent, and he not much liking it—I am surprised he did

not, as it is very ugly indeed— had bestowed it on the Royal Academicians.
Beneath it w^as placed, as at Ditton, a large round table, or rather a tier of tables,

rising above each other like the shelves of a dumb-waiter, and furnished with
as many glasses, tumblers, decanters, and so forth, as might have set up an
entire glass shop, the numbers of the company, upwards of 150 persons, requirino-
such a supply. Old West presided, and was supported by Jockey of Norfolk on
the one side, and one of the royal Dukes on the other. We had just drunk a pre-

liminary toast or two, when—the Lord preserve us !
—a noise was heard like tliat

which precedes an earthquake, the links of the massive chain, by which this beast-

ly lump of bronze w^as suspended, began to give way, and the mass descending
slowly for several inches encountered the table beneath, -which w^as positively anni-
hilated by the pressure, the whole glass-ware being at once destroyed. What was
very odd, the chain, after this manifestation of weakness, continued to hold fast

;

the skilful inspected it and declared it would yield no farther, and we, I think to

the credit of our courage, remained quiet and continued our sitting. Had it really

given way, as the architecture of Somerset House has been in general esteemed un-

substantial, it must have broke the floor like a bombshell, and carried us all dqwn
to the cellars of that great national edifice. Your Lordship's letter placed the
whole scene in my recollection. A fine paragraph we should have made.*

" I think your Lordship will be as much pleased with the fine plantation on Bow-
den Moor. I have found an excellent legend for the spot. It is close by the grave
of an unhappy being, called Waitie Waeman (whether the last appellative was
reall)' his name, or has been given him from his melancholy fate, is uncertain), who
being all for love and a little for stealing, hung himself there seventy or eighty years
since (quere, where did he find a tree]) at once to revenge himself of his mistress
and to save the gallows a labour. Now, as the place of his grave and of his suicide
is just on the verge where the Duke's land meets with mine and Kippilaw's—(you
are aware that where three lairds' lands meet is always a charmed spot)

—the spirit
of Wattle Waeman wanders sadly over the adjacent moors, to the great terror of all

"wandering wights who have occasion to pass from Melrose to Bowden. I beo-in to

think which of his namesakes this omen concerns, for I take Walter Kerr of Kippi-
lavv' to be out of the question. I never heard of a Duke actuallj' djdng for love,

though the Duke in the Twelfth Night be in an alarming way. On the other hand,
Sir John Graeme of the West Countrie, who died for cruel Barbara Allan, is a case
in point against the knight. Thus, in extreme cases, your Duke loses his head,
whereas your Knight or Esquire is apt to retain it upon a neck a little more

elongated than usual. I will pursue the discussion no further, as the cards appear
to turn against me. The people begin to call the plantation Waeman's Wood,
rather a good name.

" It is quite impossible your Lordship should be satisfied with the outside view
of my castle, for I reckon upon the honour of receiving your whole party, quot quot

* This story is also told in Scott's Essay on the Life of Kemble. See his Miscellaneous

Prose Works, vol. xx. pp. 195-7.
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adeshs,as usual, in the interior. We have plenty of room for a consiJerahlp ntun-
ber ot friends at bed as well as board. Do not be alarmed by the n-port of ilw .r^
which was quite true, but reflects no dishonour on that mode of iUuniiir.ition. I "ii .,i

calculated that fifteen hundred cubic feet of jras wouhl tire out some fivt'-;nul-tw. i,iy
or thirty pair of Scotch dancers, but it lasted oidy till six in the morniii<r', ;,nd tJwn
as a brave soldier does on his post, went out when burned out. uZi I ki-pt ihe
man sitting up for an hour or two to make the gas as fast as consumed, I should
have spoiled a good story."

IMy hall is in the course of having all the heavy parts of my armorial collection
bestow^ed upon it, and really, though fanciful, looks very well, and I am as busy ;i.h

a bee, disposing suits of armour, battle-axes, broad-swords, and all the knick-nacks
I have been breaking my shins over in every corner of the house for these seven

years past, in laudable order and to the best advantage." If Mr. Blakeney be the able person that fame reports him, he will have as great
a duty to perform as his ancestor at Stirling Castle ; for to keep so young a person
as my chief, in his particular situation, from the inroads of follies, and worse than

follies, requires as much attention and firmness as to keep Highland claymores and
French engineers out of a fortified place. But there is an admirable garrison in the

fortress, kind and generous feelings, and a strong sense of honour and duty whicii
Duke Walter has by descent from his father and grandfather. God send him life

and health, and I trust he will reward your Lordship's paternal care, and fulfil my
hopes. They are not of the lowest, but such as must be entertained by an old and
attached friend of the family who has known him from infancy. My friend Lord
John wants the extreme responsibility of his brother's situation, and may afford to

sow a few more wild oats, but I trust he will not make the crop a large one.

Lord * * * and his tutor have just left us for the south, after spending three or fuur

days with us. They could not have done worse than sending the young N'iscount

to Edinburgh, for though he is really an unaffected natural young man, yet it was
absurd to expect that he should study hard when he had six invitations for every
hour of every evening. I am more and more convinced of the excellence of the

English monastic institutions of Cambridge and Oxford. They cannot do all that

may be expected, but there is at least the exclusion of many temptations to dissipa-
tion of mind

; whereas with us, supposing a young man to have any pretensions to

keep good society
—and, to say truth, we are not very nice in investigating them—

he is almost pulled to pieces by speculating mammas and flirting misses. If a man
is poor, plain, and indifferently connected, he may have excellent opportunities of

study at Edinburgh ;
otherwise he should beware of it.

"
Lady Anne is very naughty not to take care of herself, and I am not sorry she

has been a liille ill, that it may be a warning. I wish to hear your Lordship's st If

is at Bath. I hate unformed complaints. A doctor is like Ajax—give him light

and he may make battle with a disease ; but no disparagement to the Esculapian

art, they are bad guessers. IMy kindest compliments, I had almost said lure, attend

Lady Isabella. We are threatened with a cruel deprivation in the loss of our friend

Sir Adam, the first of men. A dog of a banker has bought his house for an invest-

ment of capital, and I fear he must trudge. Had I still had the Highland piper
• in

my service, who would not have refused me such a favour, I would have had hiru

dirked to a certainty
—I mean this cursed banker. As it is, I must think of some

means of poisoning his hot rolls and butter, or setting his house on fire by way of

revenge. It is a real afiliction. I am happy to hear of Lady Margviret's good looks.

I was°one of her earliest acquaintance, and at least half her god-father, tor I took

the vows on me for somebody or other who, I dare say, has never thought half so

often of her as I have done. And so I have written out my paper and, I fear, your

Lordship's patience. My respectful compliments attend Lady Montagu and liie

young ladies of Ditton. Always most truly yours, ^^

Waltkr Scott.

The estate of Gattonside was purchased about this time In- ."Mr.

George Bainbridge of Liverpool—and Sir Adam and Lady Ferirns-ni.

to Scott's great regret, went early in 1825 to another ])a
rt uf Scotland.

* John of Skye had left Abbotsford—but he soon returned.



356 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

The " cursed banker," however, had only to be known to be liked and
esteemed. Mr. Bainbridge had, among other merits, great skill in

sports
—

especially in that which he has illustrated by the excellent

manual entitled '• The Fly-fisher's Guide ;" and Gattonside-house speed-

ily resumed its friendly relations with Abbotsford.

The next letter was in answer to one in which Lord Montagu had
communicated his difficulties about fixing to which of the English
Universities he should send the young Duke of Buccleuch.

To the Lord Montagu, ^c. ^c.
"
Edinburgh, 15th June, 1834.

" My dear Lord,
" I was much interested by \o\\x Lordship's last letter. For some certain reasons

I rather prefer Oxford to Cambridge, chiefly because the last great University was
infected longf ago with liberalism in politics, and at present shows some symptoms
of a very different heres}'', which is yet sometimes blended with the first—I mean
enthusiasm in religion

—not that sincere zeal for religion, in which mortals cannot

be too fervid, but the far more doubtful enthusiasm which makes religion a motive
and a pretext for particular lines of thinking in politics and in temporal affairs. This
is a s])irit which, while it has abandoned the lower classes, where perhaps it did

some grood, for it is a gfuard asrainst (toss and scandalous vice—has transferred itself

to tiie upper classes, where, I think, it can do little but evil—disuniting families,

setting children in opposition to parents, and teaching, as I think, a new way of

going to the Devil for God's sake. On the other hand, this is a species of doctrine

not likely to carry off our young friend ; and I am sure Mr. Blakeney's g-ood sense

will equally guard him against political mistakes, for I should think my friend Pro-

fessor Smyth's historical course of lectures likely to be somewhat Whiggish, though
I dare say not improperly so. Upon the whole, I think the reasons your Lordship's
lett«r contains, in favour of Cambridgre, are decisive, although I may have a private
W'ish in favour of Christ Church, which I dare say will rear its head once more under
the new Dean.* The neighbourhood of Newmarket is certainly in some sort a
snare for so young persons as attend college at Cambridge : but, alas ! where is it

that there be not snares of one kind or other ? Parents, and those who have the more
delicate task of standing in the room of parents, must weigh objections and advan-

tages, and without expecting to find any that are without risk, must be content to

choose those where the chances seem most favourable. The turf is no doubt a very
forceful temptation, especially to a youth of high rank and fortune. There is some-

thing very flattering in winning, when good fortune depends so much on shrewdness
of observation, and, as it is called, knowingness ; the very sight is of an agitating

character ; and perhaps there are few things more fascinating to young men, whose

large fortune excludes the ordinary causes of solicitude, than the pleasures and risks

of the race-course
;
and though, when indulged to excess, it leads to very evil con-

sequences, yet, if the Duke hereafter should like to have a stud of racers, he might
very harmlessly amuse himself in that way, provided he did not suffer it to take too

eager possession of his mind, or to engross his time. Certainly one would rather he
had not the turn at all, but I am far more afraid of sedentary games of chance, for

wasting time and fortune, than I am of any active out-of-door's sport whatsoever.
" Sir Adam and Lady Eve are like to be turned out of Paradise—namel}', their

Castle at Gattonside. Old Paradise did not number a neighbourhood among' its

pleasures; but Gattonside has that advantao-e. and srreat will be the regn-et of the

said neighbours, if Adam and Eve are turned out. I parted with them at Blair-

Adam on this day—for, taking a fit of what waiting-maids call the clevers, I started

at six this morning, and got here to breakfast. As it blew hard all night, there was
a great swell on the ferry, so that I came through

' Like Chieftain to the Highlands bound,

Crying, boatman,
" do not tarry

—" '

+

or rather,
* Like Clerk unto the Session bound.'

» Dr. Gaisford. t Campbell's
" Lord UUin's Daughter."
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" I could have bome a worse toss, and even a little danprer, sint-p thf> wind h-A,..r^,t

rain, which is so much wanted. One set of insects is eatinj the lurch an^

spruce. Many of the latter will not, I think, recover tlie strippinrr they ure r.

Crops are looking well, except the hay, which is not lookinor atliU. The sheop'are
eating roasted grass, but will not be the worse mutton, asl hopo soon to •

your Lordship at Abbotsford. I am, always, my dear Lord, yours faiilitul to i-.\

Waltf.r Scott."

"P. S,—I am here, according to the old saying, binl-alane; for my son Chiirles
is fishing at Lochleven, and my wife and daughter (happy persons I ) are at Ahhots-
ford, I took the opportunity to spend two days at Tyninghame. Lord Haddington
complains of want of memory, while his conversation is as witty as a comedy,'and
his anecdote as correct as a parish register." I will be a suitor for a few acorns this year, if they ripen well at Ditton, or your

'

other forests. Those I had before from you (raised in the nurserj', not planted out)
are now fine oak plants."

Among Scott's visitors of the next month, first in Edinburgh, and
afterwards on Tweedside, were the late amiable and venerable Dr.

Hughes, one of the Canons-residentiary of St. Paul's, and his warm-
hearted lady. The latter had been numbered among his friends fmm
an early period of hfe, and a more zealously aflcctionate friend he
never possessed.

• On her way to Scotland she had halted at Keswick
to visit Mr. Southey, whom also she had long known well, and cor-

responded with frequently. Hence the following letters.

To Robert Southey, Esq., Keswick, Cumberland.

" My dear Southey,
" Do you remember Richardson's metaphor of two bashful lovers runnintr oppo-

site to each other in parallel lines, without the least chance of union, until some

good-natured busybody gives a shove to the one, and a shove to the other, and so

leads them to form a junction % Two lazy correspondents may, I think, form an

equally apt subject for the simile, for here have you and I been silent for I know
not how many years, for no other reason than the uncertainty which wrote last, or,

which was in duty bound to write first. And here comes my clever, active, bustling

friend, Mrs. Hughes, and tells me that you regret a silence which I have not the

least power of accounting for, except upon the general belief that I wrote you a

long epistle after your kind present of the Lay of the Laureate, and that I have

once every week proposed to write you a still longer, till shame of my own indo-

lence confirmed me in my evil habits of procrastination
—when here comes good

Mrs. Hughes, gives me a shake by the collar, and assures me, that you are in pretty

nearly the same case with myself
—and, as a very slight external impulse will some-

times drive us into action when a long succession of resolutions have been made and

broke, I take my pen to assure my dear Southey, that I love him as well as if our

correspondence had been weekly or daily. The years which have gone by tiave

found me dallying with the time, and you improving it as usual—I tossing my ball

and driving my hoop, a grey-headed schoolboy, and you plying your task unremit-

tingly for the instruction of our own and future ages. Yet I have not been windly
idle or useless—witness five hundred acres of moor and moss, now converted into

hopeful woodland of various sizes, to the great refreshment, even already, of the eyes

of the pilgrims who still iourney to Melrose. I wish you could take a step over the

Border this season with Mrs. Southey, and let us have the plpasure of showing you

what I have been doing. I twice intended an invasion of this sort upon your soli-

tude at Keswick, one m spring 1821, and then again in the summer of the samo

year when the coronation took place. But the convenience of going to London by

the steam-packet, which carries you on whether you wake or sleep, is so much

preferable to a long land journey, that I took it on both occasions. Th.

rapidity of communication, which places an inhabitant of Edinburirh in the

lis sooner than a letter can reach it by the post, is like to be attended with a m..i4

of most important consequences, some, or rather most of them good, but some also
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which are not to be viewed without apprehension. It must make the public feeling
and sentiment of London, whatever that may chance to be, much more readily and

emphatically influential upon the rest of the kingdom, and I am by no means sure

that it will be on the whole desirable that the whole country should be as subject
to be moved by its example as the inhabitants of its suburbs. Admitting the me-

tropolis to be the heart of the system, it is no sign of health when the blood flows

too rapidly through the system at every pulsation. Formerly in Edinburgh and

other towns the impulse received from any strong popular feeling in London was

comparatively slow and gradual, and had to contend with opposite feelings and

prejudices of a national or provincial character; the matter underwent a reconsidera-

tion, and the cry which was raised in the great mart of halloo and humbug was not

instantly echoed back, as it may be in the present day and present circumstances,
when our opinion, like a small drop of water brought into immediate contiguity with

a bigger, is most likely to be absorbed in and united with that of the larger mass.

However, you and I have outlived so many real perils, that it is not perhaps wise

to dread those that are only contingent, especially where the cause out of which

they arise brinors with it so much absolute and indisputable advantage. What is

Wordsworth doing? I was unlucky in being absent when he crossed the Border.

I heartily wish I could induce him to make a foray this season, and that you and

Mrs. Southey, and Miss Wordsworth, my very good and well remembered friend,

could be of the party. Pray think of this, for the distance is nothing to well re-

solved minds, and you in particular owe me a visit. I have never quite forgiven

your tour in Scotland without looking in upon my poor premises. Well, as I have

re-appeared like your floating island, which I see the newspapers aver hath again,
after seven years' soaking, become visible to mortal ken, it would" not be fair in me
to make my visit too long a one—so, Avith kindest respects to Mrs. Southey, ia

which my wife sincerely joins, I am always most truly yours,
Walter Scott.

"8th July, 1824, Edinburgh.
" Address Abbotsford, Melrose.

" You may have heard that about four years since I was brought to death's door

by a violent, and at the same time most obstinate complaint, a sort of spasms in the

stomach or diaphragm, which for a long time defied medicine. It gave way at

length to a terrific course of calomel, such as made the cure almost as bad as the

disease. Since that time, I have recovered even a better portion of health than I

generally had before, and that was excellent. I do not indeed possess the activity
of former days either on foot or horseback ; but while I can ride a pony, and walk
five or six miles with pleasure, I have no reason to complain. The rogue Radicals

had nearly set me on horseback again, but I would have had a good folloicins: to

help out my own deficiencies, as all my poor neighbours were willing to fight for

Kirk and Kingr.''^•a'

Mr. Southey's next letter enclosed a MS. copy of his ode on the

King's r^orthern Progress of 1822. Sir Walter, in his reply, adverts

to the death of Louis XVIIL, which occurred on the 17th of Septem-
tember, 1824, and prophesies the fate of his successor.

To Robert Southey, Esq., Keswick, Cumberland.

"
Bowhill, 26th Sept. 1824.

".My dear Southey,
" I did not immediately thank you for your beautiful poem on the King's Visit,

because I was afraid you might think that I was trespassing too much on time
which is always well employed ;

but I must not let the ice settle again on the

stream of our correspondence, and therefore, while I have a quiet morning, I employ
part of it to thank you for the kindness you have done me as a friend, and still

more for the honour you have bestowed on my country. I hope these verses are

one day to see the light, and am too much personally interested not to expect that

period with impatience.
" I had a letter from Gifford some time since, by which I perceive with regret he

renounces further management of the Quarterly. I scarce guess what can be done



LETTER TO CHARLES SCOTT, ESQ. ..^39

by Murray in that matter, unless he could prevail on you to Uike the charge \'„work of the kind can make pmoress (though it may be kept alloat), under ->' nZl
bookselling management. And the difficulty of getting a person with Hulfir .-n^
indepenaence of spirit, accuracy of judgment, and extent of kiiowlfd<r,. to ex^uZ
tne profession of Aristarch, seems very great. Yet I have been so i;„', omof ,heLondon circles that new stars may have arisen, and set for aucrht I know since Iwas occasionally within the hemisphere.

" '

"The King of France's death, with which oneVould think I had wondrous litile
to do, has produced to me the great disappointment of preventing Canning's, visit.He had promised to spend two or three days at Abbotsford on his road To Edin-
burgh,* and it is the more provoking, as I dare say, after all, there is no fdrther
occasion for his being at his post than arises from matter of mere form, since I sup-
pose there is no reason to think that Charles X. will change the line of poliry
adopted by his brother. I remember him in Edinburgh about friM, one of the most
elegant men in address and exterior whom I ever saw. Strange times we have
lived in ! I am speaking of Charles X. as a Frenchman of 1G61 might have spoken
of Charles IL By the way. did you ever observe how easy it would be for a <rood
historian to run a parallel betwixt the great Rebellion and the French RevoluTion,
just substituting the spirit of fanaticism, for that of soi-disant philosophy. But
then how the character of the English would rise—whether you considered the
talents and views of the great leaders on either side, or the comparative moderation
and humanity with which they waged their warf\ire ! I sometimes think an instruc-
tive comparative view might be made out, and it would aiTord a comfortable augury
that the Restoration in either case was followed by many amendments in the Con-
stitution. I hope Louis Baboon will not carrj' the matter so far as to require com-
pleting the parallel by a second Revolution—but it would be very singular if the
devotion of this King to the Catholic priests and forms should occasion such a
catastrophe. Heber has promised to come down here, and if so, I will perhaps
return with him as far as Rokeby, and if we can take Keswick on our way, were it

but to see you for an hour. All this, however, is speculation. I am just sending
off my younger son to Oxford. My eldest is an officer in the 15tii hussars, and 1
believe will soon get that object of every young officer's ambition, a troop, which
would be great luck. Believe me, dear Southey, most truly yours,

Walter Scott."

In October of this year, Sir Walter's son Charles began liis residence
at Brazennose College, Oxford. The adoption of this plan implied

finally dropping the appointment in the civil service of the East India

Company, which had been placed at his disposal by Lord Bathurst in

the spring of 1820 ; a step, I need not observe, which, were there any
doubt on that subject, would alone be sufficient to prove, to the con-

viction of the most envious sceptic, that the young gentleman's father

at this time considered his own worldly fortunes as in a higlily pros-

perous situation. A writership in India is early independenre ;
—in

the case of a son of Scott, so conducting himself as not to discredit the

name he inherited, it could hardly have failed to be early wealth-

And Sir Walter was the last man to deprive his boy of such safe and

easy prospects of worldly advantage, turning him over to the preca-
rious chances of a learned profession in Great Britain, unless in the

confidence that his own resources were so great as to render ultimate

failure in such a career a matter of no primary importance.
The Vicar of Lampeter, meanwhile, had become candidate for the

rectorship of a new classical academy, founded this year at Edinburgh:
and Sir Walter Scott's influence was zealously exerted in behalf of his

* Mr. Canning spent some part of the summer of 1824 in a visit to the Manjac« ^Vcl-

lesley, then Lord Lieutenant of Ireland ; and had proposed to return from Dublin by the

way of Scotland.
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son's learned and estimable tutor. Mr. Williams was successful in his

object; and at the opening of the institution (1st October) the Poet

appeared in Edinburgh to preside over the ceremonial in which this

excellent friend was so deeply concerned. I transcribe what follows

from a report prepared at the time (but never until now published) by
the honorary secretary of the academy, Mr. John Russell, W. S. :—

" Sir Walter Scott, Bart., one of the directors, presided on the occasion, in the

absence of Robert Dundas of Arniston, Esq., the preses of the directors, who was
detained by official business at Glasgow.

" The Rev. Sir Henry Moncrieff Wellwood, Bart., (minister of the parish), at the

request of Sir Walter Scott, opened the business of the meeting-, by an eloquent
and impressive prayer, in which he invoked the blessing of the Almighty on the

institution.
" Sir Walter Scott then rose, and observed, that it had been determined by the

directors, that some account should be given on this occasion of the nature and

meaning of the institution. He wished that some one better qualified had been

appointed for this purpose; but as the duty had been imposed upon him, he would
endeavour to discharge it as briefly as possible. In Scotland, and before such an

assembly, it was unnecessary for him to enlarge on the general advantages of edu-
cation. It was that which distinguished man from the lower animals in the crea-

tion—which recorded every fact of historv'^, and transmitted them in perfect order

from one g-eneration to another. Our forefathers had shown their sense of its im-

portance bj''
their conduct ; but although they paid due attention to the important

object of education, they could little have conceived the length to which discoveries
in science and literature had gone in this age ; and those now present could as little

anticipate to what extent posteritj'^ might carry them. Future ages might probably
speak of the knowledge of the 18th and 19th centuries, as we now do of that of
the loth and 16th. But let them remember that the progress of knowledge was
gradual ; and as their ancestors had been anxious to secure to them the benefits of

education and knowledge, so let it be said of the present age, that it paved the way
for the improvement of the generations which were to follow. He need not repeat
to Scotsmen, that at an early period the most anxious solicitude had been shown by
our ancestors on this subject. While Scotland was torn with convulsions, and the
battle-brand was yet red with blood, our forefathers had sat down to devise the

means of spreading the blessings of knowledge among their posterity, as the most
effectual means of preventing those dark and bloody times from recurring. We had
but lately sheathed a bloody and triumphant sword, and lived now in a period of

profound peace; and long, long might it be before the sword was again unsheathed.
This was therefore a proper time for improving the institutions of the country, and

endeavouring to cause its literature to keep pace with its high martial achievements.
In forming an institution like the present, there was something generous and disin-

terested ; there was somethinof in the task undertaken by the subscribers and found-

ers of this institution that differed from that of all other public institutions. The
founders of a library might enjoy the benefit of reading in that library. The founder

of an hospital had had sometimes the melancholy gratification, in the decline of his

fortunes, of reposing under the roof of the asylum which his charity had erected for

others : but this could not be the case with those who subscribed for this institution.

It was like a torch held out in the hand of a dead man, which imparted light to

others, but to the bearer it gave none. He therefore called on the young to attend

to the instructions that would be addressed them in this academy, erected exclu-

sively for their benefit, and not for that of those by whom it had been founded.
" The establishment of those excellent 'institutions, the Parochial Schools, had

earh' induced the moral and orderlj' habits which had so much tended to raise the

character of our countrymen. King James, whatever had been his failings in other

respects, had attended to the education of the youth, and had founded an institution

(the High School), which flourished at this moment, the pride and boast of our

City ; but from the great increase of population, its size was now found inadequate
to the duty original!)' intended. Since its establishment, the citj^ had increased to

six times the extent it then was ;
and the great proportion of subscribers to the

present institution, being of that rank and class of society who were both able and
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anxious to secure education to their children, proved the necessity that somKhin^must be done to relieve the Metropolitan school. It was true ih.-r,. wrm manv on
vate seminaries, whose teachers were men of great talent ; but siAxonU of that
description were not so well calculated to secure the education of children as an
institution like the present, where there was such a body of persons, as (niarantees
to the parents for the benefits of a liberal education,—where the various classes
were separated, each under the superintendence of an able teacher, whos.- diliirrnce
would be amply rewarded, while the subscribers would have the satidfactiT>ii to
know that their money was faithfully bestowed. It was plain to the most cbnunon
understanding, that one man could not teach four or five classes of pupils with the
same success that one man could teach one class ; that was quite plain. A jt-alousy
had been entertained that the design of the present institution was to hurt the more
ancient seminary. Look at those who were the leading members of this society;—
many of them who had received their education at the High School, whose fathers
and grandfathers had been instructed there, and who also had their children there:

they were not capable of entertaining a thought to the prejudice of that seminary.
Nothing, therefore, could be more erroneous than such an opinion. He could most

sincerely, on the part of himself and the directors, abjure every such intention. It

was, however, obvious, that the old High School, though venerable by antifjuity,
could not, from the enlargement of the city, be adequate to the wants of a dense

population. Systems of education were also progressive ; and it would be as absurd
in us to bind ourselves down to the modes and institutions established centuries ago,
as it would be to suppose that our plans might not be superseded by the improve-
ments of future times. The High School was entitled to re^^pect for the good it

had done. Their fathers had been educated there; they themselves had been edu-
cated there. Could it be supposed for a moment that they would contemplate the

destruction of that venerable institution? He was conscious that this was not the

case. The effect of the present institution would only be to relieve the High
School of a few superfluous scholars, and thereby leave the hands of its teachers

more at liberty to educate those who were left. He trusted he should hear nothing
more of such an unworthy motive. He was sure there would be no petty jealousies—no rivalry between the two institutions, but the honourable and fair rivalry of scho-

larship. Both teachers and scholars would strive—who would make the best scho-

lars—who the best informed men—who should produce men of the greatest talents,

and the best defenders of their country. This would be the rivalship of the directors,

otherwise he would renounce his place in the direction of this society. It had been

the intention of the subscribers that this institution should be placed under the same

management as the other ; but from circumstances unnecessary to repeat, that pur-

pose was abandoned. But he was of opinion that their separation must turn out for

the advantage of both establishments, by creating a fair and honourable competition
between them. He was convinced Palinurus would not slumber at the helm, while

he beheld another vessel striving to gain the port before him.
" The readiness with which the inhabitants had come forward with the necessary

sum, was a convincing proof of the general necessity of the institution ; and the

directors trusted they would have their approbation for the manner in which they

had been applied. In appropriating the funds which had so liberally been placed

at their disposal, the directors had observed the strictest economy. By the ingenuity

of Mr. Burn, the Architect, whose plans for, and superintendence of the buildings

had been a labour of love, it would be observed, that not much had been lost. If

they had not the beauty of lavish ornament, they had at least taste and proportion

to boast of—a more important part of architecture than high finishing. The direct-

ors had a more difficult and delicate duty to perform than the rearing of stone walls,

in choosing the gentlemen who were to carry into execution their plans ; a task

important beyond the power of language to describe, from the number of certificates

produced by men of talent who were willing to abandon their situations in other

seminaries, and to venture the credit of their reputation and prospects in lite on this

experimental project of ours—a task so delicate, that the directors were greatly at

a loss whom to choose among seventy or eighty individuals, of almost equal merit,

and equally capable of undertaking the task. The one principle which guided the

directors in their selection was, who were most likely to give satisfaction to them

and to the public. He trusted they had been successful in the pertormanre
nt thw

task. The University of Oxford had given them one of its most learned scholars

Vol. II. 2V 31
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(the Rector), in the flower of his ag-e, with fifteen years' experience as a teacher,
and of whose acquirements, in that gentleman's presence, he would not speak in

the terms he would employ elsewhere. To him the directors trusted as the main

pillar of the establishment
;
he was sure also he would be well supported by the

other gentlemen : and that the whole machine would move easily and smoothly.
" But there Avas still another selection of no mean difficulty. In the formation of

a new, they must lose some of the advantages of an ancient and venerable institu-

tion. One could not lay his hands on the head of his son, and say, this is the same
bench on which I sat ; this is the voice which first instructed me.—They had to

identify their children with a new institution. But they had something to counter-

balance these disadvantages. If they had not the venerable Gothic temple, the long
sounding galleries, and turreted walls—where every association was favourable to

learning
—

they were also free from the prejudices peculiar to such seminaries,—the
' rich windows which exclude the light, and passages that lead to nothing.' Some-

thing might be gained from novelty. The attention of the directors had been par-

ticularly turned to the fact, that while Scotland was, on the whole, the best informed

country in Europe, it had not of late produced many eminent classical scholars.

The observation of Dr. Johnson was well known, that in learning Scotland resem-
bled a besieged city, where every man had a mouthful, but no man a bellyful. It

might be said, in answer to this, that it wris better education should be divided into

mouthluls, than served up at the banquet of some favoured individuals, Avhile the

great mass were left to starve. But, sturdy Scotsman as he was, he was not more
attached to Scotland than to truth ; and it must be admitted that there was some
foundation for the Doctor's remark. The directors were anxious to wipe off this

reproach, and for this purpose had made every provision in their power. They had
made some additions to the course adopted in the High School, but in no case had

they made any innovation from the mere love of change. It was a part of their plan
to lay a foundation for a thorough knowledge of the Latin tongue, by the most pre-
cise and careful study of its fundamental principles. With this they meant to con-

join the study of Greek, to be begun at an earlier period, and prosecuted to a greater
extent, than hitherto was customary in Scotland. It was the language of history,
and of a people whose noble achievements and noble deeds were the ornament of its

pages. At no moment was the study of that beautiful language so interesting as at

present, when the people among whom it was still in use, were again, as he trusted,
about to emancipate themselves from slavery and barbarism, and take their rank

among free nations. There would also be instruction in writing and arithmetic—
and a class for the study of Mathematics, from which the directors hoped great

advantage would accrue to the pupils. There would be another class in this insti-

tution, which was not to be found in any other similar academy—a class for the

study of English literature. It had been justly remarked, that the study of classics

had sometimes led to the neglect of our own language, and that some scholars could

express themselves better in Latin than in English. To avoid this error, an English
teacher was added to the institution, who was to teach the boys the principles of

Grammar and Composition, and to connect with this a knowledge of the history of

their own country. He would have the youths taught to venerate the patriots and
heroes of our own country, along with those of Greece and Rome ; to know the his-

tories of Wallace and Bruce, as well as those of Themistocles and of Cfesar ; and
that the recollection of the fields of Flodden and Bannockburn, should not be lost in

those of Platea and Marathon. The masters would open their classes every morn-

ing with prayer ;
and a portion of scripture would be read by one of the boys every

Monday morning, before the commencement of the week's labours.
" In conclusion. Sir Walter addressed a few words to his young friends around

him. He observed, that the public could not have given a more interesting mark
of their confidence in the managers of the seminary, than they had done, in placing
under their direction these young persons, characterised by the Roman matron as her
most precious jewels, for every one of whom he was sensible more than one bosom
was at present beating, anxious for their future happiness and prosperity. He ex-

horted them to give their whole souls and minds to their studies, without which it

was little that either their teachers or directors could do. If they were destined for

any of the learned professions, he begged them to remember that a physician with-

out learning was a mere quack ; a lawyer without learning was a pettifogger, and a

clergyman without learning was like a soldier without a sword, who had not the
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means of enforcing the authority of his Divine Master. Next to a ronsri. |

of offence towards God and man, the greatest possession they could h:^vf> w I

cultivated mind; it was that alone which distinguished lliem from ihf hcastr, li.a

perish. If they went to India or other distant quarters of the globe, it would swi-(.u-a
their path and add to their happiness. He trusted that his words, poor as thrt
were, would sink into their hearts, and remain on their memories, lonfj .iftrr ihi-y
had forgotten the speaker. He hoped they would remember the words o? ibt-ir ri'vr-

rend friend, who had just implored the blessing of God upon thtir stiidic-*, for tbry
were the outpourings of the soul of one not young in years, nor void of exnorifrnct';
and when they were come to manhood, they might say to their children,

» Thus and
thus were we taught, and thus and thus we teach you. By attending to tliese thinirj
we rose to honour and distinction.' Happy (said Sir Walter) will it be if you can

say,
' I have followed that which I heard. May you do so and live.'

"

The Academy opened under these auspices, throve from the bcgin-

nmg, and may now be considered as one of the most important among
the national estabhshments of Scotland ; nor have Sir Walter's antici-

pations as to the result of honourable rivalry between it and the old

High School been disappointed.
As it happens, I have to place in the same page with Sir Walter's

speech, in honour of classical learning, the record of a f<the ({lumtity
which his generosity may be said to have made classical. In the course

of that same October, died his faithful friend and servant Maida, the

noblest and most celebrated of all his dogs
—

might I not safely say of

all dogs that ever shared the fellowship of man? His exit was
announced in this letter to the young Oxonian.

To Charles Scott, Esq., Brazennose College, Oxford.
"
Abbotsford, 22d October, l!S4.

•» My dear Charles,
" I am glad to hear that you are safely settled at College, I trust with the

intention of making your residence there subservient to the purposes of steady

study, without which it would be only a waste of expense and of leisure. I believe

the matter depends very much on a youth himself, and therefore I hope to hear that

you are strenuously exerting yourself to hold an honourable situation among the

students of your celebrated university. Your course will not be unmarked, as some-

thing is expected from the son of any literary person ; and I sincerely hope in thi«

case those expectations will be amply gratified.
" I am obliged to Mr. Hughes* for his kind intentions in your favour, as I dare

say that any to whom he introduces you will be acquaintance worth cultivating. I

shall be glad to hear that you have taken up your ground at College, and who are

like to compose your set. I hope you will make your way to the clever fellows and

not put up with Doldrums. Every man soon falls behind tiiat does not aspire to

keep up with the foremost in the race.
" I have little domestic news to tell you. Old Maida died quietly in his straw

last week after a good supper, which, considering his weak state, was rather a de-

liverance. He is° buried below his monument, on which the following epitaph is

engraved
—though it is great audacity to send Teviotdale Latin to Brazcnnost—

' MaidsB Marmorea dermis sub imagine Maida,

Ad januam domini sit tibi terra Icvis.'

Thus Englished by an eminent hand,—
' Beneath the sculptured form which late you wore.

Sleep soundly, Maida, at your master's door.'

» John Huffhes of Oriel College-son of Sir Walter's old fric.uN, Dr. and Mr..
H.-jrhc-

of St. Paul's—tlie same whose "
Itinerary of the Rhone," &c., is mentioned wiU. ingtx

praise in the introduction to Qucntin Durward.
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"
Yesterday we had our solemn hunt and killed fourteen hares,—but a dog of Sir

Adam's broke her leg, and was obliged to be put to death in the field. Little

Johnnie talks the strangest gibberish I ever heard, by way of repeating his little

poems. I wish the child may ever speak plain. Mamma, Sophia, Anne, and I

send love. Always your aflectionate father,

Walter Scott."

The monument here mentioned was a leaping-on-stone, to which the

zealous skill of Scott's master-mason had given the shape of Maida
recumbent. It had stood by the gate of Abbotsford a year or more
before the dog died, and after he was laid under it, his master, dining
that evening at Chiefswood, said, over his glass of toddy and segar,
that he had been bothering his brains to make an epitaph for his

ancient favourite, but could not please himself. He said it niust be in

Latin, because Maida seemed made on purpose to close a hexameter
—and begged, as I was fresher off the irons than himself, that I would

try to help him. The unfortunate couplet above printed was what

suggested itself at the moment—and though his own English version

of it, extemporized next minute, was so much better, on his way home
he gave directions to have it engraved, and engraved it was before

many hours had passed. Mr. James Ballantyne was the first person
that saw it ; believing it to be Scott's, he admired it, of course—and
of course, also, he thought fit to print it soon after (as Sir Walter's)
in his newspaper

—but his memory had played him a trick before he

reached Edinburgh, and as he printed the lines they showed not only
their original blunder, but another of his own creation ; in a word, he

had substituted jaces for donnis. His printing the thing at all was

unfortunate; for some friend (I believe it was Lord Minto) had pointed
out in the interim the false quantity of januam, and the mason was

just about to rectify this by substituting some legitimate dactyl or

spondee, suggested by this critic, when the newspaper reached Abbots-

ford. Sir Walter, on seeing it, said,
"
Well, well, since Ballantyne

has printed the lines at all, I shan't have any corrections made here—
I shall write and tell him of his blunder, and let the other stand as

it is. But mean-time "S?V Walter Scott's false quarjtities" had headed
various paragraphs in the newspapers, both in Edinburgh and in

London ; and, strange to say, even the undoubted double blunder of

Ballantyne's edition ibund gallant defenders. A Mr. Lionel Berguer,
who, I think, had published some poems, and dedicated them to Scott,

was one of these champions ; but I have not been able to recover

either his paragraph or the other to which Sir Walter alludes in the

following letter.

To the Editor of the Morning Post.

"
Abbotsford, Nov. 12, 1824.

" Sir—As I am a friend to truth, even in trifles, I cannot consent to shelter my-
self under the classical mantle Avhich Mr, Lionel Berguer and some unknoAvn
friend have chosen to extend, in their charity, over my faults in prosody. The two
lines were written in mere whim, and without the least intention of their being
made public. In the first line, the word jaces is a mistake of the transcriber (who-
ever took that trouble) ; the phrase is dormis, which I believe is good prosody.
The error in the second line, ad jamiam, certainly exists, and I bow to the castiga-
tion. 1 must plead the same apology which was used by the great Dr. Johnson,
when he misinterpreted a veterinary phrase of ordinary occurrence—ignorance—
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pure ignorance was the cause of my blunder. Forty years a<jo, loners ami shoru
were little attended to in Scottish education ; and I have, it apiiiMrs, f^r^ot thi- litil*
I may then have learned. I have only to add, that I am far from uudt^rvaluiiiif anj
branch of scholarship, because I have not the good fortune to nos.-W'ss it, and

heartily wish that those who succeed us may have the benefit of a more accurau
classical education than was common in my earlier days.

" The inscription cannot now be altered ; but if it remains a memorial of my want
of learning, it shall not, in addition, convey any imputation on my candour. 1

should have been ashamed, at a more stirring time, to ask admission for this plea
of guilty ; but at present you may think it worth a place in your paper. Pui^na ai
de paupere regno. I remain your obedient servant,

Walter Scott.

The culprit whose sin had brought this controversy on Sir Walter,
was not in his vicinity when it was going on; and on the same r.itli

of November, being his last day at Abbotsford for the long vacation,

he wrote the following.

To J. G. Lochhart, Esq., Northumberland Street, Edinburgh.

" Dear John—I some days ago wrote to inform his

Fat worship oijaces, misprinted for dormi's ;

But that several Southrons assured me the januam.
Was a twitch to both ears of Ass Priscian's cranium.

You, perhaps, may observe that one Lionel Berguer,
In defence of our blunders appears a stout arguer ;

But to-day I have settled, I hope, all these clatters.

By a line to the Post—the fit place for such matters.

I have, therefore, to make it for once my command, sir.

That my gudeson shall leave the whole thing in my hand, sir,

And by no means accomplish what James says you threaten,

Some banter in Blackwood to claim your dog-Latin.
I have various reasons of weight, on my word, sir,

For pronouncing a step of this sort were absurd, sir.

Firstly, erudite sir, 'twas against your advising
I adopted the lines this monstrosity lies in;

For you modestly hinted my E^nglish translation

Would become better far such a dignified station.

Second—how, in God's name, would my bacon be saved,

By not having writ what I clearly engraved"?
On the contrary, I, on the whole, think it better

To be whipped as the thief than his lousy resetter.

Thirdly—don't you perceive that I don't care a boddle

Although fifty false metres were flung at my noddle,

For my back is as broad and as hard as Benlomon's,

And I treat as I please both the Greeks and the Romans ;

Whereas the said heathens might look rather serious

At a kick on their drum from the scribe of Valerius.

And, fourthly and lastly
—it is my good pleasure

To remain the sole source of that niurderous measure.

So stet pro ratione voluntas—be tractile.

Invade not, I say, my own dear little dactyl ;

If you do, you'll occasion a breach in our intercourse :

To-morrow will see me in town for the winter-course.

But not at your door, at the usual hour, sir.

My own pye-house daughter's good pro^f to devour, sir,

Ero-o—peace on your duty, your squeamishness throttle,

And we'll soothe Priscian's spleen with a canny third bottle,

A fig for all dactyls,
—a fig for all spondees,

A fig for all dunces and Dominie Grundys ;

A fig for dry thrapples, south, north, east, and west, sir,

31 *
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Spits and raxes* ere five, for a famishing guest, sir;

And as Fatsmanf and 1 have some topics for haver, he'll

Be invited, I hope, to meet me and Dame Peveril,

Upon whom, to say nothing of Oury and Anne, you a

Dcg shall be deemed if you fasten your Janua.

P. S.—Hoc Jocose—but I am nevertheless in literal earnest. You incur my serious

displeasure if you move one inch in this contemptible rumpus. So adieu till to-

morrow. Yours affectionately, W. S."

In the course of the November several of the huge antique build-

ings which gave its peculiar character to the Old Town of Edinburgh,

perished by fire ; and no one, it may be believed, witnessed this demo-

lition with more regret than Sir Walter. He says to Lord Montagu
on the 18th,—
" My dear Lord,

" vSince I came here I have witnessed a horrible calamity. A fire hroke out on

Monday night in the High Street, raged all night, and great part of the next day,

catching to the steeple of the Tron Church, which being wood was soon in a blaze,

and burned like regular fire-works till all was consumed. All this while the flames

were spreading down to the Cowgate amongst those closes where the narrowness
of the access, and the height of the houses, rendered the approach of engines almost

impossible. On Tuesday night a second fire broke out in the Parliament vSquare,

greatly endangering the Courts of Justice, and the Advocates' more than princely

Library. By great exertions it was prevented approaching this public building ;

and Sir William Forbes' bank also escaped. But all the other houses in the Par-

liament Square are totally destroyed ; and I can conceive no sight more grand or

terrible than to see these lofty buildings on fire from top to bottom, vomiting out

flames like a volcano from every aperture, and finally crashing down one after

another into an abyss of fire, which resembled nothing but hell ; for there were
vaults of wine and spirits which sent up huge jets of flame, whenever they were
called into activity by the fall of these massive fragments. Between the corner of

the Parliament Square and the South Bridge all is destroyed, excepting some new

buildings at the lower extremity; and the devastation has extended down the closes,
which I hope will never be rebuilt on their present, I should say their late form.

The general distress is, of course, dreadful. Ever yours,
W. ScoTT."

* There is an excellent story (but too long for quotation) in the Memorie of the Somer-
villes (vol. i. p. 240) about an old Lord of that family, who, when he wished preparations
to be made for high feasting at his Castle of Cowthally, used to send on a billet inscribed

with this laconic phrase,
"
Speates and raxes,

— i. e. spits and ranges. Upon one occasion,

Lady Somerville (being newly married, and not yet skilled in her husband's hieroglyphics)
read the mandate as spears and jacks, and sent forth 200 armed horsemen, whose appear-
ance on the moors greatly alarmed Lord Somerville and his guest, who happened to be no
less a person than King James III. See also Tales of a Grandfather

—Scotfs Prose

Works, vol. xxii. p. 312.

t Fatsman was one of Mr. James Ballantyne's many aliases. Another (to which Con-

stable mostly adhered, was " Mr. Basketfill"—an allusion to the celebrated printer Bask-

erville.
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CHAPTER XXV.

TALES OF THE CRUSADERS BEGUN— A CHRISTMAS AT ABBOTSFORD - IN
EXTRACTS FROM THE MS. JOURNAL OF CAPTAIN BASIL HALL, R.N. DFC -J
1824— JAN. 10, 1825.

On-
arriving

in Edinburgh, Sir Walter resumed his usual course of

literary exertion, which the supervision of carpenters, painters, and

upholsterers, had so long interrupted. The Tales of the Crusaders
were begun ; but I defer, for the present, the history of their progress.

Abbotsford was at last finished, and in all its splendour; and at

Christmas, a larger party than the house could ever before have

accommodated, were assembled there. Among the guests was one
who kept a copious journal during his stay, and has kindly furnished

me with a copy of it. I shall, therefore, extract such passages as bear

immediately upon Sir Walter Scott himself, who certainly was never

subjected to sharper observation than that of his ingenious friend Cap-
tain Basil Hall.

CAPTAIxN HALL'S JOURNAL.
"
Abbotsford, December 29, 1P2J.

" Sir Walter Scott really seems as great as a man as he is as an author ; for he

is altogether untouched by the applause of the whole civilized world. He is still

as simple in his manners, as modest, unassuming, kind, and considerate in his

behaviour to all persons, as he was when the world were unaware of his enormous

powers. If any man can be said to have a right to be presumptuous in consequence
of possessing acknowledged talents far above those of his company, he is this man.

But what sagacity and intimate knowledge of human nature does it not display,
when a man thus gifted, and thus entitled as it were to assume a higher level,

undazzled by such unanimous praise, has steadiness of head enough not to be made

giddy, and clearness enough of moral vision to discover that, so far from lessening
the admiration which it is admitted he might claim if he pleased, he augments it

infinitely by seeming to waive that right altogether ! How wisely he acts by mix-

ing familiarly with all men, drawing them in crowds around him, placing them at

their ease within a near view of his excellence, and taking his chance of being more

correctly seen, more thoroughly known, and having his merits more heartily acknow-

ledged, than if, with a hundred times even his abilities, he were to trumpet them

forth to the world, and to frighten off spectators to a distance by the brazen sound !

" It is, no doubt, in a great measure, to this facility of access, and engaging man-

ner, that his immense popularity is due ; but I should hold it very unfair to supnoso

that he proceeds upon any such calculation. It is far more reasonable to conclude

that Providence, in giving him such astonishing powers of pleasing others, should

also have gifted him with a heart to understand and value the delight of being be-

loved as well as wondered at and admired ; and we may suppose that he now enjoys

a hiorher pleasure from seeing the happiness which he has given birth to both abroad

in the world, and at home by his own fire-side, than any which his readers are con-

scious of. If a man does act well, it is an idle criticism to investigate the motive

with any view of taking exception to that. Those motives which mduce to go<>d

results, must, in the long run, be good also. A man may be wicked, and yet on a

special occasion act virtuously, with a view to deceive and gain under false colours

some advantao-e which his own flag denies him ; but this will not do to go
on with.

Thus it sicrnifies nothing to say that Sir Walter Scott, knowing the envious n.iturr

of the world, and the pleasure it has in decrj-ing high merit, and P"''^'"'! ''""'^
Vj

the reputation of great men, deports himself as he does in order to avoid the cav s

of his inferiors. Where we find the success so great as in this case, we are quite
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safe in sajnng that it is not by rule and compass that the object is gained, but by
genuine sentiment and right-mindedness

—by the influence of those feelings which

prompt men to take pleasure in good and kindly offices—by that judgment -which
sees through the mists of prejudice and error, finds some merit in every man, and
makes allowances for the faults and weaknesses of all—or rather has the faculty of
not seeing them, but of dwelling with attention on the good parts of character, to the

exclusion of the bad ;
—above all, by that admirable self-command which allows no

unfavourable opinion to pass the lips,
—the fruit of which is, that by concealing even

from himself, as it were, every unkindly emotion, he ceases to feel it. His princi-

ple is, by every means to banish from his mind all angry feelings of every descrip-
tion, and thus to exempt himself both from the pain of disappointment in disputes
where he should fail, and from the pain of causing ill-will in cases where he might
succeed. In this way he keeps on good terms with all his neighbours, without

exception, and when others are disputing about boundaries and all the family of

contiguous wrangling, he manages to be the universal friend. Instead of quarrelling
with his eminent brother authors, whether poets or novelists (as so many others

have done, and now do, to their mutual discomfort and shame), he is in friendly and

thoroughly unenvious correspondence with them all. So far from any spark of

jealousy being allowed to spring up, his delight is to discover and to foster, and
make the most of genius wherever it exists. But even this is a trifle—his house is

filled with company all the year round with persons of all ranks—from the highest
down to the lowest class that is received at all in society ; he is affable alike to

them all, makes no effort at display on any occasion, is always gay and friendly, and

puts every one at his ease
;
in fact, there is nothing more worthy of remark than the

entire simplicity of his manners, and the total apparent unconsciousness of the dis-

tinction which is his due. This, indeed, cannot possibly be assumed, but must be
the result of the most entire modesty of heart, if I may use such an expression, the

purest and most genuine kindness of disposition, which forbids his drawing any
comparison to the disadvantage of others. He has been for many years the object
of the most acute and vigilant observation, and as far as my own opportunities have

gone, I must agree with the general report
—namely, that on no occasion has he ever

betrayed the smallest symptom of vanity or affectation, or insinuated a thought bor-

dering on presumption, or even on a consciousness of his own superiority in any
respect whatsoever. Some of his oldest and most intimate friends assert, that he
has even of late years become more simple and kindly than ever ; that this attention

to those about him, and absence of all apparent concern about himself, go on, if pos-
sible, increasing with his fame and fortune. Surely if he be not a happy man,
which he seems truly to be, he deserves to be so.

" I make no apologies for prosing on such a subject, but it is high time that I get
into the regular train of journal-writing. This morning my brother James and I set

out from Edinburgh in the Blucher coach, at eight o'clock, and although we heard
of snow-storms on the hills, we bowled along without the smallest impediment, and
with a fine bright sun and cheerful green fields around us, with only here and there

a distant streak of snow in some shady ravine. We arrived in good time—and found
several other guests at dinner

" Had I a hundred pens, each of which at the same time should separately write

down an anecdote, I could not hope to record one half of those which our host, to use

Spenser's expression,
' welled out alway.' To write down one or two, or one or

two dozen, would serve no purpose, for they were all appropriate to the moment,
and were told with a tone, gesture, and look suited exactly to the circumstances, but
which it is of course impossible in the least degree to describe.

" The public rooms are lighted with oil-gas in a style of extraordinary splendour.
The passages, also, and the bedrooms, are lighted in a similar manner. The whole
establishment is on the same footing

—I mean the attendance and entertainment—all

is in good order, and an air of punctuality and method, without any waste or osten-

tation, pervades every thing. Every one seems at his ease ; and although I have
been in some big houses in my time, and amongst good folks who studied these sort

of points not a little, I don't remember to have anywhere met with things better

managed in all respects.
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"
AbbotaforJ, 30th IXccinber.

" This morning Major , my brother, and I, accompanied Sir Walter Scott on
a walk over his grounds, a distance of five or six miles. He led us tlirou<rh his
plantations, which are in all stages of advancement, and entertained us all the way
with an endless string of anecdotes, more or less characteristic of the scenes we
were passing through. Occasionally he repeated snatches of songs, sometimes a
whole ballad, and at other times he planted his staff in the ground and related some
tales to us, which though not in verse, came like a stream of poetry from hi,-, lips.
Thus, about the middle of our walk, we had first to cross, and then' to wind down
the banks of the Huntly Burn, the scene of old Thomas the Rymer's interview
with the Queen of the Fairies. Before entering this little glen, he detained us on
the heath above till he had related the whole of that romantic story, so that by the
time we descended the path, our imaginations were so worked upon by the wild
nature of the fiction, and still more by tlie animation of the narrator, that we felt

ourselves treading upon classical ground ; and though the day was cold, the path
muddy and scarcely passable, owing to the late floods, and the trees all bare, yet I

do not remember ever to have seen any place so interesting as the skill of this

mighty magician had rendered this narrow ravine, which in any other company
would have seemed quite insignificant.

" On reaching an elevated point near a wild mountain lake, from whence \vr

commanded a view of many ditferent parts of his estate, and saw the progress of
his improvements, I remarked that it must be interesting to engage in planting.

'Interesting!' he cried; 'You can have no idea of the ex(juisite delight of a

planter
—he is like a painter laying on his colours—at every moment he sees his

effects coming out. There is no art or occupation comparable to this ; it is full of

past, present, and future enjoyment. I look back to the time when there was not a

tree here, only bare heath : I look round and see thousands of trees growing up, all

of which, I may say almost each of which, have received my personal attention.

I remember five years ago looking forward, with the most delighted expectation, to

this very hour, and as each year has passed, the expectation has gone on increasing.
I do the same now

; I anticipate what this plantation and that one will presently be,

if only taken care of, and there is not a spot of which I do not watch the progress.
Unlike building, or even painting, or indeed any other kind of pursuit, this has no

end, and is never interrupted, but goes on from day to day, and from year to year,
with a perpetually augmenting interest. Farming I hate ; what have I to do with

fattening and killing beasts, or raising corn only to cut it down, and to wrangle
with farmers about prices, and to be constantly at the mercy of the seasons 1 There

can be no such disappointments or annoyments in planting trees.'

" It is impossible to touch for an instant on any theme, but straightway he has an

anecdote to fit it.
' What is the name of that bright spot,' I said,

' on which the

sun is shining just there in the line of Cowdenknowes?'— 'That,' said he, 'is

called Haxel C/eugh. I was long puzzled,' he added, to find the etymology of this

name, and enquired in vain on every hand to discover something suitable. I could

learn nothing more than that near the Cleugh there was a spot which tradition said

had been a Druidical place of worship. Still this did not help mc, and I went on

for a long time tormenting myself to no purpose. At length when I was reading

very early one fine summer's morning, I accidentally lighted upon a passarre in

some German book, which stated that Haxa was the old German term
f^or

a Uruid-

ess.* Here, then, the mystery was solved, and I was so enchanted with the dis-

covery, that I was wild with impatience to tell it to some one : so away I mounted

up stairs to my wife's room, where she was lying fast asleep. 1 was
well_

aware

that she neither knew nor cared one jot about the matter; that did not signify—tell

it I must immediately to some one; so I roused her up, and although she was very

angrj^ at being awakened out of her comfortable doze, I insisted upon bestowai?

Haxa, and Haxel Cleugh, and all my beautiful discovery of the Druid's temple

upon her notwithstanding.
' Now, don't you understand this V said he, turnin? to

me. 'Have not you sometimes on board your ship hit upon somethinij which

delighted you, so that you could not rest till you had got hold of some one down

whose throat you might cram it—some stupid dolt of a lieutenant, or some gaping

* Hexe is the modern German for witch.

Vol. II. 2W
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midshipman, on whom in point of fact it was totally thrown away 1—^but still you
had the satisfaction of imparting it, without which half the pleasure is lost.'

" Thus we strolled along, borne as it were on this strange stream of song and

story. Nothing came amiss to him ;
the most trivial and commonplace incident,

when turned in his hand, acquired a polish and a clearness of the first water. Over

all, too, there was breathed an air of benignity and good-will to all men, which was
no less striking than the eloquence and point of his narrations. The manner in

which he spoke of his neighbours, and of distant persons of whose conduct he

disapproved, was all in the same spirit. He did not cloak their faults—he spoke
out manfully in contempt of what was wrong ; hut this was always accompanied

by some kindly observation, some reservation in favour of the good they possessed,
some natural and proper allowance. I say natural, because I should be giving a

wrong impression of the character of his conversation were I to let it be supposed
that these excuses or extenuations were mawkishly uttered, or that he acted a part,

and as a matter of rule said something in favour even of those he condemned. It

was, on the contrary, nothing more than the spontaneous result of a good disposi-
tion and an honest sense of justice, which seemed to prompt him to turn to merits

rather than to faults, and to dwell with more pleasure on what was good than on

what was bad.

" He is loyal to the back-bone, to use a vulgar phrase ; but with all this there is

nothing servile or merely personal in his loj^alty. When the King was coming to

Edinburgh, and it was known he was to pass over Waterloo Bridge, a gentleman

suggested to him the fitness of concealing or erasing the inscription respecting
Prince Leopold* on the arch of the bridge, as it was known there was a coolness

between the King and his son-in-law. ' What !' said he,
' shall we insult the King's

son-in-law, and through him the King himself, bj' any allusion to, or notice of,

what is so unworthy of all parties 1 Shall we be ashamed of our own act, and

without any diminution of our respect for those to whom the compliment was paid,
draw back and eat our words because we have heard of a petty misunderstanding ?

Shall we undo that which our respect for the King and his family alone prompted
us, right or wrong, to do? No, sir! sooner than that inscription should be erased,

or even covered with flags or flowers, as you propose, or that any thing, in short,

should be done to show that we were ashamed of our respect for Prince Leopold,
or ought to save the King's feelings by a sacrifice of our own dignity, I would with

my own hand set the town of Edinburgh on fire, and destroy it!'

" In the evening we had a great feast indeed. Sir Walter asked us if we had

ever read Christabel, and upon some of us admitting with shame that we had never

even seen it, he offered to read it, and took a chair in the midst of all the party in

the library. He read the poem from end to end with a wonderful pathos and

variety of expression
—in some parts his voice was deep and sonorous, at others

loud and animated, but all most carefully appropriate, and very sweetly modulated.

In his hands, at all events, Christabel justified Lord Byron's often-quizzed charac-

ter of it—' a wild and singularly original and beautiful poem.'
" Sir Walter also read us, with the utmost delight, or, as it is called, completely

con amore, the famous poem on Thomas the Rymer's adventure with the Queen of

the Fairies ; but I am at a loss to say which was the most interesting, or even I

will say poetical, his conversational account of it to us to-day on the very spot,

Huntly Burn, or the highly characteristic ballad which he read to us in the even-

Interspersed with these various readings were hundreds of stories, some quaint,
some pathetical

—some wild and fairy-like, and not a few warlike, especially of the

old times, and now and then one of Wellington and Waterloo ;
and sometimes he

gave anecdotes of things close to his own doors,—ay, and incidents of this very

day, which we had passed unseen, but which were now kindled into interest and

importance, as if by the touch of a magician's wand.
" There was also much pleasing singing

—many old ballads, and many pretend-

* Prince Leopold had been present at the opening of this bridge
—and the inscription

records that circumstance.

t See this ballad in the Border Minstrelsy, vol. iv.
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ing to be old ballads were sung to the harp and pianoforte. Tlic followiu" i

exqnisitply pathetic, that I copied it, after I went to my room, from thu'v' :
'

ladies' book, and give it a place, though perhaps it is to be found soincwhure lu

print :—
,

" My love he built me a bonnie bower," &c. &c.*

"
Abbotsford, 31sl December, ITOI.

" The fashion of keeping up old holidays by bonfires and merriment, is sur»'ly

decreasing. Or is it that we, the recorders of these things, are geitiiiir older, and
take consequently less interest in what no longer amuses us, so that we may b«!

deceived in supposing the taste of our juniors to be altered, wiiile in fact it is only
our own dispositions and habits that are changed in complexion] It may be so

still I suspect that the progress of education, and the new habits of imlustry, and
the more varied and generous objects which have been opened of late years to all

classes, have tended greatly to banish those idle ceremonies and jovialities whieli I

can just recollect in my childhood as being of doubtful pleasure, but which our

ancestors describe as being near the summit of their enjoyments. I3e tliis as it

may in the eyes of others, I confess, for my part, that your Christmas and New-
years' parties seem generally dull. There are several causes for tliis: The mere
circumstance of being brought together for the express purpose of being merry, acts

in opposition to the design in view ; no one is pleased on compulsion ; then it sel-

dom happens that a party is quite well sorted ; and a third reason is, that it will

scarcely ever happen that a family circle can be drawn together on two successive

years, without betraying to the eye of affection some fatal blanks ' that were not

there before.'
" I took notice at supper, as we waited for the moment that was to give birth to

a new year, that there was more than one '

unquiet drooping of the eye ;' and
amidst the constrained hilarity of the hour, I could trace a faltering in some voices,

which told distinctly enough to an ear that was watching for it, that however pre-
sent the smilingf cheek and laugfhinor eve mijrht seem to be, the bleeding heart was
far away.

" It is true enough, that it is to ' moralize too deeply' to take things in this

way, and to conjure up with an ingenuity of self-annoyance these bli<rhliiig images.
So it is, and so I acted ; and as viy heart was light and unloaded witli any care, I

exerted myself to carry through the ponderous evening—ponderous only because it

was one set apart to be liglit and gay. I danced reels like a wild man, snapped

my fingers, and hallooed with the best of them, flirted with the young ladies at all

hazards, and with the elder ones, of which there was a store, I talked and laughed

finely. As a suit of rooms was open, various little knots were formed, and nothing
would have been nicer had we been left alone, but we must needs be dancing, sing-

ing, playing, jesting, or something or other different from that which we miglit be

naturally disposed to be doing. Wherever the Great Unknown went, indeed, there

was a sort of halo of fun and intelligence around him; but his plan of letting all

thinors bide was not cauo-ht up somehow, and we were shoved about more than

enough.
"
Supper was over just at midnight, and as the clock was striking twelve, we all

stood up, after drinking a hearty bumper to the old year, and having joined hands

crosswise, with each his right hand seizing his neighbour's left, all joined chor\is

in an appropriate song by Sir Adam Ferguson, a worthy knight, possessed of infi-

nite drollery. Then followed other toasts of a loyal description, and then a song,

a good red-hot Jacobite song to the Kins;—a ditty which, a century ago, might have

cost the company their heads, or at least their hands—but now it did no more than

draw broad smiles of affected apprehension, and that roguish sort of look natural

when people are innocently employed in doing what is held to be mischievous, but

harms no one. . ,

"
Still, still it was ponderous. Not all the humour and miraculous vivaritv and

readiness of our host could save it—long blank pauses occurred-and then a feMe

whisper—but little more, and the roar of a jolly toast subsided into a hollow calm.

I dwell upon all this merely to make people consider how useless it is to in't up

such things nowadays—for if Walter Scott, with all appliances and means to boot

» See " The Border Widow's Lament, in the Minstrelsy, vol. ill. p. Oi.
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—in his noble house—surrounded by his own choice friends—full of health and all

he can wish, is unable to exempt a Hogmanay party from the soporific effect pro-

verbially attendant upon manufactured happiness, who else need venture on the

experiment ! At about one we broke up, and every one seemed rejoiced to be
allowed to go about at pleasure : while the horses were putting to, to carry off our

numerous company, and shawls were hunting for, people became bright again, and
not being called upon to act any part, fell instantly into good humour; and we had
more laughing and true hilarity in the last half-hour than in all the evening before.

The Author of Waverley himself seemed to feel the reviving influence of freedom,
and cruized about from group to group, firing in a shot occasionally to give spirit to

what was going on, and then hauling off to engage with some other—to show his

stores of old armour—his numerous old carved oak cabinets, filled with the strangest

things
—adder-stones of magical power—fairies' rings

—
pearls of price, and amongst

the rest a mourning-ring of poor Lord Byron's, securely stowed away in one of the

inmost drawers !

" On one of those roving expeditions he pushed his head into the circle of which
I happened to make one, and seizing upon some casual analogy said,

' that reminds
me of a story of a fair, fair lady,' &c. All became mute and crowded about him,
and he began, in a low, solemn, and very impressive voice, with a sort of mock
earnestness which fixed the attention in a wonderful degree, and gave an air of truth

and real importance to what he was telling, which might be supposed to belong to

some material fact which he had to communicate for our serious consideration.

'There was,' said he, 'a very merry party collected in a town in France, and

amongst all the gay lords and ladies there assembled, there was none who caused
so great a sensation, as a beautiful young lady who danced, played, and sang in the

most exquisite style. There were only two unaccountable circumstances belonging
to her—one was that she never went to church, or attended family prayers. The
other, that she always wore a slender black velvet band or girdle round her waist.

She was often asked about these peculiarities, but she always evaded the interro-

gatories, and still by her amiable manners and beauty won all hearts. One even-

ing, in a dance, her partner saw an opportunity of pulling the loop of her little black

girdle behind ; it fell to the ground, and immediately the lady became pale as a
sheet—then gradually shrunk and shrunk—till at length nothing was to be seen in

her place but a small heap of grey ashes !'

"
I forgot to mention that in the course of a conversation about ghosts, fears in

the dark, and such matters, Sir Walter mentioned having once arrived at a country
inn, when he was told there was no bed for him. ' No place to lie down at all ]'

said he. '

No,' said the people of the house—'

None, except a room in which there

is a dead corpse lying.'
'

Well,' said he,
' did the person die of any contagious

disorder]' ' Oh, no—not at all,' said they. 'Well, then,' continued he,
' let me

have the other bed.' '

So,' said Sir Walter,
' I laid me down, and never had a

better night's sleep in my life.'
"

"
Abbotsford, January 1, 1825.

"
Yesterday being Hogmanay there was a constant succession of Guisards—?'. e.

boys dressed up in fantastic caps, with their shirts over their jackets, and with
wooden swords in their hands. These players acted a sort of scene before us, of

which the hero was one Goloshin, who gets killed in a ' battle for love,' but is pre-

sently brought to life again by a doctor of the party.
" As may be imagined, the taste of our host is to keep up these old ceremonies.

Thus, in the morning, yesterday, I observed crowds of boys and girls coming to

the back door, where each one got a penny and an oaten-cake. No less than 70

pennies were thus distributed—and very happy the little bodies looked, with their

well-stored bags.
"
People accustomed to the planting of trees are well aware how grateful the

rising generations of the forest are to the hand which thins and prunes them. And
it makes one often melancholy to see what a destructive sort of waste and retarda-

tion goes on by the neglect of young woods—how much beauty is lost—how much
wealth is wantonly thrown away, and what an air of sluttishness is given to

scenery which, with a very little trouble, might have adorned and embellished, not

to say enriched, many a great estate.
" I never saw this mischievous effect of indolence more conspicuously made mani-
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fest than in a part of the grounds here. Sir Walter's property on one side is bound-
ed by a belt of fir trees, say twenty yards across. The ' march' runs directly along
the centre of this belt, so that one-half of the trees belong to his nciirbhour, the other
to him. The moment he came in possession he set about thinning and prunintr the

trees, and planting a number of hardwood shoots under the shelter of tiie firs, "in a

very short time the effect was evident : the trees, heretofore choked up, had run into

scraggy stems, and were sadly stunted in growth ; but having now room to breathe
and to take exercise, they have shot up in the course of a few years in a wonderful

manner, and have set out branches on all sides, while their trunks have gradually
lost the walking-stick or hop-pole aspect w^hich they were forced to assume before,
and the beeches and oaks, and other recent trees are starting up vigorously under
the genial influence of their owner's care. Meanwhile the obstinate, indolent, or

ignorant possessor of the other half of the belt has done nothingr to his woods for

many years, and the growth is apparently at a stand in its original ugliness and use-

lessness. The trees are none of them above half the height of Sir Walter's, and

few, if any, of half the diameter. So very remarkable is the difference, that without

the most positive assurances I could not believe it possible that it could have been

brought about by mere care in so short a period as live years. The trees on the

one side are quite without value, either to make fences or to sell as supports to the

coal-pits near Berwick, while Sir Walter already reaps a great profit from the mere

thinning out of his plantations. To obtain such results, it will be easily understood

that much personal attention is necessary, much method and knowledge of the sub-

ject. It happens, however, that in this very attention he finds his chief pleasure
—

he is a most exact and punctual man of business, and has made it his favourite study
to acquire a thorough knowledge of the art.

" His excellent taste in planting has produced a very important effect. In laying
out his new plantations formerly, he was guided, partly by a feeling that it was
natural and beautiful to follow the ' lie of the ground' as it is called, and partly by
an idea that by leading his young wood along hollows and gentle slopes, he would

be taking the surest course to give it shelter. But though he had only the pros-

perity and picturesqueness of the wood in view, he has also, he finds, added to the

value of the adjoining fields that remain unplanted. The farmer who formerly-

rented this ground came to him and offered to take the unplanted part again, and to

pay the same rent for it as he had paid formerly for the whole, although one-half of

it is now a young forest and effectually enclosed. On Sir Walter's expressing his

surprise at this, the man said that, both for growing corn and for the pasture of

sheep, the land was infinitely improved in value by the protection which his rising

woods and numerous enclosures afforded.
" This will seem still more remarkable when it is mentioned that, whenever cir-

cumstances permitted, his best land has been selected for planting trees. ' I have

no patience,' he exclaimed,
' with those people who consider that a tree is not to be

placed except on a soil where nothing else will grow. Why should the noblest of

all vegetables be condemned to the worst soil ? After all it is the most productive

policy to give trees every advantage, even in a pecuniary point of view, as I have

just shown you. The immediate return in cash is not so great indeed as from

wheat, but it is eventually as sure, if matters be properly attended to—and this is

all over and above one's great and constantly increasing source of enjoyment in the

picturesque beauty which rising woods afford.'

" Abbotsford, Januarj- 2, 1925.

" At breakfast to-day we had, as usual, some 150 stories—God knows how they

came in, but he is, in the matter of anecdote, what Hudibras was m figures of

speech—' his mouth he could not ope—but out there flew a trope'—so with the

Great Unknown, his mouth he cannot open without giving out something worth

hearina_and all so simply, good-naturedly, and naturally ! I quite forget all these

stories^but one :—' My cousin Watty Scott' (said he)
' was a midshipman some

forty years ago in a ship at Portsmouth ;
he and two other companions had gone on

shore, and had overstaid their leave, spent all their money, and run up a"
'".'"J*'"^

bill at a tavern on the Point—the ship made the signal for sailing,
but their lana-

lady said,
" No, gentlemen—you shall not escape without paying your recK n-

ing;"—and she accompanied her words by appropriate af^t'o"^; f"''.''.,?.. «.>m
under the tender keeping of a sufficient party of bailiffs. They Iclt that Uu} «cro
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in a scrape, and petitioned very hard to be released ;

" No, no," said Mrs. Quickly," I must be satisfied one way or t'other : you must be well aware, orentlemen, that

you will be totally ruined if you don't get on board in time." They made long
faces, and confessed that it was but too true. " Well," said she,

"
I'll give you

one chance—I am so circumstanced here that I cannot carry on my business as a

single woman, and I must contrive somehow to have a husband, or at all events I

must be able to produce a marriage certificate ; and therefore the only terms on
which you shall all three have leave to go on board to-morrow morning is, that one
of you consent to marrj-^ me. I don't care a d which it is, but, by all that's

holy, one of you I will have, or else you all three go to jail, and your ship sails

without you !' The virago was not to be pacified, and the poor youths, left to them-

selves, agreed after a time to draw lots, and it happened to fall on my cousin. No
time was lost, and off they marched to church, and my poor relative was forthwith

spliced. The bride, on returning, gave them a good substantial dinner and several

bottles of wine apiece, and having tumbled them into a wherry sent them off. The
ship sailed, and the young men religiously adhered to the oath of secrecy they had
taken previous to drawing lots. The bride, I should have said, merely wanted to

be married, and was the first to propose an eternal separation. Some months after,

at Jamaica, a file of papers reached the midshipmen's berth, and Watty, who was
observed to be looking over them carelessly, reading an account of a robber}' and
murder at Portsmouth, suddenl}^ jumped up, and in his ecstasy forgot his obligation
of secrecy, and cried out " Thanks be to God, my wife is hanged !"

'

" Mixed up with all this fun. Sir Walter has much admirable good sense, and
makes many valuable reflections, which are apt sometimes to escape notice from the

unpretending manner in which thej' are introduced. Talking of different professions

to-day, and of the universal complaint of each one being overstocked, he observed—
'

Ay, ay, it is the same in all ; we wear our teeth out in the hard drudgery of the

outset, and at length when we do get bread to eat—we complain that the crust is

hard—so that in neither case are w'e satisfied.' Taking up a book with a pompous
dedication to the King, he read the first paragraph, in which the style was inverted

in such a manner as scarcely to be intelligible, but yet w'as so oddly turned as to

excite curiosity.
' Now, this,' he said,

' is just like a man coming into a room bot-

tom foremost in order to excite attention : he ought to be kicked for his pains.'
"
Speaking of books and booksellers, he remarked, that, considered generally, an

author might be satisfied if he got one-sixth part of the retail price of his book for

his share of the profits ;
—this seems very moderate—but w-ho should have such

means of making a right calculation on such a point?
vSome conversation arose about stranger tourists, and I learned that Sir Walter

had at length been very reluctantly obliged to put a stop to the inundation of these

people, by sending an intimation to the inns at IMelrose and Selkirk to stop them by
a message, saying it was not convenient to receive company at Abbotsford, unless
their visit had been previously announced and accepted. Before this, the house
used to be literally stormed : no less than sixteen parties, all uninvited, came in one

day ! and frequentlj' eight or ten forced themselves in. So that it became impossi-
ble for the family to have a moment to themselves. The tourists roved about the

house, touched and displaced the armour, and I dare say (though this was not ad-

mitted) many and many a set carried off some trophy wnth them.
" Just as breakfast was concluded to-day he said,

' Ladies and gentlemen, I shall

read prayers at eleven, when I expect you all to attend.' He did not treat the sub-

ject as if ashamed of it, which some do. He did not say
' those who please may

come, and any one who likes may stay away,' as I have often heard. He read the

Church of England service, and did it with singular beauty and impressiveness,

varj'ing his voice according to the subject, and as the first lesson was from a very
poetical part of Isaiah, he kindled up, and read it with a great deal of animation,
without, however, overstepping the solemnity of the occasion.

" I am -sure I have repeated it till my readers will be tired, that in nothing is our
host so remarkable as in the absence of all affectation or pretension. We had an

amusing instance of his playfulness this evening. Something introduced the sub-

ject of lions. '

Well,' said he,
' I think it amusing enough to be a lion ; what think

you. Captain Hall V '

Oh,' I answered,
' I am always too much flattered by it—

and nothing gratifies me more than being made to wag my tail and roar in my small

way.'
' That's right,' he said, turning to the company,

'

notliing is more diverting
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than being handed about in that way, and for my part I enjoy it exceedinelv •
I waionce hunted by a well-known lion-catcher, who I found was also in m.-,rM, .V mn'M„;il „„A ;* 1 ,1 iU„4. _-^ ^ ^i . ti- .

' •-" "U< n m M,^
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O'Neill, and it so chanced that we met together at Highirate, or in ili;it nci.rh;,.,!:-
hood, and we were carried out to see some grounds, inlhe course of which fmth the
lion and the lioness found themselves in a place where there was an iron railinir all
round. » Now," said I,

" if you have got a lock there to turn upon us, you ha\> us
both for ever, and your fortune is made. You have only to hoist a

flayr on a poi.- at
the top of the hill and stick up a few bills, saying that you have just'cauirht those
two beautiful animals, and in an hour's time you have half the metropolis "to sr« ua
at a shilling a head, and we shall roar in grand style

—shall we not, Miss O'NcillV'" He then laughed much at some lions about town, who disdained beincr stirrrd

up with a long pole, as every good lion ought to be. ' You and I, Captain Mall,
know better, and we enjoy ourselves accordingly in our noble beast capacity

—whi reas
those poor wretches lose all the good things we get—because, forsooth, they must
be loved and admired, and made much of for their mere human qualities

—while we
are content with our pretensions as monsters !"

Abljotsford, January 3.

" There has been an immense flood in the Tweed lately, which overflowed its

banks, and did a world of mischief, though not quite so great as that at St. Peters-

burgh. But what is comical, this rise of the river actually set Abbotsford on fire :

at least the offices on the kaugk below the house, where the water rose three feet

perpendicular above the floor; and happening to encounter a pile of unslackcd lime
in the corner of a cow-house, presently set it in a blaze ! There was no want of

water you may be sure—' too much of water, poor Ophelia'
—and no great damage

was done. This flood raised the water considerably more than a foot, exactly five

inches higher than that of 1812, the highest ever known up to that date.

"A neighbouring laird and his son joined our party yesterday, Mr. Henderson of

Eildon Hall, and the proprietor of the well-known hills of that name. His history

may amuse you. He was, long ago, clerk of the Cocket at Leith, an office worth
i£50 a year, and this was his whole substance. It chanced that Air. Ramsay, the

banker, was in want of a clerk, and said to a friend,
' Do you know any one who

writes a good hand, is honest and steady, and who never opens his mouth from one

year's end to the other T 'I know your man exactly,' said the other; and Mr. H.
was accordingly made clerk under Mr. Ramsay, with whom he kept up the neces-

sary communication by means of a sort of telegraph, as it is alleged, as Mr. R. had

a great dislike to speech. In process of time our hero insinuated himself so com-

pletely into the good graces of his patron, that he got a small share in the bank,

then a larger, and so on. It happened about this time that the man who had taken

Craigleith quarry failed for want of capital ; and our friend, the silent clerk of the

Cocket, who had the bank under his lee, bought up the contract, and cleared ten

thousand a year for nine or ten years by this one job. So that what with the bank,

and sundry other speculations, which all turned out well, he amassed great wealth,

and resolved to turn country gentleman.
" One day in company he was making enquiries about land, and a gentleman

opposite was so eloquent in praise of Eildon Hall, then in the market, that hevvas

seized with a desire to be the purchaser.
' What is the price V asked he. '

Why,'
said the other, who was in some way interested,

' I dare say you may get it fur t^rty

thousand pounds."
' Indeed !' said our quarryman,

'
I will give that with pleasure—and I authorize you to make the offer.'

" Now, the amusing thing about this transaction is, that the estate in question

had been some time advertised for sale for thirtj'-seven thousand pounds only ; thus

our worthy friend of the telegraph gave three thousand more for the property than

was asked, to the great delight and astonishment of Messrs. Todd and Romanes,

the agents for the°sale. A fact, by the way, which goes far to suppoit the Lord

Chancellor's estimate of a banker's intellects.

" With all this, our tacit\irn friend makes ' a very decent Lord,' is well esfc.-mwl

in the neighbourhood, and, as he has the discretion now to take good advic.>, ti>- is

likely to do well.
," Sir Adam Ferguson, who is the most humorous man alive, and delights in snow-

ing up his neighbour, mentioned to him the other day that the Eildon estate was
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sadly in want of lime. ' Eh !' said the laird,
' I am much obliged to you for that

hint—I am just ruined for want o' hints."

At this moment there is a project for making a rail-way from Berwick to Kelso,
as all the world knows

;
but the Great Unknown and several other gentlemen are

anxious to tail on a branch from Melrose to meet the great one: and as Mr. H., with
his long purse and his willingness to receive hints, is no bad card in the game, he
has been brought up to Abbotsford for a week : his taciturnity has long ago fled,

and he is now one of the most loquacious Borderers going. Torwoodlee, too, and
his son the Skipper, came to breakfast to-day, in order that the whole part}' might
have a consultation before going to the rail-road meeting at Melrose. I should sus-

pect that when the Autlior of Waverley sets his shoulders to any wheel, it must be
in a devilish deep slough if it be not lifted out.

" As my brother James was obliged to return to Edinburgh, and I thought that I

had staid long enough, we set out from Abbotsford after luncheon, very reluctantly,
for the party had grown upon our esteem very much, and had lately been augmented
by the arrival of Mr. Lockhart, whom I wished to get acquainted with, and of Cap-
tain Scott, the poet's eldest son. The family urged me very much to stay, and I

could only get awaj' by making a promise to return for their little dance on Friday
evening; so that it is not impossible this journal may have some additions made to

it in the same strain."

"Abbotsford, 7th January, 1825.

"
To-day my sister Fanny and I came here. In the evening there was a dance in

honour of Sir Walter Scott's eldest son, who had recently come from Sandhurst

College, after having passed through some military examinations with great credit.

We had a great clan of Scotts. There were no less than nine Scotts of Har-
den and ten of other families. There were others besides from the neighbourhood—at least half-a-dozen Fergusons, with the jolly Sir Adam at their head—Lady
Ferguson, her niece Miss Jobson, the pretty heiress of Lochore—kc. &c. &c.

" The evening passed v^ery merrily, with much spirited dancing ; and the supper
was extremely cheerful and quite superior to that of Hogmanay."

"
Abbotsford, 8th January.

"It is wonderful how many people a house can be made to hold upon occasions
such as this ; and when, in the course of the morning, the neiffhbours came to

stream off to their respective homes, one stared, like the man in the Arabian Nio-hts
who uncorked the genie, thinking how the deuce they ever got in. There were a
few who stayed a while to saunter about the dressed grounds, under the o-uidance
of Sir Walter, but by one or two o'clock my sister and I found ourselves the only
guests left, and on the Great Unknown proposing a walk to a point in his plantations
called Turn-again, we gladly accepted his offer and set out.

" I have never seen him in better spirits, and we accompanied him for several
hours with great delight. I observed that on this occasion the tone of his innume-
rable anecdotes was somewhat different from what it had been when James and I

and some other gentlemen formed his companions. There was then an occasional

roughness in the point and matter of the stories ; but no trace of this to-day. He
Avas no less humorous, however, and varied than before ;

—always appropriate, too—in harmony with the occasion as it were—never lugging in stories by the head
and shoulders. It is very difficult, I may say impossible, to give a correct concep-
tion of this by mere description. So much consists in the manner and the actual
tone and wording of what is said ; so much, also, which cannot be imparted, in the

surrounding circumstances—the state of the weather—the look of the country the
sound of the wind in the trees close at hand—the view of the distant hills :—all

these and a thousand other things produce an effect on the minds of those present
which suits thern for the reception of the conversation at the moment, and prevents
any transfer of the sentiments produced thereby to any one differently circumstanced." On reaching the brow of the hill on the eastern side of his plantations, we
came in sight of Melrose Abbey, on which there was a partial gleam of sunshine

lighting up an angle of the ruins. Straightway we had an anecdote of Tom Purdie,
his gamekeeper and factotum. Tom has been many years with Sir Walter, and

being constantly in such company, has insensibly picked up some of the taste and

feeling of a higher order. ' When I came here first,' said Tom to Mrs. Laidlaw,
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the factor's wife,
' I was little better than a beast, and knew nae mair than a cow

what was pretty and what was ugly. I was cuif enough to think that the bonniest
thing in a country-side was a corn-field enclosed in four stane dykes ; but now I
ken the difference. Look this way Mrs. and I'll show you what tlie' (Tciulpfolks
likes. See ye there now the sun glinting on Melrose Abbey ? It's no aw bright
nor its no aw shadows neither, but just a bit screed o' light here and a bit o' dark
yonder like, and that's what they ca' picturesque; and, indeed, it maun be confessed
it is unco bonnie to look at !'

" Sir Walter wished to have a road made through a straight belt of trees which
had been planted before he purchased the property, but being obliged to return to

Edinburgh, he entrusted it to Tom Purdie, his '

right-hand man.'
°
Tom,' said he,

'

you must not make this walk straight
—neither must it be crooked.' '

Deil, Sir !

than what maun it be like "?'
'

Why,' said his master,
' don 't you remember when

you were a shepherd, Tom, the way in which you dandered hame of an even T

You never walked straight to your house, nor did you go much about ; now make
me just such a walk as you used to take yourself.' Accordingly, Tom's walk is a

standing proof of the skill and taste of the shepherd, as well as of the-happy power
which his master possesses, in trifles as well as in great affairs, of imparting his
ideas to those he wishes to influence.

" In the course of our walk he entertained us much by an account which he gave
us of the ongin of the beautiful song of ' Auld Robin Gray.'

' It was written (he
said) by Lady Anne Lindsay, now Lady Anne Bernard. She happened to be at a
house where she met ]Miss Suff Johnstone, a well-known person, who played the

air, and accompanied it by words of no great delicacy, whatever their antiquity

might be ; and Lady Anne lamenting that no better words should belong to such a

melody, immediately set to work and composed this very pathetic story. Truth, I

am sorry to say, obliges me to add that it was a fiction. Robin Gray was her

father's gardener, and the idea of the young lover going to sea, which would have
been quite out of character here amongst the shepherds, was natural enough where
she was then residing on the coast of Fife.' ' It was long unknown,' he added,
' who the author was ; and indeed there was a clergyman on the coast whose con-

science was so large that he took the burden of this matter upon himself, and

pleaded guilty to the authorship. About two years ago I wrote to Lady Anne to

know the truth—and she wrote back to say she was certainly the author, but won-
dered how I could have guessed it, as there was no person alive to whom she had
told it. When I mentioned having heard it long ago from a common friend who
was dead, she then recollected me, and Vv^rote one of the kindest letters I ever re-

ceived, saying she had till now not the smallest idea that I was the little lame boy
she had known so piany years before.'

" I give this anecdote partly from its own interest, and partly for the sake of intro-

ducing the unconcerned allusion to his own lameness—which I have heard him

mention repeatedly, in the same sort of way, without seemingly caring about it.

Once speaking of the old city wall of Edinburgh (which, by the way, he says was
built during the panic caused b)- the disastrous battle of Flodden Field)

—he said it

used to be a great play in his youth to climb the said wall. ' I used often to do it,'

he observed,
'

notwithstanding my bad foot, which made it no very easy job.' Lord

Byron, who by an odd coincidence had a similar club-foot, used to torment himself

dreadfully about it, and had at one time serious thoughts of having it amputated.

He, Lord Byron, distressed himself most absurdly to be sure, and such an impres-

sion had it upon his mind, that I have heard from an intimate friend that he used to

curse and swear, and almost to blaspheme his Maker, for having sent him into the

world thus deformed.
" On coming to a broad path in the middle of the woods, we took notice of a

finger-post, on which was written ' The Road to Selkirk.' We made some remark

about it, upon which he laughed, and said that that finger-post had g-ained him great

popularity in the neighbourhood.
' I cannot say,' he remarked, ' that I had any such

view when I ordered' it to be put up. The public road, it is true, is not far off. and

this leads through the very centre of my grounds, but I never could bring mys»-l'
lo

make that a reason for excluding any person who finds it agreeable or advantaircous

to take over the hill if he likes. But although my practice in this respect had always

been well known, the actual admission of it, the avowed establisluuent of it aa a

Vm.. 11. 2X 32*
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sort of right, by sticking up the finger-post, was received as a kind of boon, and I

got a world of credit for a thing which had certainly not any popularity for its object.
Nevertheless,' he continued,

' I have no scruple in saying that what I did deserved
the good people's acknowledgment; and I seriously disapprove of those proprietors
who act on a different principle in these matters. Nothing on earth would induce
me to put up boards threatening prosecution, or cautioning one's fellow-creatures to

beware of man-traps and spring-guns. I hold that all such things are not only in

the highest degree offensive and hurtful to the feelings of people whom it is every way
important to conciliate, but that they are also quite inefficient—and I will venture to

say, that not one of my young trees has ever been cut, nor a fence trodden down, or

any kind of damage done in consequence of the free access which all the world has
to my place. Round the house, of course, there is a set of walks set apart and kept
private for the ladies—but over all the rest of my land any one may rove as he likes.

I please myself with the reflection that many people of taste may be indulging their

fancies in these grounds, and I often recollect how much of Burns's inspiration was

probably due to his having near him the woods of Ballochmyle to ramble through
at his will when he was a raoroned callant.'

ft •
ctO

" He told us of the diflferent periods at which he had planted his grounds. 'I

bought this property bit by bit,' he said, 'as accident threw the means of purchase
into my hands ; I could not lay it all out in a consistent plan, for when I first came
here I merely bought a few acres and built a cottage, as a kind of occasional retreat

from the bustle of Edinburgh. By degrees I got another and another farm, till all

you now see came to me. If things go on improving at the rate they do in the mat-
ter of travelling, I dare say I shall be able to live here all the year round, and come
out every day from the Court. At present I pass about seven months of the year at

Abbotsford, but if the projected railway is established, and Ave have steam-coaches

upon it running at twelve miles an hour, it will be merely good exercise to otq in to

breakfast and come back to dinner.'

"In a hilly country such as this, one is more dependent upon the taste of one's

neighbours than where the surface is flat, for the inequalities bring into view many
distant points which one must constantly be wishing to see turned to advantage.
Thus it is of consequence to be on such friendly terms with the neighbourhood,
especially the proprietors on the opposite side of the river, that they may take one's

comfort and pleasure into consideration when they come to plant, or otherwise to

embellish their ground. Sir Walter pointed out several different plantations which
had been made expressly with a view to the improvement of the prospect from Ab-
botsford. The owner of one of these estates came over to him one day to point out
the line which he had traced with a plough, as the limit of a new plantation, and asked
Sir Walter how he liked it, or if he wished any alteration to be made. The Author
of Waverley thanked him for his attention, and the two gentlemen climbed the hill

above Abbotsford to take the matter into consideration. It was soon seen that, with-
out extending the projected plantation, or diminishing its beauty with reference to

the estate on which it was made, a new line might be drawn which would double
its apparent magnitude, and greatly enhance the beauty of its form, as seen from
Abbotsford. The gentleman was delighted to have an opportunity of obliging the

Great well-known Unknown, and cantered back to change the line. The young
trees are already giving sufficient evidence of the good taste of the proposer of the

change, and, it may be said also, of his good sense and his good-nature, for, unless

he possessed both in an eminent degree, all his gigantic talents would be insufficient

to bring round about him the ready hearts and hands of all within his reach. Scott

of Gala, for instance, has, out of pure kindness, planted, for a space of several miles,
the whole of the opposite bank of the Tweed, and with great pains improved all the

lines of his father's planting, solely to please his neighbour, and without any benefit

to his own place. His worthy friend, also, of Eildon Hall, he told us to-day, had

kindly undertaken, in the same spirit, to plant the base of these two beautiful hills,

which, without diminishing their grandeur, will greatly add to their picturesque
effect, and, in fact, increase the bold magnificence of their summits.

" ' I make not a rule to be on intimate terms,' he told us,
' with all my neighbours—that would be an idle thing to do. Some are good

—some not so good, and it

would be foolish and ineffectual to treat all with the same cordiality; but to live in

harmony with all is quite easy, and surely very pleasant. Some of them may be

rough and gruff at first, but all men, if kindly used, come about at last, and by going
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on gently, and never being eager or noisy about wbat I want, and b;ttintT thinTs
glide on leisurely, I always find in the end that the object is gained on which I have
set my heart, either by exchange or purchase, or by some sort of cnmpromisp'bywhich both parties are obliged, and good-will begot if it did not exist before-
strengthened if it did exist'

"
'There, see,'—he continued,

' that farm there, at the foot of the hill, is occu-
pied by a respectable enough tenant of mine; I told him I had a great dcsir»- fur
him to try the effect of lime on his land. He said he doubted its success, and could
not venture to risk so much money as it would cost. '

Well,' said I,
'
fair pnouirh ;

but as I wnsh to have the experiment tried, you shall have the lime for the nTere

carting ; you may send to the place where it is to be bought, and at the term day
you shall strike off the whole value of the lime from the rent due to me.' When
the day came, my friend the farmer came with his whole rent, which he laid down
on the table before me without deduction. "How's this, my man, you are to

deduct for the lime, you know." "
Why, Sir Walter," replied he,

" my conscience
will not let me impose on you so far—the lime you recommended me to try, and

which, but for your suggestion, I never would have tried, has produced more than
would have purchased the lime half-a-dozen times over, and I cannot think of

making a deduction." '

" In this way, by a constant quiet interchange of good offices, he extends his

great influence amongst all classes, high and low ; and while in the morning, at

breakfast-time, he gets a letter from the Duke of Wellington, along with some rare

Spanish manuscripts taken at Vittoria*—at mid-day he is gossiping with a far-

mer's wife or pruning his young trees cheek by jowl with Tom Purdie—at dinner

he is keeping the table merry, over his admirable good cheer, with ten hundred

good stories, or discussing railroads, black-faced sheep, and other improvements
with Torwoodlee—in the evening he is setting the young folks to dance, or reading
some fine old ballad from Percy's Reliques, or some blackletter tome of Border

lore, or ffiving- snatches of beautiful songrg, or relatinor anecdotes of chivalry—and

ever and anon coming down to modern home life with some good honest practical

remark which sinks irresistibly into the minds of his audience, and all with such

ease and unaffected simplicity as never, perhaps, was seen before in any man so

gifted
—so qualified to take the loftiest, proudest line at the head of the literature, the

taste, the imagination of the whole world ! Who can doubt that after such a day as

I have glanced at his slumbers must be peaceful, and that remorse is a stranger to

his bosom, and that all his renown, all his wealth, and the love of such '

troops of

friends,' are trebly gratifying to him, and substantial, from their being purchased
at no cost but that of truth and nature.
" Alas for poor Lord Byron, of whom he told us an anecdote to-day, by which it

appeared that his immense fame as an author was altogether insuflicient to harden

him against the darts of calumny or malevolence levelled at his private life. He

quoted" with the bitterest despair, to Scott, the strong expression of Shakspeare,

' Our pleasant vices are but whips to scourge us !'

And added, 'I would to God that I could have your peace of mind, Mr. Scott; I

would give all I have, all my fame, every thing, to be able to speak on this subject'

(that of domestic happiness)
' as you do !'

" Sir Walter describes Lord Byron as being a man of real goodness of heart, and

the kindest and best feelings, miserably thrown away by his foolish contempt of

public opinion. Instead of being warned or checked by public opposition, it

roused him to go on in a worse strain, as if he said,
'

Ay, you don't like it—well, you

shall have something worse for your pains.' Thus his Lordship, poor fellow, by

taking the wrong view, went on from bad to worse, and at every struggle with

the public sunk deeper and deeper in their esteem, while he himself became more

and more sensitive about their disapprobation.
'

Many, many a pleasant hour I

have spent with him,' Sir Walter added,
' and I never met a man with nobler

feelino-, or one who, had he not unfortunately taken the wrong course, mi'iht hare

done more to make himself beloved and respected. A man of eminence in any

line, and perhaps a man of great literary eminence especially, is exposed to a ihou-

* About this time the Duke sent Scott some curious documents about the propowd dwl

between Charles V. and Francis I.
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sand eyes which men, not so celebrated, are safe from—and in consequence, right
conduct is much more essential to his ha])pine3s than to those who are less watched;
and I may add, that only by such conduct can the permanence of his real influence

over any class be secured. I could not persuade Byron to see it in this light
—the

more's the pity, for he has had no justice done him.'
" Some one talked of the pains taken to provide the poor with receipts for making

good dishes out of their ordinary messes. ' I dislike all such interference,' he said,—' all your domiciliary, kind, impertinent visits—they are all pretty much felt like

insults, and do no manner of good ;
let people go on in their own way, in God's

name. How would you like to have a nobleman coming to you to teach you how
to dish up your beefsteak into a French kickshaw ? And who is there so miserably

put to his ways and means that will endure to have another coming to teach him
how to economize and keep his accounts 1 Let the poor alone in their domestic

habits, I pray you ; protect them and treat them kindly, of course, and trust them ;

but let them enjoy in quiet their dish of porridge, and their potatoes and herrings,
or whatever it may be—but for any sake don't torment them with your fashionable

soups. And take care,' he added,
' not to give them any thing gratis, except when

they are under the gripe of immediate misery
—what ikey think miserj'

—consider it

as a sin to do any thing that can tend to make them lose the precious feelings of

independence. For my part I very, very rarely give any thing away. Now, for

instance, this pile of branches which has been thinned out this morning, is placed
here for sale for the poor people's fires, and I am perfectly certain they are more

grateful to me for selling it at the price I do (which, you may be sure, is no great

matter), than if I were to give them ten times the quantity for nothing. Every
shilling collected in this and other similar manners, goes to a fund which pays the

doctor for his attendance on them when they are sick ; and this is my notion of

charity.'
" I shall have given a false impression of this great man's character to those who

do not know him, if I have left an impression that he is all goodness and forbear-

ance—that there is no acid in his character ; for I have heard him several times as

sharp as need be when there was occasion. To-dajs for instance, when a recent

trial, in which a beautiful actress was concerned, happened to be brought into dis-

cussion, he gave his opinion of all the parties with great force and spirit ; and when
the lady's father's name was mentioned as having connived at his daughter's dis-

grace, he exclaimed,
'

Well, I do not know what I would not give to have one good
kick at that infernal rascal—I would give it to him,' said he, drawing his chair back
a foot from the table,

' I would give it to him in such style as should send the vaga-
bond out of that window as far as the Tweed. Only, God forgive me,' added he,

smiling at his own unwonted impetuosity, and drawing his chair forward quietly to

the table,
'

only it would be too good a death for the villain ; besides,' said he, his

good-humoured manner returning as he spoke,
'
it would be a sad pollution to our

good stream to have the drowning of such a thorough-bred miscreant as could sell

his daughter's honour! ' "

" It is interesting to see how all ranks agree to respect our hero, and to treat him
with respect at once, and with kindness and familiarity. On higli days and holi-

days a large blue ensign, such as is worn by ships of war, is displayed at a flag-

staff, rising from a round tower built for the purpose. The history of this flag is as

follows :—
" The ' Old Shipping Smack Company' of Leith, some time ago, launched one of

the finest vessels they had ever sailed, and called her 'The Walter Scott,' in honour
of their countryman. In return for this compliment, he made the Captain a present
of a set of flags ; which flags you may be sure the noble commander was not shy of

displaying to all the world. Now, it so happens that there is a strict order, forbid-

ding all vessels, except King's ships, to hoist any other flag than a red ensign, so
that when our gallant smack-skipper chanced to fall in with one of his Majesty's
cruizers, he was ordered peremptorily to pull down his blue colours. This was
so sore a humiliation, that he refused to obej', and conceiving that he could out-sail

the frigate, crowded all sail, and tried to make off with his ensign still flying at his

mast-head. Tlie ship-of-war, however, was not to be so satisfied, and hinted as

much by dropping a cannon-shot across his fore-foot. Down came the blue ensign,
which was accordingly made prize of, and transmitted forthwith to the Lords of the
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Admiralty, as is usual in such cases of contumely. Their Lordships, in merry
mood, and perhaps even in the plenitude of their power feelintr the respect which
was due to genius, sent the flag to Abbotsford, and wrote an official letti-r to Sir
Walter, stating the case, and requesting him to have the goodness to o-ive orders to
liis cruizers in future not to hoist colours appropriated exclusively to tin; ships of his

Majesty. The transaction was creditable to all parties, and he, instead of takinif

offence,* as a blockhead in his place would have done, immediately sent for Uin

masons, and built him a tower on which to erect his flag
—and the first occasion on

which it was displayed was the return of his eldest son from England.
" I have caught the fever of story-telling from contact with this Prince of all

Story-tellers ! During the riots for the immaculate Queen lately deceased, a report
went abroad, it seems, that Abbotsford had been attacked by a mob, its windows

broken, and the interior ransacked. '

Ay, ay,' said one of the neighbouring country-

people, to whom the story was told,
' so there was a great slaughter of people V

' Na, na,' said his informant, 'there was naebody killed.'—' Weel, then,' said the

other,
'

depend upon it, it's aw a lee—if Abbotsford is taken by storm, and the

Shirra in it, ye'll hae afterwards to tak account o' the killed and wounded, Pse

warrant ye !'
"

"
Ahlwtsford, January 9—Sunday.

" We saw nothing of the chief till luncheon time, between one and two, and

then only for a few minutes. He had gone out to breakfast, and seemed busy with

writing. At dinner he was in great force, and pleasant it was to observe the differ-

ence which his powers of conversation undergo by the change from a large to a

small party. On Friday, when we sat down twenty to dinner, it cost him an effort

apparently to keep the ball up at table ; but next day, when the company was reduced

to his own family, with only two strangers (Fanny and I), he appeared deligtited

to be at home, and expanded with surprising animation, and poured forth his stores

of knowledge and fun on all hands. I have never seen any person on more delight-

ful terms with his family than he is. The best proof of this is the ease and confi-

dence with which they all treat him, amounting quite to familiarity. Even the

youngest of his nephews and nieces can joke with him, and seem at all times per-

fectly at ease in his presence
—his coming into the room only increases the laugh,

and never checks it—he either joins in what is going on, or passes. No one notices

him any more than if he were one of themselves. These are things which cannot

be got up—no skill can put people at their ease where the disposition does not

sincerely co-operate.
"
Very probably he has so correct a knowledge of human character in all its

varieties that he may assist by art in giving effect to this naturally kind bent
^of

his

disposition, and this he may do without ceasing to be perfectly natural. For in-

stance, he never sits at any particular place at table—but takes his chance, and never

goes, as a matter of course, to the top or to the bottom. f Perhaps this and other

similar things are accidental, and done without reflection; but at all events, whether

designed orliot, their effect is to put every one as much at his ease as if a being

of a superior order were not present.
" I know no one who takes more delight in the stories of others than he does, or

who seems less desirous of occupying the ears of the company. It is true that no

one topic can be touched upon, but straightway there flows out a current of appro-

priate story—and let the anecdote which ^any one else tells be ever so humorous, its

only effect is to elicit from him another, or rather a dozen others, still more in point.

Yet, as I am trying to describe this singular man to others who have not seen him,

I should be leaving a wrong impression of his style in this respect, were I to omit

mentioning that there is nothing in the least like triumph on these occasions, or any

apparent wish to excel the last speaker—the new key is struck, as it were, and in-

stantly the instrument discourses most eloquent music—but the thing is done as if

he could not help it ;
and how often is his story suggested by the obvious desire to

* I do not understand how any man could have taken offence under these circumstanros.

The First Lord of the Admiralty, Lord Melville, and the Secretary, Mr. Crokcr. were both

intimate friends of Sir Walter's—and what passed was of course matter of pleasantr)
.

t This seems refining. Sir Walter, like any other gentleman of his standing, might bo

expected to devolve the labour of carving on one of his sons.
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get the man that has been speaking out of a scrape, either with some of the hearers,
or perhaps with his own conscience. ' Are you a sportsman V he asked me to-day.
I said I was not—that I had begun too late in life, and that I did not find shooting
in particular at all amusing.

'

^Yell, neither do I,' he observed ;
' time has been

when I did shoot a good deal, but somehow I never very much liked it. I was
never quite at ease when I had knocked down my black-cock, and going to pick him

up, he cast back his dying eye with a look of reproach. I don't affect to be more

squeamish than my neighbours,
—but I am not ashamed to say, that no practice ever

reconciled me fully to the cruelty of the affair. At all events, now that I can do as

I like without fear of ridicule, I take more pleasure in seeing the birds fly past me
unharmed. I don't carry this nicety, however, beyond my own person—as Walter
there will take good occasion to testify to-morrow.'

"
Apparentlj' fearing that he had become a little too sentimental, he speedily di-

verted our thoughts by telling us of a friend of his, Mr. Hastings Sands, who went
out to shoot for the first time, and after firing away for a vrhole morning without any
success, at length brought down a bird close to the house, and ran up to catch his

pheasant, as he supposed—but which, to his horror, he found was a pet parrot, be-

longing to one of the young ladies. It was flapping its painted plumage, now all

dripping with blood—and ejaculating quickly. Pretty Poll ! pretty Poll ! as it expired
at the feet of the luckless sportsman—who, between shame and regret, swore that,
as it Avas his first experiment in shootingf, it should be his last ; and on the spot
broke his gun all to pieces, and could never afterwards bear to hear a shot fired.

" But I am forgetting what I hinted at as a very characteristic turn of his good
nature. I had mentioned as one reason why I was not very fond of shooting, that

when I missed I was mortified at my want of skill, and that when I saw the bird

lying dead at my feet it recalled to my recollection a boyish piece of cruelty which
I had been guilty of some five-and-tvventy or thirty years ago, the recollection of

which has been a source of frequent and bitter remorse. It is almost too bad to

relate—suffice that the nest was robbed, the young ones drowned before the mother's

eyes, and then she was killed. ' You take it too deeply now,' he said,
' and yet an

early circumstance of that kind properly reflected upon is calculated to have the best

effect throughout life. I too,' he continued,
' have my story of boyish cruelty, which

has often given me the bitterest remorse in my after life ;
but which I think has car-

ried with it its useful lesson in practice. I saw a dog coming towards me, when I

was a boy about the age you describe yourself to have been when you murdered the

ox-eye family. What devil tempted me I know not, but I took up a large stone,
threw it, and hit the dog. Nevertheless, it had still strength to crawl up to me, and
lick my feet kindly, though its leg was broken—it was a poor bitch bigf with pup.'" From parrots we got to corbies, or ravens, and he told us with infinite humour a

story of a certain tame bird of this description, whose constant delight was to do

mischief, and to plague all mankind and beastkind. ' A stranger' (he said)
' called

one day with a very surly dog, whose habit it was to snarl and bite at every animal
save man ; and he was consequently the terror and hatred of his own fraternity, and
of the whole race of cats, sheep, poultry, and so on. " Maitre Corbeau" seemed to

discover the character of the stranger, and from the moment of his arrival determined
to play him a trick. I watched him all the while, as I saw clearly that he had a

month's mind for some mischief. He first hopped up familiarly to Cato, as if to

say,
" How d'ye do]" Cato snapped and growled like a bear. Corbie retired

with a flutter, saying,
" God bless me, what's the matter"? I had no idea, my good

sir, that I was offending you, I was looking for a worm." By and by he made
another studied sort of approach—and when Cato growled he drew off, v^-ith an air

as if he said,
" What the devil is the matter with you ?—I'm not meddling with you—let me alone." Presently the dog became less and less suspicious of ^Ir. Corbie,

and composed himself on the sunny gravel-walk in a fine sleep. Corbie watched
his moment, and hopped and hopped quietly till close up, and then leaping on
Cato's back, flapped his wings violently, gave one or tv\-o severe dabs with his bill,

and then flew up to the edge of the cornice over the gateway, and laughed and
screamed with joy at the impotent fury of the dog—a human being could not have

laughed more naturallj-
—and no man that ever existed could have enjoyed a mis-

chievous joke more completely than our friend Corbie.'
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Monduy, loth January, l^OS.

" The party at Abbotsford breaks up this morning, to the sorrow, 1 believe of

every member of it. The loadstar of our attraction, aecoinpunied by his sister-in-

law, Mrs. Thomas Scott, and her family, sot off for Lord Dalhousie's and ail thu

others, except Lady Scott and her daughter, who are to follow in a day or two, ar«

streaming off in different directions. Sir Walter seemed as unwiHin<r to leave tlie

country and return to the bustle of the city as any schoolboy could liave been to po
back to his lessons after the holidays. No man perhaps enjoys the coutury more
than he does, and he is said to return to it always with the liveliest relish. Ii m;iy
be asked, if this be so, why ho does not ^ive up the town altogether] llu micrht

do so, and keep his Sheriffship ; but his Clerkship is a thing of more consecjuence,
and that he must lose; and what is far more important still, his constant transac-

tions with the booksellers could never be carried on with convenience, were he per-

manently settled at a distance from them and their marts. His great purchases of

land, his extensive plantations, the crowd of company which he entertains, and the

splendid house he has just completed, are all severe pulls on his income—an

income, it must be recollected, which is produced not from any fund, but by dint

of labour, and from time to time. He is too prudent and sagacious a man not to

live within his means ;
but as yet he cannot have laid by much, and he will have

to write a good deal raore before he can safely live where he pleases and as he

pleases.
" It becomes a curious question to know when it is that he actually writes these

wonderful works which have fixed the attention of the world. Those who live

with him, and see him always the idlest man of the company, are at a loss to dis-

cover when it is that he finds the means to compose his books. My attention was
of course directed this way, and I confess I see no great difficulty about the matter.

Even in the country here, where he comes professedly to be idle, I took notice that

we never saw him till near ten o'clock in the morning, and, besides this, there were

always some odd hours in the day in which he was not to be seen.
" We are apt to wonder at the prodigious quantity which he A^Tites, and to

imagine the labour must be commensurate. But, in point of fact, the quantity of

mere writing is not very great. It certainly is immense if the quality be taken into

view ;
but if the mere amount of handwriting be considered it is by no means

large. Any clerk in an office would transcribe one of the Waverley Novels, from

beginning to end, in a week or ten days—say a fortnight. It is well known, or at

least generally, and I have reason to believe truly admitted, that Sir Walter com-

poses°his works just as fast as he can write—that the manual labour is all that it

costs him, for his thoughts flow spontaneously. He never corrects the press, or if

he does so at all, it is very slightly
—and in general his works come before the pub-

lic just as they are written. Now, such being the case, I really have no difficulty

in supposing that a couple of hours every day before breakfast may be quite sutfi-

cient for alAhe MS. of Waverley Novels produced in the busiest years since the

commencement of the series.
" Since writing the above I have taken the trouble to make a computation, which

I think fair to give, whichever way it may be thought to make in the argument.
" In each page of Kenilworth there are, upon an average, 8G4 letters : in each

page of this Journal 777 letters. Now I find that in ten days I have written 1-20

pages, which would make about 108 pages of Kenilworth ; and as there are 3-20

pages in a volume, it would, at my rate of writing this Journal, cost about Jl>*

days for each volume, or say three months for the composition of tiie whole of that

work. No mortal in Abbotsford-house ever learned that I kept a Journal. I was

in company all day and all the evening till a late hour—apparently the least occu-

pied of the party; and I will venture to say not absent from the drawinsr-rooui one

quarter of the time that the Unknown was. I was always down to breakfast bel.-r.-

any one else, and often three quarters of an hour before the Author of Kenilworth—

always among the very last to go to bed—in short, I would have set tlio acutest

observer at defiance to have discovered when I wrote this Journal—and yet it is

written, honestly and fairly, day by day. I don't say it has cost me much labour;

but it is surely not too much to suppose that its composition has cost me, an

unpractised writer, as much study as Kenilworth has cost the glorious I nknown.

I have not had the motive of i35500 to spur me on for my set ol volumes; but il I

had had such a bribe, in addition to the feelings of good-will for those at home, lor
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whose sole perusal I write this; and if I had had in view, over and above, the lite-

rary glory of contributing to the happiness of two-thirds of the globe, do you think

I would not have written ten times as much, and yet no one should have been able

to discover when it was that I had put pen to paper?
" All this assumes Sir Walter Scott to be the man. If at a distance there still

exist any doubt on the question, there seems to be no longer any in Edinburgh.
The whole tenor of Sir Walter's behaviour on the occasion shows him to be the

writer; and the single argument of a man of his candour and literary taste never

speaking of, or praising works such as these, would alone be sufficient. It would
be totally irreconcilable with every part of his character to suppose that he would
for an instant take the credit of another's work—and this silence is equivalent to the

claim.
" It may then be settled that he is certainly the author—but some may ask, why

then does he affect any mystery about it ] This is easily answered—it saves him

completely from a world of flattery and trouble, which he sincerely detests. He
never reads the criticisms on his books : this I know from the most unquestionable

authority. Praise, he says, gives him no pleasure ; and censure annoys him.

He is fully satisfied to accept the intense avidity with which his novels are read—the enormous and continued sale of his works, as a sufficient commendation of

them ; and I can perfectly understand how the complete exemption from all idle flat-

tery addressed to himself personally is a great blessing. Be it remembered that

this favour would be bummed into his ears by every stupid wretch whom he met

with, as well as by the polite and learned—he would be literally worried to death

by praise, since not a blockhead would ever let him pass. As it is, he enjoys
all the reputation he would have if his name were on the title-page, perhaps more ;

he enjoys all the profit
—and he escapes all worry about the matter. There is, no

doubt, some little bookselling trick in it too ; but this is fair enough ; his works
are perhaps more talked of, and consequently more sold than if the author were
avowed—but the real cause of the mystery undoubtedly is his love of quiet, which
he can thus indulge without the loss of one grain of literary fame, or advantage
of any description."

Thus terminates Captain Hall's Abbotsford Journal ; and with his

flourish of trumpets I must drop the curtain on a scene and period of

unclouded prosperity and splendour. The muffled drum is in prospect.
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CHAPTER XXVI.

MARRIAGE OF LIEUTENANT WALTER SCOTT—LETTER TO LADY DWT-PRO-
JECT OF CONSTABLE'S xMISCELLANY—TERRY AND THE ADKLPIII TIIKATKK
—PUBLICATION OF THE TALES OF THE CRUSADERS-PREPAKATIO.NS FOR
THE LIFE OF BUONAPARTE—LETTERS TO MR. TERRY, MRS. WALTER SCarr
&c.— 1825.

With all his acuteness, Captain Basil Hall does not seem to have

caught any suspicion of the real purpose and meaning of the ball for

which he was invited back to Abbotsford on the 9th of January, 18-.i.5.

That evening was one of the very proudest and happiest in Scott's
brilliant existence. Its festivities were held in honour of a young lady,
whom the Captain names cursorily among the guests as '• the prettv
heiress of Lochore." It was known to not a few of the party, and I

should have supposed it might have been surmised by the rest, that

those halls were displayed for the first time in all their splendour, on
an occasion not less interesting to the Poet than the conclusion of a

treaty of marriage between the heir of his name and fortunes, and the

amiable niece of his friends, Sir Adam and Lady Ferguson. It was
the first regular ball given at Abbotsford, and the last. Nay, though
twelve years have elapsed, I beheve nobody has ever danced under
that roof since then. I myself never again saw the whole range of

apartments thrown open for the reception of company except once—
on the day of Sir Walter Scott's funeral.

The lady's fortune was a handsome one, and her guardians exerted

the powers with which they were invested, by requiring that the

marriage-contract should settle Abbotsford (with reservation of Sir

Walter's own life-rent) upon the affianced parties, in the same manner
as Lochore. To this condition he gave a ready assent, and the mo-
ment he had signed the deed, he exclaimed,

" I have now parted with

my lands wdth more pleasure than I ever derived from the acquisition
or possession of them ; and if I be spared for ten years, I think I may
promise to settle as much more again upon these young folks." It

w^as well for himself and his children that his auguries, which failed

so miserably as to the matter of worldly wealth, were destined to no

disappointment as respected considerations of a higher description. I

transcribe one of the letters by which he communicated the happy
event to the wide circle of friends, who were sure to sympathize in

his feelings of paternal satisfaction.

To the Lady Davy, Grosvenor Street, London.

"Edinburgh, C4lh January, 1325.

" My dear Lady Davy,
" As I know the kind interest which you take in your very sincere friend and

Scotch cousin, I think you will like to hear that my eldest hope, who, not many

years a^o, was too bashful to accept your offered salute, and procured me the hap-

piness of a kiss on his account, beside that which I always claim on my own, has,

as he has grown older, learned a little better how such favours are to be estimated.

In a word,'^Walter, then an awkward boy, has now turned out a smart youncj fellow,

with good manners, and a fine figure, if a father may judge, standing well with the
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Horse-Guards, and much master of the scientific part of his profession, retaining at

the same time much of the simple honesty of his original character, though now-

travelled, and acquainted with courts and camps. Some one of these good quali-

ties, I know not which, or whether it were the united force of the whole, and par-

ticularly his proficiency in the attack of strong places, has acquired him the affec-

tion and hand of a very sweet and pretty Mrs. Anne Page, who is here as yet known

by the name of Miss .Tobson of Lochore, which she exchanges next week for that

of Mrs. Scott of Abbotsford. It would seem some old flirtation betwixt Walter and
her had hung on both their minds, for at the conclusion of a Christmas party we
learned the pretty heiress had determined to sing the old tune of—

' Mount and go—mount and make you ready,
Mount and go, and be a soldier's lady.'

Though her fortune be considerable, the favours of the public will enable me to

make such settlements as her friends think very adequate. The only impediment
has been the poor mother (a Highland lady of great worth and integrity), who
could not brook parting with the sole object of her care and attention, to resign her

to the vicissitudes of a military life, while I necessarily refused to let my son sink

into a mere fox-hunting, muirfowl-shooting squire. She has at length been obliged
to acquiesce rather than consent—her friends and counsellors being clear-sighted

enough to see that her daughter's happiness could scarce be promoted by compelling
the girl to break off a mutual attachment, and a match with a young lieutenant of

hussars, sure of having a troop very soon, with a good estate in reversion, and as

handsome a fellow as ever put his foot in a stirrup. So they succeeded in bringing
matters to a bearing, although old Papa has practised the '

profane and unprofitable
art of poem-making'—and the youngster wears a pair of formidable mustachios.

They are to be quiet at Abbotsford for a few days, and then they go to town to

make their necessary purchases of carriage, and so forth ; they are to be at my old

friend. Miss Dumergue's, and will scarcely see any one ; but as I think you will

like to call on my dear little Jane, I am sure she will see you, and I know you will

be kind and indulgent to her. Here is a long letter when I only meant a line. I

think they will be in London about the end of February, or beginning of March,
and go from thence to Ireland, Walter's leave of absence being short. My kindest

compliments to Sir Humphry, and pray acquaint him of this change in our family,
which opens to me another vista in the dark distance of futurity, which, unless the

lady had what Sir Hugh Evans calls good gif/s, could scarce otherwise have hap-
pened during my lifetime—at least without either imprudence on Walter's part, or

restrictions of habits of hospitality and comfort on my own.—Always, dear Lady
Davy, your affectionate and respectful friend and cousin,

Walter Scott."

The marriage took place at Edinburgh on the 3d day of February,
and when the young couple left Abbotsford two or three weeks after-

wards. Sir Walter promised to visit them at their regimental quarters
in Ireland in the course of the summer. Before he fulfilled that pur-

pose he had the additional pleasure of seeing his son gazetted as Cap-
tain in the King's Hussars—a step for which Sir Walter advanced the

large sum of £3500. Some other incidents will be gathered from his

letters to his son and daughter-in-law
—of which, however, I give such

copious extracts chiefly for the illustration they aflbrd of his truly

paternal tenderness for the young lady who had just been admitted

into his family
—and which she, from the first hour of their connexion

to the last, repaid by a filial love and devotedness that formed one of

the sweetest drops in his cup of life.

To Mrs. Waller Scott, Dublin.
"
Abbotsford, March 20, 1825.

" My dearest Child,
" I had the great pleasure of receiving your kind and attentive letter from Lon-

don a few days later than I ought to have done, because it was lying here while I
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was absent on a little excursion, of which I have to give a most iniorrHiinc m-.-cmnt.
Believe me, my love, I am very grateful for the time you bestow on imC aiul that

you cannot give so great happiness to any one as to me by saying you :irf! wrll ami

happy. My daughters, who deserve all the affection a father can hcsiow, ar»! both
near me, and in safe guardianship, the one under the charge of a most afleclionate

husband, and the other under the eye of her parents. For my sons, I bnvi- laughl
them, and what was more difficult, I have taught myself the philosoiihy, tli;a for

their own sake and their necessary advancement in life, their ahsfnccs from my
house must be long, and their visits short ; and as they are both, I hope, able to

conduct themselves wisely and honourably, I have learned to be contented to hope
the best, without making myself or them uneasy by fruitless anxiety. But lor

YOU, my dear Jane, who have come among us with such generous and confiding

affection, my stoicism must excuse me if I am more anxious than becomes either a

philosopher or a hackneyed man of the world, who uses in common cases to take

that world as it goes. I cannot help worrying myself with the question, whether

the object of such constant and affectionate care may not feel less happy than I

could wish her in scenes which must be so new, and under privations which must
be felt by you the more that your earlier life has been an entire stranger to them.

I know Walter's care and affection will soften and avert these as much as possible,
and if there be any thing in the power of old papa to assist him in the matter, you
will make him most happy by tasking that power to the utmost. I wrote to him

yesterday that he might proceed in bargain for the troop, and send me the terms

that I might provide the needful, as mercantile folks call it, in time and place suit-

able. The rank of Captain gives, I am aware, a degree of consideration which is

worth paying for; and what is still more, my little Jane, as a Captain's lady, takes

better accommodation every way than is given to a subaltern's. So we must get
the troop by all means, coute qui coufe.

" Now I will plague you with no more business ;
but give you an account of myself

in the manner of Mr. Jonathan Oldbuck, if ever you heard of such a person. You
must suppose that you are busy with your work, and that I am telling you some

long story or other, and that you now and then look round and say eh, as you do

when you are startled by a question or an assertion—it is not quite eh neither, but

just a little quiet interjection, which shows you are attending. You see what a

close observer papa is of his child.
" Well then, when, as I calculate (as a Yankee would say), you were tossing on

the waves of the Irish channel, I was also tossing on the Vadum Scotticum of

Ptolem;^, on my return from the celebrated Urbs Urrea of Tacitus. '

Eh,' says

Jane ; ''Lord, Walter, what can the old gentleman mean V—' JVeis nichts daron,'

says the hussar, taking his cigar from under his moustaches (no, I beg pardon, he

does not take out the cigar, because, from the last advices, he has used none in his

London journey). He says weiss nichts, however, which is, in Italian, No so—in

French, Je ne'n scats rien—in broad Scotch, I neither ken nor care—Well—you ask

Mr. Edgeworth, or the chaplain of the regiment, or the first scholar you come by—
that is to say, you don't attempt to pronounce the hieroglyphical word, but you fold

down the letter just at the place, show the talismanic Crbs Urrea and no more, and

ask him in which corner of the earth Sir Walter can have been wandering? So,

after a moment's recollection, he tells you that the great Roman general, Agricola,

was strangely put to his trumps at the Urbs Orrea during his campaign in Caledo-

nia, and that the ninth legion was surprised there by the British and nearly destroy-

ed ; then he gets a county history and a Tacitus, and Sir Robert Sibbald's Tracus,

and begins to fish about, and finds at length that the Urbs Orrea is situated in the

kingdom of Fife*—that it is now called Lochore—that it belonged to the Lochores

—the De Vallences—the Wardlaws—the Malcolms—and Lord knows whom in

succession—and then, in a sheet wet from the press, he finds it is now the property

of a pretty and accomplished young lady, who, in an unthrift generosity, has given

it—with a much more valuable present, namely, her own self—io a lieutenant of

hussars. So there the scholar shuts his book, and observes that as there are many

cairns and tumuli and other memorials upon the scene of action, he wond.-rs wh.th.T

Sir Walter had not the curiosity to open some of them. ' Now heaven torbid, says

* According to the general creed (out of the "
Kingdom of Fife," that is to »ay)-Mr.

Oldbuck was quite wrong as to the identification of this proetorxum.
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Jane ;

' I think the old knitrht has stock enough for boring- one -with his old Border

ballads and battles, without raising the bones of men who have slept 1000 years

quietly on my own estate to assist him.' Then I can keep silence no longer, but

speak in my own proper person.
'

Pray do you not bore me, Mrs. Jane, and have

not I a right to retaliate V—'

Eh,'' says the Lady of Lochore,
' how is it possible I

should bore you, and so many hundred miles bet^veen usT—'That's the very rea-

son,' says the Laird of Abbotsford,
' for if you were near me the thing would be

impossible
—but beingr, as you say, at so many hundred miles distant, I am always

thinking about you, and asking myself an hundred questions which I cannot an-

swer ; for instance, I cannot go about my little improvements without teasing myself
with thinkintr whether Jane would like the green-house larger or less—and whether

Jane would like such line of walk, or such another—and whether that stile is not

too high for Jane to step over.' ' Dear papa,' says Jane,
'

your own style is really

too hisfh for my comprehension.'
"Well then, I am the most indulgent papa in the world, and so you see I have

turned over a new leaf. The plain sense of all this rambling stuff, which escapes
from my pen as it would from my tongue, is that I have visited for a day, with

Isaac Bayley,* your dominions of Lochore, and was excellently entertained and as

happy as I could be, where every thing was putting me in mind that she was absent

whom I could most have wished present. It felt, somehow, like an intrusion; and

as if it was not quite right that I should be in Jane's house, while Jane herself was

amongst strangers ; this is the sort of false colouring which imagination gives to

events and circumstances. Well, but I was much pleased with all I saw, and par-

ticularly with the higfh order Mr. Bayley has put ever\' thing into; and I climbed

Bennarty like a wild goat, and scrambled through the old crags like a wild-cat, and

pranced through your pastures like a wild-buck (fat enough to be in season though),
and squattered through your drains like a wild-duck, and had nearly lost myself in

your morasses like the ninth legion, and visited the old castle, which is not a stupit

place, and in short, wandered from Dan to Beersheba, and tired myself as effectually
in your dominions as I did you in mine upon a certain walk to the Rhymer's Glen.

I had the offer of your pony, but the weather being too cold, I preferred walking ;

a cheerful little old gentleman, Mr. Burrell, and Mr. Gray the clergyman, dined with

us, and your health was not forgotten. On my retreat (Border fashion) I brought

away your pony and the little chaise, believing that both will be better under Peter

Mathieson's charge than at Lochore, in case of its being let to strangers. Don't

you think Jane's pony will be taken care of]
" The day we arrived the weather was gloomy and rainy, the climate sorrowful

for your absence I suppose ; the next, a fine sunny frost ; the third, when I came
off, so checkered with hail showers as to prevent a visit I had meditated to two very
interesting persons in the neighbourhood. 'The Chief Commissioner and Charles

Adam, I suppose V— ' Not a bit, guess again.'
—'

O, Mr. Beaton of Contal, or Mr.

Sym of Blair?'—' Not a bit, guess again.'
—' I won't guess any more.'—Well then,

it was two honest gentlemen hewn in stone—some of the old knights of Lochore,
who were described to me as lying under your gallery in the kirk ; but as I had no
reason to expect a warm reception from them, I put off my visit till some more

genial season.

"This puts me in mind of Warwick unvisited, and of my stupidity in not letting

you know that the church is as well worth seeing as the castle, and you might have
seen that, notwithstanding the badness of the morning. All the tombs of the

mighty Beauchamps and Nevilles are to be seen there, in the most magnificent style
of Gothic display, and in high preservation. However, this will be for another day,
and you must comfort yourself that life has something still to show.

" I trust you will soon find yourself at Edgeworthstown, where I know you will

be received with open arms, for Miss Edgeworth's kindness is equal to her distin-

guished talents.
" I am glad you like my old acquaintance, Mathews. Some day I will make him

show his talent for your amusement in private ; for I know him well. It is very
odd, he is often subject to fits of deep melancholy." This is a letter of formidable length, but our bargain is, long or short, just as

the humour chances to be, and you are never to mend a pen or think upon a sentence,

* A cousin of the young lady, and tlie legal manager of her affairs.
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but write whatever comes readiest. My love to Walter. I am TBtlier anxious toknow if he has got his horses well over, and whether all his
lugo-dirn has cume

safe. I am glad you have got a carriage to your, mind ; it is the "best ccon.,my to

get a good one at once. Above all, I shall be anxious to hear how you likt; the
society of the ladies of the 15th. I know my Jane's quiet prudence and eofxi
sense will save her from the risk of making sudden intimacies, and induce her to
consider for a little while which of her new companions may suit her best

; in the
meanwhile, being civil to all.

" You see that I make no apology for writing silly letters ; and why should you
think that I can think yours stupid 1 There is not a stupil bit about them, nor any
word, or so much as a comma, that is not interesting to me. Lady Scott and Anne
send their kindest love to you, and grateful compliments to Mrs. Edgeworth, Miss

Edgeworth, our friend Miss Harriet, and all the family at P^dgeworthstown. Buona
notte, amata bene. Good-night, darling, and take good care of yourself.

—I always
remain your affectionate father,

Walter Scott.

" P. S.—They say a man's fortune depends on a wife's pleasure. I do not know
how that may be ; but I believe a lady's comfort depends much on her filk-de-chunt-
bre, and therefore beg to know how Rebecca discharges her office."

To Mrs. Walter Scott, Edgeworthstown, Inland.
"
Abbotsford, March 23, 1825.

" My dearest Jane,

"I am afraid you w^ill think me a merciless correspondent, assailing you with
so close a fire of letters ; but having a frank, I thought it as well to send you an

epistle, though it can contain nothing more of interest excepting that we are all

well. I can, however, add more particularly than formerly, that I learn from Mrs.

Bayley that Mrs. Jobson's health is not only good, but her spirits are remarkably
so, so as to give the greatest pleasure to all friends. I can see, I think, a very good
reason for this ; for, after the pain of the first separation from so dear an object, and
after having brought her mind to believe that your present situation presented to

you a fair chance for happiness, I can easily suppose that her maternal anxiety is

greatly relieved from fears and apprehensions which formerly distressed her. N'o-

thing can be more kind and more handsome than the way in which Mrs. Jobson

speaks of W^alter, which I mention, because it gives me sincere pleasure, and will,

1 am sure, afford the same to you, or rather much more.
" My troops here are sadly diminished. I have only Anne to parade for her morn-

ing walk, and to domineer over for going in thin slippers and silk stockings through

dirty paths, and in lace veils through bushes and thorn brakes. I think Jane some-

times came in for a share of the lecture on these occasions. So I walk my solitary

round—generally speaking
—look after my labourers, and hear them regularly en-

quire,
' If I have heard from the Captain and his Leddy ]' I wish I could answer

them—yes; but have no reason to be impatient. This is the 23d, and I suppose
Walter will be at Cork this evening to join the I5th, and that you are safe at Edge-
worthstown to spend your first short term of widowhood. I hope the necessary

hospitality to his mess will not occasion his dissipating
too much ; for, to be a very

strong young man, I know no one with whom hard living agrees so ill. A happy

change in th°e manners of the times fortunately renders such abuse of the good crea-

ture, wine, much less frequent and less fashionable than it was in my days and Sir

Adam's. Drinking is not now the vice of the times, whatever vices and follies

they may have adopted in its stead.

"I had proceeded thus far in my valuable communication, when, lo I I was

alarmed by the entrance of that terrific animal a two-legged boar—one of the largest

size and most tremendous powers. By the way, I learned, from no less an author-

ity than George Canning, what my own experience has since made good, that an

efficient bore must always have something respectable about him, otherwise no one

would permit him to exercise his occupation. He must be, for example, a rery rich

man (which, perhaps, gives the greatest privilege of all)—or he must be a man of

rank and condition too important to be treated sans ceremome—or a man of hMmmp

(often a dreadful bore)—or of talents undoubted, or of high pretensions
to wisdom

and experience—or a great traveller ;—in short, he must have some tangible priTi-

33*
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lege to sanction his profession. Without something of this kind, one would treat

a bore as you do a vagrant mendicant, and send him off to the workhouse if he

presumed to annoy you. But when properly qualified, the bore is more like a beg-
gar with a badge and pass from his parish, which entitles him to disturb you v/ith

his importunity whether you will or no. Now, my bore is a complete gentleman
and an old friend, but, unhappily for those who know him, master of all Joe Miller's

stories of sailors and Irishmen, and full of quotations from the classics as hack-

neyed as the post-horses of Melrose. There was no remedy ; I must either stand

his shot within doors, or turn out with him for a long walk, and, for the sake of

elbow-room, I preferred the last. Imagine an old gentleman, who has been hand-

some, and has still that sort of pretension which leads him to wear tight pantaloons
and a smart half-boot, neatly adapted to show off his leg; suppose him as upright
and straight as a poker, if the poker's head had been, by some accident, bent to one
side ; add to this, that he is as deaf as a post; consider that I was writing to Jane,
and desired not to be interrupted by much more entertaining society.

—Well, I was
had, however—fairly caught—and out we sallied, to make the best we could of each

other. I felt a sort of necessity to ask him to dinner; but the invitation, like Mac-
beth's amen, stuck in my throat. For the first hour he got the lead, and kept it ;

but opportunities always occur to an able general, if he knows how to make use

of them. In an evil hour for him, and a happy one for me, he started the topic of

our intended railroad ; there I was a match for him, having had, on Tuesday last, a

meeting with Harden, the two Torwoodlees, and the engineer, on this subject, so

that I had at my finger-end every cut, every lift, every degree of elevation or de-

pression, every pass in the country, and every possible means of crossing them.
So I kept the whip-hand of him completely, and never pennitted him to get off the

railway again to his own ground. In short, so thoroughly did I bore my bore, that

he sickened and gave in, taking a short leave of me. Seeing him in full retreat, I

then ventured to make the civil offer of a dinner. But the railroad had been break-

fast, luncheon, dinner, and supper to boot—he hastily excused himself, and left me
at double-quick time, sick of railroads, I dare say, for six months to come. But I

must not forget that I am perhaps abusing the privilege I have to bore you, being
that of your affectionate papa.

" How nicely we could manage without the said railroad, now the great hobby
of our Teviotdale lairds, if we could by any process of conjuration waft to Abbots-

ford some of the coal and lime from Lochore—though, if I were to wish for such

impossibilities, I would rather desire Prince Houssein's tapestry in the Arabian

Nights to bring Walter and Jane to us now and then, than I would wish for ' Fife

and all the lands about it.'*
" By the by, Jane, after all, though she looks so demure, is a very sly girl, and

keeps her accomplishments to herself. You would not talk with me about planting
and laying out ground ; and yet, from what you had been doing at Lochore, I see

what a pretty turn you have for these matters. I wish you were here to advise me
about the little pond which we passed, where, if you remember, there is a new cot-

tage built. I intend to plant it with aquatic trees, willows, alders, poplars, and so

forth—and put trouts and perches into the water—and have a preserve of wild-ducks

on the pond, with Canadian geese and some other water-fowl. I am to get some

eggs from Lord Traquair of a curious species of half-reclaimed wild-ducks, which
abound near his solitary old chateau, and no where else in Scotland that I know of;
and I can get the Canadian geese, curious painted animals, that look as if they had
flown out of a figured Chinese paper, from^Mr. Murray of Broughton. The foolish

folks, when I was absent, chose to improve on my plan by making an island in the

pond, which is exactly the size and shape of a Stilton cheese. It will be useful,

however, for the fowl to breed in.
" Mamma drove out your pony and carriage to-day. She was (twenty years ago),

the best lady-whip in Edinburgh, and was delighted to find that she retained her

dexterity. I hope she will continue to exercise the rein and whip now and then, as

her health is much improved by moderate exercise.
"
Adieu, my dear Jane. Mamma and Anne join in the kindest love and best

wishes. I please myself with the idea that I shall have heard you are well and

happy long before this reaches you.
—Believe me always your affectionate father,

Walter Scott.

• A song of Dr. Blacklock's.
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" I hope j'ou will take my good example, and write without carintr or thinkine
either what you have got to say, or in what words you say it."

°

To Walter Scott, Esq., §rc. ^c. Barracks, Cork.

uTVT J rM.-T3 "Abbot3ford,4lh April, I6!U." My dear Children,

"I received your joint composition without a date, but which circumstances
enabled me to fix it as written upon the 24th or 25th March. I am very sorry on
Jane's account for the unpleasant necessity of night journeys, and the inconvenience
of bad quarters. I almost wish you had stuck by your original plan of leaving Jane
at Edgeworthstown. As for you, Mr. Walter, I do not grudge your being obliged
to pay a little deference to the wig and gown. Cedant arma togas is a lesson well

taught at an assize. But although you, thanks to the discipline of the most excel-
lent of fathers, have been taught not to feel greatly the inconvenience of night jour-

neys or bad lodgings, yet, my poor Jane, who has not had these advantages, must,
I fear, feel very uncomfortable

; and I hope you will lay your plans so that she shall

be exposed to them as little as possible. I like old songs, and I like to hear Jane

sing them ; but I would not like that she had cause to sing,

' Oh but I 'm weary with wandering,
Oh but my fortunes are bad;

It sets not a gentle young lady
To follow a sodger lad.'

But against the recurrence of these inconveniences I am sure Walter will provide
as well as he can. I hope you have delivered your introduction to Mrs. Scott (of

Harden's) friend in the neighbourhood of Cork. Good introductions should never

be neglected, though numerous ones are rather a bore. A lady's society, especially
when entering on life, should be, as they are said to choose their liquor, little but

good ;
and Mrs. Scott being really a woman of fashion, a character not quite so

frequent in reality as aspired to—and being, besides, such an old friend of yours,
is likely to introduce you to valuable and creditable society.

" We had a visit from Lockhart yesterday. He rode out on Saturday with a

friend, and they dined here, remained Sunday, and left us this morning early. 1

feel obliged to him for going immediately to Mrs. Jobson's when the explosion took

place so near her in my friend Colin Mackenzie's premises.* She had experienced
no inconvenience but the immediate fright, for the shock was tremendous—and was
rather proud of the substantial capacity of the house, which had not a pane broken,

when many of the adjoining tenements scarce had one left.

" W^e have had our share of casualties. Sibyl came down with me, but without

any injury ; but Tom Purdie being sent on some business by Mr. Laidlaw, she fell

with him, and rolled over him, and bruised him very much. This is rather too bad,

so I shall be on the pave for a pony, my neck being rather precious.
"
Touching Colonel ThwackwelLf of whom I know nothing but the name, which

would bespeak him a strict disciplinarian, I suppose you are now arrived at that

time of life you can take your ground from your observation, without being influ-

enced by the sort of cabal which often exists in our army, especially in tbe corps

where the officers are men of fortunes or expectations, against a commanding othcer.

The execution of their duty is not always popular with young men, who may like

the dress and show of a regimental officer ; and it often happens that a little pettish-

ness on the one side begets a little repulsiveness of manner on the other, so that it

becomes the question how the one shall command, and the other obey, in the way
most disagreeable to the other, without a tangible infringement of rules. Ibis is

the shame of our army, and in a greater degree that of our navy. A humble and

reflecting man keeps as much aloof as possible from such feuds, "i ou have seen

the world more than when you joined the 18th.

" The Catholic question seems likely to be carried at last. I hope, though i

doubt it a little, that Ireland will be the quieter, and the people more happy. 1 sus-

* This alludes to an explosion of gas in Shandwick Place, Edinburgli.

t Sir Walter had misread, or chose to miswrite, the name of his son's new commandant,

Lieutenant-Colonel Thackwell.
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pect, however, that it is laying a plaster to the foot while the head aches, and that

the fault is in the landholders' extreme exactions, not in the disabilities of the Catho-

lics, or any more remote cause.
" My dear Jane, pray take care of yourself, and write me soon how you are and

what you are doing. I hope it will contain a more pleasant account of your travels

than the last. Mamma and Anne send best loves. I hope my various letters have

all come to your hand, and am, my dear children always your affectionate father,

Walter Scott."

To Walter Scott, Esq., Lieutenant, I5th Hussars, Barracks, Dublin.

"
Abbotsford, 27th April, 1825.

" My dear Walter,
" I received to-day your interesting communication, and have written to Edin-

burgh to remit the price of this troop as soon as possible. I can make this out

without troubling Mr. Bayley ; but it will pare my nails short for the summer, and

I fear prevent my paying your carriage, as I had intended.
" Nicol is certainly going to sell Faldonside.* The Nabal asks £40,000,—at

least £5000 too much. Yet in the present low rate of money, and general thirst

for land, there is no saying but he may get a fool to offer him his price, or near it.

I should like to know your views about this matter, as it is more your concern than

mine, since you will, 1 hope, have a much longer date of it. I think I could work
it all off during my life, and also improve the estate highly ; but then it is always
a heavy burden, and I would not like to undertake it, unless I was sure that Jane

and you desired such an augmentation of territory. I do not mean to do any thing

hasty, but, as an opportunity may cast up suddenly, I should like to know your
mind.

" I conclude, this being 27th April, that you are all snugly settled in Dublin. I

am a little afraid of the gaieties for Jane, and hope she will be gay moderately that

she may be gay long. The frequent habit of late hours is always detrimental to

health, and sometimes has consequences which last for life. Mis au lecteur ,-
of

course I do not expect you to shut yourselves up at your period of life. Your
course of gaiety at Cork reminds me of Jack Johnstone's song—

' Then we'll visit the Callaghans, Brallaghans,

Nowlans, and Dowlans likewise,

And bother them all with the beauty
"^

Which streams from my Judy's (or Jeanie's) black eyes.'

" We have better accounts of little Johnnie of late—his cough is over for the

present, and the learned cannot settle whether it has been the hooping-cough or no.

Sophia talks of taking him to Germiston. Lockhart comes here for the Circuit,

and I expect him to-morrow.
" Sir Adam and Lady Ferguson bring most excellent accounts of Mrs. Jobson's

good health and spirits. Sir Henry Jardine (he writes himself no less now) hath

had the dignity of knighthood inflicted on him. Mamma and Anne join in kind

love. I expect a long letter from Jane one of these days soon ; she writes too well

not to write with ease to herself, and therefore I am resolved her talent shall not be

idle, if a little jogging can prevail on her to exercise it.

" You have never said a word of your horses, nor how you have come on with

your domestics, those necessary plagues of our life. Two or three days since, that

cub of Sir Adaiji's chose to amuse himself with flinging crackers about the hall

here when we were at dinner. I think I gave him a proper jobation.
" Here is the first wet day we have had—very welcome, as the earth required it

much, and the season was backward. I can hear Bogie whistling for joy.
" Your affectionate father,

Walter Scott."

In May 1825, Sir Walter's friend Terry, and his able brother come

dian, Mr. Frederick Yates, entered on a negotiation, which terminated,

* See ante, vol. ii. p. 155.
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in July, in their becoming joint lessees and managers of tiie Atlelphi
Theatre, London. Terry requested Scott and Ballantync to assist him
on this occasion by some advance of money, or if that should be
inconvenient, by the use of their credit. They were both vorv anxious
to serve him, but Sir Walter had a poor opinion of specuhuiuug in the-

atrical property, and, moreover, entertained suspicions, too well justi-
fied by the result, that Terry was not much qualified for confluctinfT

the pecuniary part of such a business. Ultimately Ballantync, who
shared these scruples, became Terry's security for a considcruhic sum

(I think £500), and Sir Walter pledged his credit in like manner to

the extent of £1250. He had, in the sequel, to pay off both this sum
and that for which Ballantyne had engaged.

Several letters were interchanged before Terry received the support
he had requested from his Scotch friends ; and I must extract two of

Sir Walter's. The first is, in my opinion, when considered with refer-

ence to the time at which it was written, and the then near though
unforeseen result of the writer's own commercial speculations, as

remarkable a document as was ever penned. It is, moreover, full of

shrewd and curious suggestions touching theatrical affairs in general—from the highest to the lowest. The second is, at least, a specimen
of friendly caution and dehcate advice most inimitably characteristic

of Scott.

To Daniel Terry, Esq., London.
"
Edinburgh, May 5lli, lc25.

" My Dear Terry,
" I received your long confidential letter ; and as the matter is in every respect

important, I have given it my anxious consideration. The plot is a good plot, and

the friends, though I know them only by your report, are, I doubt not, good friends,

and full of expectation. There are, however, two particulars unfavourable to all

theatrical speculations, and of which you are probably better aware than I am.

The first is, that every scheme depending on public caprice must be irregular in its

returns. I remember John Kemble, complaining to me of Harry Siddons' anxious

and hypochondriac fears about his Edinburgh concern, said,
' He does not consider

that no theatre whatever can be consider^ as a regular source of income, but must

be viewed as a lottery, at one time strikingly successful, at another a total failure.'

Now this affects your scheme in two ways. First, you can hardly expect, I fear,

3'-our returns to be so regular every season, even though your calculation bo just as

to the recent average. And, secondly, you must secure some fund, either of money
or credit, to meet those blanks and bad seasons which must occasionally occur.

The best business is ruined when it becomes pinched for money, and gets into the

circle of discounting bills, and buying necessary articles at high prices and of infe-

rior quality, for the sake of long credit. I own your plan would have appeared to

me more solid, though less splendid, if Mr. Jones, or any other monied man, had

retained one-half or one-third of the adventure; for every speculation requires a

certain command of money, and cannot be conducted with any plausibthty upon

credit alone. It is easy to make it feasible on paper, but the tim#s of paynieni

arrive to a certainty. Those of supply are less certain, and cannot be made to meet

the demands with the same accuracy. A month's difference between demand and

receipt makes loss of credit ; loss of credit is in such a case ruin. I would advise

you and Mr. Yates to consider this, and sacrifice some view of profit
to obtain sta-

bility by the assistance of some monied man—a class of whom many are in vour

great city just gaping for such an opportunity to lay out cash to advantage. This

difficulty, the want of solid cash, is an obstacle to all attempts wliatsoever; hut

there is something, it would seem, peculiariy difficult in managing a theatre. All

who practise the fine arts in any department are, from the very temj>eranient
neces-

sary to success, more irritable, jealous, and capricious than other men ma-le up oi

Vol. II. 2Z
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heavier elements ; but the jealousy among players is signally active, because their

very persons are brought into direct comparison, and from the crown of the head to

the sole of the foot they are pitted by the public in express rivalry against each

other. Besides, greatly as the profession has risen in character of late years, thea-

trical talent must still be found frequently allied with imperfect general education,
low habits, and sometimes the follies and vices which arise out of them. All this

makes, I should think, a theatre very difficult to manage, and liable to sudden checks

when your cattle jihb or do not work kindly. I think j'ou have much of the talent

to manage this ; and bating a little indolence, which you can always conquer when

you have a mind and a motive, I know no one whose taste, temper, and good sense

make him more likely to gain and secure the necessary influence over the perform-
ers. But il faut de Pargent—you must be careful in your situation, that a check

shall not throw you on the breakers, and for this there is no remedy but a handsome

provision of the blunt. This is the second particular, I think, unfavourable to

undertakings of a theatrical description, and against which I would wish to see you
guarded by a more ample fund than your plan involves.

" You have of course ascertained from the books of the theatre that the returns

of receipts are correct ; but I see no provision made for wear and tear of stock, ex-

pense of getting up new pieces, &c., which, in such an undertaking, must be con-

siderable. Perhaps it is included in the charge of £3G per night ; but if not, it

seems to me that it will materially alter your calculations for the worse, for you are

naturally disposed to be liberal in such expenses, and the public will expect it.

Without baits the fish cannot be caught. I do not state these particulars from any
wish to avoid assisting you in this undertaking; much the contrary. If I saw the

prospect of your getting fairly on the wing, nothing could give me more pleasure
than to assist to the extent of my means, and I shall only, in that case, regret that

they are at present more limited than I could wish by circumstances which I will

presently tell you. But I should not like to see you take flight, like the ingenious
mechanist in Rasselas—only to flutter a few yards, and fall into the lake. This
would be a most heart-breakingf business, and would hangf like a millstone about

your neck for all j'our life. Capital and talent will do excellent things together;
but depend on it, talent without capital will no more carry on an extensive and pro-

gressive undertaking of this nature than a race-horse will draw a Newcastle wag-
on. Now, I cannot at present assist you with ready money, which is the great

object in your undertaking. This year has been, owing to many reasons, the hea-

viest of my expenditure, and the least fruitful of profit, because various anxieties

attending Walter's marriage, and feasting, &c. after it, have kept me from my usual

lucrative labours. It has no doubt been a most advantageous concern, for he has

got an amiable girl, whom he loves, and who is warmly attached to him, with a

very considerable fortune. But I have Ifcd to find cash for the purchase of a troop
for him—about £3500 : item, the bride's jewels, and so forth, becoming her situa-

tion and fortune, £500 : item, for a remount to him on joining his regiment, equipage
for quarters, carriage, and other things, that they may enter life with a free income,
£1000 at least. Moreover, I am a sharer to the extent of £1500 on a railroad,

which will bring coals and lime here at half price, and double the rent of the arable

part of my property, but is dead outlay in the meantime ; and I have shares in the

oil-gas, and other promising concerns, not having resisted the mania of the day,

though I have yielded to it but soberly ; also, I have the dregs of Abbotsford House
to pay for—and all besides my usual considerable expenditure ; so I must look for

some months to be put to every corner of my saddle. I could not let my son marry
her like a beggar; but, in the meantime, I am like my namesake in the days of the

crusades—Walter the Penniless.
"
Every one grumbles at his own profession, but here is the devil of a calling for

you, where a man pays £3000 for an annuity of £400 a-year and less—renounces

his free will in almost every respect ;
—must rise at five every morning to see horses

curried—dare not sleep out of a particular town without the leave of a cross Colo-

nel, who is often disposed to refuse it merely because he has the power to do so;

and, last of all, ma}' be sent to the most unhealthy climates to die of the rot, or be

shot like a black-cock. There is a per contra, to be sure—fine clothes and fame ;

but the first must be paid for, and the other is not come by by one out of the hun-

dred. I shall be anxious to know w^hat you are able to do. Your ready is the

devil—
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' The thin^ may to-morrow be all in your power
But the money, gadzooks, must be paid in an hour.

If you were once set a-rolling, time would come round with me, and then I flhonld
be able to help you a little more than at present. Meanwhile, I am williiur to h.-lp
you with my credit by becoming one of your guarantees to the extent of iTlS'")*)" But what I am most anxious about is to know how you raise the jCiooo cash •

if by bills and discounts, I beg to say I must decline having to do with the busil
ness at all ; for besides the immense expense of renewals, that mode of raisine
money is always liable to some sudden check, which throws you on your bark at
once, and I should then have hurt myself and deprived myself of the means of

helping you some other way. If you can get such a sum in loan for a term of years
certain, that would do well. Still better, I think, could you get a monied partner
in the concern to pay the sum down, and hold some £2000 more ready for current

expenses. I wish to know whether in the £36 for nightly expenses you include

your own salary, within which you would probably think it prudent to restrain yourown expenses, at least for a year or two ; for, believing as I do, that your calcula-
tion of £70 per night (five per cent, on the outlay) is rather sanguine, I would like
to know that your own and Mr. Yates's expenses were provided" for, so as to leave
the receipts, whatever they may be, free to answer the burdens. If they do so, you
will have great reason to be contented. I need not add that Theodore Hook's as-
sistance will be impayahle. On the whole, my apprehension is for want of money
in the outset. Should you either start with marked success, or have friends suffi-

cient to carry on at some disadvantage for a season or two, I should have little fear;
but great attention and regularity will be necessary. You are no great accountant

yourself, any more than I am, but I trust Mr. Yates is. All rests wi^h prudence and

management. Murray is making a fortune for his sister and family on the very bar-

gain which Siddons, poor fellow, could not have sustained for two years longer. If

I have seemed more cautious in this matter than you might expect from my sincere

regard for you, it is because caution is as necessary for you as myself; and I assure

you I think as deeply on your account as on my own. I beg kind compliments to

Mrs. Terry, and inclose a lock of my gray hair, which Jane desired me to send you
for some brooch or clasp at Hamlet's—Ever yours, verj' truly,

Walter Scott."

To the same.

" My dear Terry,
" You have long ere this heard from honest James that he accedes to your pro-

posal of becoming one of your sureties. I did not think it right in the first instance

either to encourage or deter him from taking this step, but sent him the whole cor-

respondence upon the subject, that he might judge for himself, and I fancy he con-

cluded that his own risk of loss was not by any means in proportion to your fair

prospect of advantage.
" There is an idea among some of your acquaintance, which I partly acquiesce

in, that you are in general somewhat of a procrastinator. I believe I have noticed

the same thing myself; but then I consider it the habit of one accustomed to alter-

nations of severe exertion and great indolence ; and I have no doubt that it will give

place to the necessity of following out a regular, stated, and daily business—where

every hour brings its own peculiar duties, and you feel yourself like the mail-coach

compelled to be in to time. I know such routine always cures me of the habit of

indolence, which, on other occasions, I give way to as much as any man. This

objection to the success which all agree is in your own power, I have heard coupled
with another, which is also founded on close observation of your character, and con-

nected with an excellent point of it ; it is, that you will be too desirous to do things

perfectly well—to consider the petite economie necessary to a very extensive under-

taking. This, however, is easily guarded against. I remember Mrs. John Kemblo

telling me how much she had saved by degrading some unfortunate figurantes inti)

paper veils and ruffles. I think it was a round sum, and without going such lengths,

I fear severer economy than one would like to practise is essential to making a the-

atre profitable. Now, I have mentioned the only two personal circumstancfs which

induce envy to lift her voice against your prospects. I think it right you should

know them, for there is something to be considered in both particulars ; I would not



396 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

mention them till the affair was finished, because I would not have you think I was

sheltering myself under such apoloo^ies. That the perils rising out of them are not

formidable in my eyes, I have sufficiently shown ; and I think it right to mention
them now. I know I need not apologize for my frankness, nor will you regard it

either as an undue exercise of the privilege of an adviser, or an abuse of the circum-

stances in which tliis matter has placed us.—Yours ever, with best love to Mrs.

Terry and Walt,
W^. Scott,"

While this business of Terry's was under consideration, Scott asked
me to go out with him one Saturday to Abbotsford, to meet Constable

and James Eallantync, who were to be there for a quiet consultation

on some projects of great importance. I had shortly before assisted

at a minor conclave held at Constable's villa of Polton, and was not

surprised that Sir Walter should have considered his pubhsher's new

plans worthy of very ample dehberation. He now opened them in

more fulness of detail, and explained his views in a manner that might
well excite admiration, not unmixed with alarm. Constable was me-

ditating nothing less than a total revolution in the art and traffic of

bookselling; and the exulting and blazing fancy with which he ex-

panded and embellished his visions of success, hitherto undreamt of in

the philosophy of the trade, might almost have induced serious suspi-
cions of his sanity, but for the curious accumulation of pregnant facts

on which he rested his justification, and the dexterous sagacity with
which he uncoiled his practical inferences. He startled us at the out-

set by saying,
"
Literary genius may, or may not, have done its best ;

but printing and bookselling, as instruments for enlightening and enter-

taining mankind, and, of course, for making money, are as yet in mere

infancy. Yes, the trade are in their cradle," Scott eyed the florid

bookseller's beaming countenance, and the solemn stare with which
the equally portly printer was hstening, and pushing round the bottles

with a hearty chuckle, bade me " Give our twa sonsie babbies a drap
mother's milk." Constable sucked in fresh inspiration, and proceeded
to say that, wild as we might think him, his new plans had been sug-

gested by, and were in fact mainly grounded upon, a sufficiently

prosaic authority
—

namely, the annual schedule of assessed taxes, a

copy of which interesting document he drew from his pocket, and
substituted for his D'Oyley. It was copiously diversified, "text and

margent," by figures and calculations in his own handwriting, which
I for one should have regarded with less reverence, had I known at

the time this "
great arithmetician's" rooted aversion and contempt for

all examination of his own balance-sheet. His lecture on these columns
and ciphers was, however, as profound as ingenious. He had taken
vast pains to fill in the numbers of persons who might fairly be sup-

posed to pay the taxes for each separate article of luxury; and his

conclusion was, that the immense majority of British families, endowed
with hberal fortunes, had never yet conceived the remotest idea that

their domestic arrangements were incomplete, unless they expended
some considerable sum annually upon the purchase of books. "

Take,"
said he,

" this one absurd and contemptible item of the tax on hair-

powder ; the use of it is almost entirely gone out of fashion. Bating
a few parsons' and lawyers' wigs, it may be said that hair-powder is

confined to x\ic flunkeys, and indeed to the livery servants of great and
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splendid houses exclusively ; nay, in many even of these, it is already
quite laid aside. Nevertheless, for each head that is thus vilified in

Great Britain, a guinea is paid yearly to the Exchcciuer ; and thr taxes
in that schedule are an army, compared to the purchasers of even the
best and most popular of books." He went on in the same vein af)*>ul

armorial bearings, hunters, racers, and four-wheeled carriaijes ; and

having demonstrated that hundreds of thousands in this mrp.'nifi.cnt

country held, as necessary to their personal comfort and the mainte-

nance of decent station, articles upon articles of costly elegance, of

which their forefathers never dreamt, said that on the whole, however
usual it was to talk of the extended scale of literary transactions in

modern days, our self-love never deceived us more grossly than when
we fancied our notions as to the matter of books had advanced in at

all a corresponding proportion.
" On the contrary," cried Constable,

"
I am satisfied that the demand for Shakspearc's plays, conlemjitible

as we hold it to have been, in the time of Elizabeth and James, was
more creditable to the classes who really indulged in any sort of ele-

gance then, than the sale of Childe Harold or Waverley, triumphantly
as people talk, is to the alleged expansion of taste and intelligence in

this nineteenth century." Scott helped him on by interposing, that at

that moment he had a rich valley crowded with handsome houses

under his view, and yet much doubted whether any laird within ten

miles spent ten pounds per annum on the literature of the day
—which

he, of course, distinguished from its periodical press.
" No," said Con-

stable,
" there is no market among them that's worth one's thinking

about. They are contented with a review or a magazine, or at best

with a pahry subscription to some circulating library forty miles otT.

But if I live for half-a-dozen years, I'll make it as impossible that there

should not be a good library in every decent house in Britain as that

the shepherd's ingle-nook should want the saut poke. Ay, and what's

that?" he continued, warming and puffing, "Why should the ingle-

nook itself want a shelf for the novels ?" "
I see your drift, my man,"

says Sir Walter,
"
you're for being like Billy Pitt in Gilray's print

—
you want to get into the salt-box yourself." "Yes," he responded

(using a favourite adjuration)
—"

I have hitherto been thinking only of

the wax-lights, but before I'm a twelvemonth older I shall have my
hand upon the tallow." "

Troth," says Scott,
"
you are indeed likely

to be ' The grand Napoleon of the realms of print.'
" " If you outlive

me," says Constable, with a regal smile,
"

I bespeak that line for my
tomb-stone ; but, in the mean-time, may I presume to ask you to be my
right-hand man when I open my campaign of IVIarengo ? I have now

settled my outUne of operations
—a three shilling or half-rnnvn volume

every month, which must and shall sell, not by thousands or tens of

thousands, but by hundreds of thousands—ay, by millions! Twelve

volumes in the year, a halfpenny of profit upon every cony of which

will make me richer than the possession of all the copyrights ol all the

quartos that ever were, or will be, hot-pressed
! Twelve volumes, so

good that millions must wish to have them, and so cheap that every

butcher's callant may have them, if he pleases to let me tax him six-

pence a-week!" .

Many a previous consultation, and many a solitary mcditaUon too,

34
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prompted Scott's answer, " Your plan," said he " cannot fail, provided
the books be really good, but you must not start until you have not

only leading columns, but depth upon depth of reserve in thorough
order. I am willing to do my part in this grand entei-prise. Often,
of late, have I felt that the vein of fiction was nearly worked out ;

often, as you all know, have I been thinking seriously of turning my
hand to history. I am of opinion that historical writing has no more
beeil adapted to the demands of the increased circles among which
Uteraturc does already find its way, than you allege as to the shape
and price of books in general. What say you to taking the field with

a Life of the other Napoleon 1"

The reader does not need to be told that the series of cheap volumes,

subsequently issued under the title of " Constable's Miscellany," was
the scheme on which this great bookseller w^as brooding. Before he

left Abbotsford it was arranged that the first number of this collection

should consist of one half of Waverley ; the second, of the first section

of a " Life of Napoleon Buonaparte by the author of Waverley ;" that

this Life should be comprised in four of these numbers ; and that, until

the whole series of his novels should have been issued, a volume every
second month, in this new and uncostly form, he should keep the Bal-

lantyne press going wnth a series of historical w^orks, to be issued on

the alternate months. Such were, as far as Scott was concerned, the

first outlines of a daring plan never destined to be carried into execu-

tion on the gigantic scale, or with the grand appliances which the

projector contemplated, but destined, nevertheless, to lead the way in

one of the greatest revolutions that literary history will ever have to

record—a revolution not the less sure to be completed, though as yet,
after the lapse of twelve years, we see only its beginnings.
Some circumstances in the progress of the Tales of the Crusaders,

begun some months before, and now on the eve of pubUcation, must
have been uppermost in Scott's mind when he met Constable's pro-

posal on this occasion with so much alacrity. The story of The Be-

trothed— (to which he was mainly prompted by the lively and instructing
conversation on Welsh history and antiquities of his friend Archdeacon

Williams)
—found no favour as it advanced with James Ballantyne ;

and so heavily did the critical printer's candid remonstrances weigh on
the author, that he at length lost heart about the matter altogether, and
determined to cancel it for ever. The tale, however, all but a chapter
or two, had been printed off, and both publishers and printers paused
about committing such a mass to the flames. The sheets were hung
up mean-while in Messrs, Ballantyne's warehouse, and Scott, roused

by the spur of disappointment, began another story
—The Talisman—

in which James hailed better omens. His satisfaction went on increas-

ing as the MS. flowed in upon him ; and he at last pronounced The
Talisman such a masterpiece, that the Betrothed might venture abroad

under its wing. Sir Walter was now reluctant on that subject, and
said he would rather write two more new novels than the few pages
necessary to complete his unfortunate Betrothed. But while he hesi-

tated, the German newspapers announced "a neio roinance by the

author of Wavej'Iey" as about to issue from the press of Leipsig. There
was some ground for suspecting that a set of the suspended sheets
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might have been purloined and sold to a pirate, and this considerai
put an end to his scruples. And when the German did publish t.

fabrication entitled IValladmor, it could no longer he douljiful that
some reader of Scott's sheets had communicated at least the fact that
he was breaking ground in Wales.

Early in June, then, the Tales of the Crusaders were put forth ; and,
as Mr. Ballantyne had predicted, the brightness of the Talismrui daz-
zled the eyes of the million as to the defects of the twin-story. Few
of these publications had a more enthusiastic greeting ; and Scott's

literary plans were, as the reader will see reason to infer, considerably
modified in consequence of the new burst of a}ii>lause whifh attended
the brilliant procession of his Saladin and Cocur de Lion.

To return for a moment to our merry conclave at Abbotsford. Con-
stable's vast chapter of embryo schemes was discussed more leisurely
on the following Monday morning, when we drove to the crags of

Smailholm and the Abbey of Dryburgh, both poet and publisher talk-

ing over the past and the future course of their lives, and agreeing, as

far as I could penetrate, that the years to come were likely to be more

prosperous than any they had yet seen. In the evening, too, this be-

ing his friend's first visit since the mansion had been completed, Scott

(though there were no ladies and few servants) had the hall and library

lighted up, that he might show him every thing to the most sparkling

advantage. With what serenitv did he walk about those splendid

apartments, handling books, expounding armoiu* and pictures, and re-

joicing in the Babylon which he had built !

If the reader has not recently looked into the original Introduction

to the Tales of the Crusaders, it will amuse him to trace in that little

extravanza Sir Walter's own embellishment of these colloquies with

Constable and Ballantyne. The title is,
" Minutes of Sederunt, of the

Shareholders designing to form a Joint Stock Company, united tor the

purpose of Writing and Publishing the Class of Works called the Wa-

verley Novels, held in the Waterloo Tavern, Regent Bridge, Edinburgh,
on the 1st of June, 1825." The notion of casting a preface into this

form could hardly have occurred in any other year ;
the humorist had

not far to seek for his "palpable hit."' The "Gentlemen and others

interested in the celebrated publications called the Waverley Novels,"

had all participated in the general delusions which presented so broad

a mark ; and their own proper
" bubbles" were at the biggest

—in

other words, near enough the bursting.
As regards Sir Walter himself, it is not possible now to recall the

jocularities of this essay without wonder and sadness. His own share

in speculations, remote from literature, was not indeed a very heavy
one ; buthow^ remarkable that a passage like the foll<;>wing should have

dropped from his pen, who w^as just about to see the ajiparently earth-

built pillars of his worldly fortune shattered in ruin, merely because,

not contented with being the first author of his age, he had chosen also

to be his own printer and his own bookseller !

" In the patriarch^ period," we read,
" a man is his own weaver, tailor, butcher,

shoemaker, and so forth; and, in the ajre of Stock-companies, as the
prp^nt

may

be called, an individual may be said, in one sense, to exercise the same pliirality
o(

trades. In fact, a man who has dipped largely into these speculaUous, may com-
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bine liis own expenditure with the improvement of his own income, just like the

ingenious hydraulic machine, wliicb, liy its very waste, raises its own supplies of

water. Such a person buys his bread from his own Baking Company, his milk and

cheese from his own Dairy Comjvany, takes off a new coat for the benefit of his own

Clothing Company, illuminates his house to advance his own Gas Establishment,
and drinks an additional bottle of wine for the benefit of the General Wine Importa-
tion Company, of wliicli he is himself a member. Every act, which would other-

wise be one of mere extravagance, is, to such a person, seasoned with the odor lucri,

and reconciled to prudence. Even if the price of the article consumed be extrava-

gant, and the quality indifferent, the person, who is in a manner his own customer,
is only imposed upe"n for his own benefit. Nay, if the Joint-stock Com]iany of Un-
dertakers sluill unite with the Medical Faculty, as proposed by the late facetious

Doctor G ,
under the firm of Death and the Doctor, the shareholder might con-

trive to secure to his heirs a handsome slice of his own death-bed and funeral ex-

penses."

Since I have quoted this introduction, I may as well give also the

passage in which the " Eidolon Chairman" is made to announce the

new direction his exertions were about to take, in furtherance of the

grand
" .Toint-stock Adventure" for which Constable had been solicit-

ing his alliance. The paternal shadow thus addresses his mutinous

oftspring
—Cleishbotham, Oldbuck, Clutterbuck, Dryasdust, and tlie

rest :
—

" It signifies nothing speaking
—I will no longer avail myself of such weak min-

isters as you—I will discard you—I will imbeget you, as Sir Anthony Absolute

says
—I will leave you and your whole hacked stock in trade—your caverns and

your castles—your modern antiques, and your antiquated moderns—your confusion

of times, manners, and circumstances—your ])roperties, as player-folk say of

scenery and dresses—the whole of your exhausted expedients, to the fools who
choose to deal with them. I will vindicate my own fame with my own right hand,
without appealing to such halting assistants,

' Whom I have used for sport, rather than need.'

—I will lay my foundations better than on quicksands—I will rear my structure of

better materials than painted cards ; in a word, I will write History !"....
" As the confusion began to abate, more than one member of the meeting was seen

to touch his forehead significantly, while Captain Clutterbuck humm'd,
' Be by your friends advised,
Too rash, too hasty, dad,

Maugre j'our bolts and wise head,
The world will think you mad.'

"The world, and you, gentlemen, may think w^hat you please," said the Chair-

man, elevating his voice ;

" but I intend to write the most wonderful book which
the world ever read—a book in which every incident shall be incredible, yet strictly

true—a work recalling recollections with which the ears of this generation once

tingled, and which shall be read by our children with an admiration approaching to

incredulity. Such shall be the Life of Napoleon Buonaparte, by the Author of

Waverley !" *

Sir Walter began, without delay, what was meant to be a very short

preliminary sketch of the French Revolution, prior to the appearance
of his hero upon the scene of action. This, he thought, might be done

almost cnrre.nte calamo; for his personal recollection of all the great
events as they occurred was vivid, and he had not failed to peruse

every book of any considerable importance on these subjects as it is-

* See Waverley Novels, vol. xxxvii. p. 38. Introd.
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sued from the press. He apprehended the necessity, on the other haiMJ,

of more laborious study in the way of reading than he had for many-

years had occasion for, before he could enter with advuntagu u\>Jn

Buonaparte's military career ;
and Constable accordingly set a&jut col-

lecting a new library of printed materials, wdiich coiitinut;d from day
to day pouring in upon him, till his little parlour in ("astlc Street look-

ed more like an auctioneer's premises than an autlnjr's. The first

wagon delivered itself of about a hundred huge folios of the Moni-

teur ; and London, Paris, Amsterdam, and Brussels were all laid under

contribution to meet the bold demands of his magnificent {lurveyor;

while he himself and his confidential friends embraced every possible

means of securing the use of written documents at home and abroad.

The rapid accumulation of books and MS. was at once flattering and

alarming; and one of his notes to me, about the middle of June, had

these rhymes by way of postscript :
—

" When with Poetry dealing,
Room enougfh in a shieling :

Neither cabin nor hovel

Too small for a novel ;

Though my back I should rub

On Diogenes' tub,

How my fancy could prance
In a dance of romance 1

But my house I must swap,
With some Brobdignag chap.
Ere I grapple, God bless me ! with Emperor Nap."

In the mean-time he advanced with his Introduction ; and, catching

fire as the theme expanded before him, had so soon several chapters

in his desk, without having travelled over half the ground assigned for

them, that Constable saw it would be in vain to hope for the comple-

tion of the work within four tiny duodecimos. They resolved that it

should be pubUshed, in the first instance, as a separate book, m tour

volumes of the same size with the Tales of the Crusaders, but with more

pages and more letter-press to each page. Scarcely had this been

settled before it became obvious, that four such volumes, however

closely printed, would never suffice ;
and the number was week after

week 'extended—with corresponding alterations as to the rate ol the

author's payment. Mr. Constable still considered the appearance ot

the second edition of the Life of Napoleon in his Miscellany as the

great point onw^hich the fortunes of that undertaking were to turn ;

audits commencement was in consequence adjourned; whu-h, however,

must have been the case at any rate, as he found, on enquirv. that the

stock on hand of the already various editions of the Waverley Novels

was much greater than he had calculated ;
and theretore some interval

must be albwed to elapse before, with fiiirncss to the retail tra.lc, he

could throw that long series of volumes into any cheaj>er torin.

Vol. II. 3A"^ 34*
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CHAPTER XXVII.

EXCURSION" TO IRELA-XD— RECEPTION INDUBLIN—WICKLOW— EDGEWORTHS-
TOWN — KILLARNEY — CORK — CASTLE BLARNEY, &c. — LETTERS FROM
MOORE AND CANNING— LLANGOLLEN — ELLERAY— STORRS— LOWTHER
— 1825.

Before the Court of Session rose in July, Sir Walter had made con-

siderable progress in his Sketch of the French Revolution ; but it was

agreed that he should make liis promised excursion to Ireland before

any ]MS. went to the printers. He had seen no more of the sister

Island than Dunluce and the Giant's Causeway, of which we have his

impressions in the Lighthouse Diary of 1814; his curiosity about the

scenery and the people was lively ; and besides the great object of

seeing his son and daughter-in-law under their own roof, and the scarce-

ly inferior pleasure of another meeting with Miss Edgeworth, he look-

ed forward to renewing his acquaintance with several accomplished
persons, who had been serviceable to him in his labours upon Swift.

But, illustriously as Ireland had contributed to the English Library, he

had a] ways been accustomed to hear that no books were now published
there, and fewer sold than in any other country calling itself civilized ;

and he had naturally concluded that apathy and indiflerence prevailed
as to literature itself, and of course as to literary men. He had not,

therefore, formed the remotest anticipation of the kind of reception
which awaited him in Dublin, and indeed throughout the Island wher-
ever he traversed it.

On the day after he despatched the following letter, he had the satis-

faction of seeing his son gazetted as Captain.

To Walter Scott, Esq., \bth Hussars, 10, Stephen's Green, Dublin.
"
Edinburgh, 16th June, 1825.

" My dear Walter,
" I shall wait with some impatience for this night's Gazette. I have written

to Coutts to pay the money so soon as you are in possession.
" On Saturday 11th, I went to Blair-Adam, and had a delicious stroll among the

woods. The roe-deer are lying as thick there as in the Highlands, and, I daresay,
they must be equally so at Lochore : so you will have some of the high game.
They are endeavouring to destroy them, which they find very difficult. It is a pity

they do so much mischief to the woods, for otherwise they are the most beautiful

objects in nature ; and were they at Abbotsford, I could not I think have the heart

to make war on them. Two little fawns came into the room at tea-time and drank
cream. They had the most beautiful dark eyes and little dark muzzles, and were
scarce so big as Miss Ferguson's Italian greyhound. The Chief Commissioner
offered them to me, but to keep them tame would have been impossible on account
of the dogs, and to turn them lose would have been wilfully entailing risk on the

plantations which have cost me so much money and trouble. There was then a

talk of fattening them for the kitchen, a proposal which would have driven mamma
distracted.

" We spent Monday on a visit to Lochore, and in planning the road which is so

much wanted. The Chief Commissioner is an excellent manager, and has under-
taken to treat with Mr. Wemyss of East Blair, through a part of whose property
the line lies, but just at a corner, and where it will be as convenient for his property
as Lochore.

" I am glad Jane looks after her own affairs. It is very irksome to be sure ;
but
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then one must do it, or be eaten up by their servants, like Actseon by liis hounds.
Talking of hounds, I have got a second Maida, but he is not yet arrived. Kimrod
is his name.

" I keep my purpose as expressed in my last. I might, perhaps, persuademamma to come, but she is unhappy in steamboats, bad beds, and all the oth»T in-

conveniences of travelling. Sir Adam and Lady Ferguson, as I hoar, aro thiiikiiif

of stirring towards you. I hope they %vill allow our visit to be over in the first

instance, as it would overtax Jane and you—otherwise I should likt^ to sec the

merry knight in Ireland, where I suppose he would prove Ipsis Ilibernh Ilibtrniirr,
more Irish than the natives.
" I have given Charles his choice between France and Ireland, and shall have

his answer in two or three days. Will he be de trop if we can pack him up in iho

little barouche ?

" Your commentary on Sir D. Dundas's confused hash of regulations, which, for

the matter of principle, might be shortened to a dozen, puts me in mind of old Sir

AVilliam Erskine's speech to him, when all was in utter confusion at the retreat

from before Dunkirk, and Sir William came down to protect the rear. In passing
Sir David, the tough old veteran exclaimed,

'

Davie, ye donnert idiot, where's a'

your peevioys (pivots) the day V
" As to your early hours, no man ought to be in bed at seven in summer time.

I never am ; your four o'clock is rather premature.
—Yours, with kindest remem-

brances to Jane,
" Walter Scott.

" P. S.—Yours just received, dateless as was your former. I suppose it is a

family fault. What I have written will show that the cash matters are ban^-up,
A comparison of the dates will show there has been no voluntary delay on my part ;

indeed, what motive could I have for leaving money without interest in the hands

of a London banker? But we are corresponding at a triangle, when you write to

me and I to London. I will write to Jane to scold her for her ladylike fears about

our reception ;
to find you happy will be the principal part of my welcome ; for the

rest, a slice of plain meat of any kind—a cigar
—and zYittle pnfheen, are worth

turtle and burgundy to my taste. As for poor dear stupid , there is only one

answer, which the clown in one of Shakspeare's plays says will be a fitting reply

to all questions
—Oh Lord, sir ! / .'"

It did not suit either Lady Scott or her eldest daughter to be of the

Irish expedition: Anne Scott and myself accompanied Sir Walter.

We left Edinburgh on the 8th of July in a light open carriage, and

after spending a few days among our friends in Lanarkshire, we em-

barked at Glasgow in a steamer for Belfast. Sir Walter kept no diar>-

during this excursion, and the bustle and tumult throughout were such

that he found time to write but very few letters. From my own to

the ladies left at home, I could easily draw up a pretty exact journal

of our proceedings ; but I shall content myself with noting a few
par-

ticulars more immediately connected with the person of Scott—lor I

am very sensible, on looking over what I set down at the moment, that

there was hardly opportunity even for him to draw any conclusions

of serious value on the structure and ordinary habits of society in

Ireland, to say nothing of the vexed questions of politics
and adminis-

tration; and such features of natural beauty and historical interest as

came under his view have been painted over and over again by native

writers, with whom hasty observers should not be ambitious of com-

peting. ...

The steam-boat, besides a crowd of passengers of all possible

classes, was lumbered with a cargo offensive enough to the eye and

the nostrils, but still more disagreeable from the anticipations
and re-

flections it could not fail to suggest. Hardly had our carriage been
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lashed on the deck before it disappeared from our view amidst moun-
tainous packages of old clothes ;

the cast-off raiment of the Scotch

beggars was on its way to a land where beggary is the staple of life.

The captain assured us that he had navigated nearly forty years be-

tween the West of Scotland and the sister island, and that his freights
from the Clyde were very commonly of this description; pigs and

potatoes being the usual return. Sir Walter rather irritated a military

passenger (a stout old Highlander,) by asking whether it had never

occurred to him that the beautiful checkery of the clan tartans might
have originated in a pious wish on the part of the Scottish Gael to

imitate the tatters of the parent race. After soothing the veteran into

good-humour, by some anecdotes of the Celtic splendours of August,
1822, he remarked that if the Scotch Highlanders were really de-

scended in the main from the Irish blood, it seemed to him the most
curious and difficult problem in the world to account for the startling
contrasts in so many points of their character, temper, and demeanour;
and entered into some disquisition on this subject, which I am sorry I

cannot repeat in detail. The sum of his opinion was that, while

courage and generous enthusiasm of spirit, kindness of heart, and great

strength and purity of domestic affection, characterised them equally,
the destruction, in the course of endless feuds, and wars, and rebellions,

of the native aristocracy of Ireland, had robbed that people of most of

the elements of internal civilisation ; and avowed his belief that had the

Highlanders been deprived, under similar circumstances, of their own
chiefs, they would have sunk, from the natural poverty of their regions,
into depths of barbarity not exampled even in the history of Ireland.

The old soldier (who had taken an early opportunity of intimating his

own near relationship to the chief of his sept) nodded assent, and
strutted from our part of the deck with the dignity of a Mac Turk.—
" But then," Sir Walter continued (watching the Colonel's retreat)

—
" but then comes the queerest point of all. How is it that our solemn,

proud, dignified Celt, with a soul so alive to what is elevating and
even elegant in poetry and feeling, is so supereminently dull as re-

spects all the lighter play of fancy 1 The Highlander never under-

stands wit or humour—Paddy, despite all his misery and privations,
overflows with both. I suppose he is the gayest fellow in the world,

except the only worse-used one still, the West India nigger. This is

their make-up
—but it is to me the saddest feature in the whole story."

A voyage down the Firth of Clyde is enough to make any body
happy : nowhere can the Home Tourist, at all events, behold, in the

course of one day, such a succession and variety of beautiful, romantic,
and majestic scenery: on one hand dark mountains and castellated

shores—on the other, rich groves and pastures, interspersed with ele-

gant villas and thriving towns, the bright estuary between alive wdth

shipping, and diversified with islands.

It may be supposed how delightful such a voyage was in a fine day
of July, with Scott, always as full of glee on any trip as a schoolboy ;

crammed with all the traditions and legends of everyplace we passed ;

and too happy to pour them out for the entertainment of his compa-
nions on deck. After dinner, too, he was the charm of the table. A
worthy old Bailie of Glasgow, Mr. Robert Tennent, sat by him, and
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shared fully in the general pleasure ; though his particular source of
interest and satisfaction was, that he had got into such close quarters
with a live Sheriff' and Clerk of Session, and this gave hini the oppor-
tunity of discussing sundry knotty points of police law, as to \vhi«-h
our steerage passengers might perhaps have been more curious than
most of those admitted to the symposium of the cabin. Sir Walter,
however, was as ready for the rogueries of the BroomicUuv, as for
the misty antiquities of Balclutha, or the discomfiture of the Norseman
at Largs, or Bruce's adventures in Arran. I remember how Mr.
Tennent chuckled when he, towards the conclusion of our first bowl
of punch, said he was not surprised to find himself gathering muoh
instruction from the Bailie's conversation on his favourite toj)ics, since

the most eminent and useful of the pohce magistrates of London (Col-

quhoun) had served his apprenticeship in the^Town Chamber of Glas-

gow. The Bailie insisted for a second bowl, and volunteered to Ix;

the manufacturer ;

"
for," quoth he (with a sly wink,)

"
I am reckoned

a fair hand, though not equal to my father, the deacon." Scott smiled

in acquiescence, and, the ladie» having by this time withdrawn, said

he was glad to find the celebrated beverage of the city of St. Mungo
had not fallen into desuetude. The Bailie extolled the liquor he was

brewing, and quoted Sir John Sinclair's Code of Health and Longevity
for the case of a gentleman well known to himself, who lived till ninety,
and had been drunk upon it every night for half-a-century. But Bailie

Tennent was a devout elder of the kirk, and did not tell his story
without one or two groans that his doctrine should have such an ex-

ample to plead. Sir Walter said he could only hope that manners
were mended in other respects since the days when a popular minister

of the last age (one Mr. Thom), renowned for satirical humour, as

well as for highflying zeal, had demolished all his own chances of a

Glasgow benefice by preaching before the Town-Council from this

text in Hosea :
—"

Ephraim's drink is sour, and he hath committed

whoredom continually." The Bailie's brow darkened (like Nicol

Jarvie's when they misca^d Rab) ;
he groaned deeper than before, and

said he feared " Tham o' Govan was at heart a ne'erdoweel." He,

however, refilled our glasses as he spoke ;
and Scott, as he tasted his,

said,
" Weel, weel. Bailie, Ephraim was not so far wrong as to the

matter of drink." A gay little Irish Squireen (a keener Protestant

even than our "merchant and magistrate") did not seem to have dis-

covered the Great Unknown until about this time, and
no\y began to

take a principal share in the conversation. To the bowl ol Ephraim
he had from the first done all justice. He broke at once into the

heart of the debateable land; and after a few fierce tirades against

Popery, asked the Highland Colonel, who had replaced the Master of

the steamer at the head of the table, to give the ghrioiis memori/. The

prudent Colonel affected not to hear until this hint had \n:n\ thrice

repeated, watching carefully meanwhile the demeanour of a sutfi-

ciently mixed company. The general pushing in of glasses,
and

perhaps some freemasonry symptoms besides—(tor we understo<")d

that he had often served m Ireland)—had satisfied him that all was

right, and he rose and announced the Protestant Shibboleth with a

voice that m.ade the lockers and rafters ring again. Bailie Tennent
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rose with grim alacrity to join in tiie cheers ; and then our Squireen

proposed, in his own person, wliat, he said, ahvays ought to be the

second toast among good men and true. This was nothing else than

the heroic memory, which, from our friend's preliminary speech, we
understood to be the memory of Oliver Cromn-cU. Sir Walter winced
more shrewdly than his Bailie had done about Ephraim's transgres-

sions, but swallowed his punch, and stood up, glass in hand, like the

rest, though an vnifortunate fit of coughing prevented his taking part
in the huzzas. This feature of Irish loyalism was new to the untra-

velled Scotch of the party. On a little reflection, however, we thought
it not so unnatural. Our little Squireen boasted of being himself de-

scended from a sergeant in Cromwell's army ; and he added that " the

best in Ireland" had similar pedigrees to be proud of. He took care,

however, to inform us that his own great ancestor was a real jontle-

man all over, and behaved as such ;

"
for," said he,

" when Oliver gave
him his order for the lands, he went to the wido\v, and tould her he

would neither turn out her nor the best-looking of her daughters ; so

get the best dinner you can, old la^y," quoth he,
" and parade the

whole lot of them, and I'll pick." Which was done, it seems, accord-

ingly ; and probably no conquest ever wanted plenty of such allevia-

tions.

Something; in this storv suggested to Scott an incident, recorded in

some old book of Memoirs, of a French envoy's reception in the tower
of some Irish chieftain, during one of the rebellions against Queen
Elizabeth ; and he narrated it, to the infinite delight of the Protestant

Squireen. This comforter of the rebels was a bishop, and his union

of civil and religious dignity secured for him all possible respect and
attention. The chief (I think the name was O'Donoghue) welcomed
him warmly: He was clad in a yellow mantle—("to wit, a dirty

blanket," interposes the Squireen)
—but this he dropt in the interior,

and sat upon it mother-naked in the midst of his family and guests by
the fire. The potheen circulated, and was approved by the bishop.
When the hour of retiring for the night approached, the hospitable
Milesian desired him to look round and select any of his daughters he

liked for a bedfellow. The bishop did as he was invited, and the young
lady went up stairs, to be dealt with probably by Monseigneur's valet

as Peregrine Pickle's beggar-girl was by Tom Pipes. By and by the

bishop followed, and next minute his allotted partner tumbled into the

patriarchal circle below in an agony of tears, while the great man was
heard pesting vociferously in his chamber above. "

It turned out,"

said Sir Walter,
" that the most prominent object on his reverence's

toilette had been a pot of singularly precious pomatum, recently pre-
sented to him by the Pope. This the poor girl was desired by the

French attendant, as he withdrew, to make use of in completing the

adornment of her person ; but an interpreter had been wanting. She
took it for butter, and the bannock which she had plastered, both sides

over, with this precious unguent, was half-devoured before the ambas-

sador honoured her bower with his presence. Dandyism had pre-
vailed over gallantry, and Princess O'Donoghue was kicked down
stairs."

When we got upon deck again after our carousal, we found it rain-
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ing heavily, and the lady passengers in great misery; uhirh ntatc of
thnigs contmued till we were within sight of Bt-lths't. \Vc .rot th.«rp
about nine in the morning, and I find it set down that uo paid Jour
guineas for the conveyance of the carriage, and a guinea a-picrr for
ourselves; in 1837 I understand the charge for passenirers is Lt more
than half-a-crown a-head in tiie cabin, and sixpence in the stt-rra".!
so rapidly has steam-navigation extended in the space of twelve years.
Sir Walter told us he well remembered being on board of the first
steamer that ever was launched in Britain, in 1812. For some lime,
that one awkward machine went back and forward between Glasgow
and Greenock, and it would have looked like a cock-boat besidelmv
one of the hundreds of magnificent steam-ships that now cover the
Firth of Clyde. It is also written in my pocket-book, that the little

Orange Squireen was particularly kind and serviceable at our landing—
knocking about the swarm of porters that invaded the vessel on

anchoring, in a style quite new to us, with slang equally Irish—e.
i^." Your fingers are all thumbs, I see—put that (portmanteau) in your

teeth, you grampus," &c. &c.
The following is part of the first letter I wrote to my wife from

Dublin :
—

" Belfast is a thriving bustling place, surrounded with smart villas, and built
much like a second-rate English town ; yet there we saw the use of the imported
rags forthwith. One man, apparently happy and gay, returning to his work (a ma-
son seemingly), from breakfast, with pipe in mouth, had a coat of which 1 don't
believe any three inches together were of the same colour or the same stuff red,

black, yellow, green—cloth, velveteen, corduroy, fustian—the complete image of a
tattered coverlid originally made on purpose of particularly small patches—no shirt,
and almost no breeches ;

—
yet this is the best part of Ireland, and the best popula-

tion. What shall we see in the South 1

" Erin deserves undoubtedly the style of Green Erin. We passed thmufjh high
and low country, rich and poor, but none that was not greener than Scotland ever
saw. The husbandry to the north seemed rather careless than bad— I should say
slovenly, for every thing is cultivated, and the crops are fine, though the appearance
is quite spoiled by the bad, or oftener the no fences ; and, above all, to unaccus-
tomed eyes, by the human wretchedness every where visible even there. Your

papa says, however, that he sees all over the North marks of an improving country ;

that the new houses are all greatly better than the old, &c. He is no doubt right
as to the towns, and even villages on the highway, but I can't imagine the newent

huts of the peasantry to have been preceded by worse even in the days of .Malachi

with the collar of gold. They are of clay without chimneys, and without any
opening for light, except the door and the smoke-hole in the roof. When there is

a window, it seldom has even one pane of glass, and I take it the aperture is only
a summer luxury, to be closed up with the ready trowel whenever the winter comes.

The filth, darkness, and squalor of these dens and their inhabitants, are beyond

imagination, even to us who have traversed so often the wildest of our own Fiiifh-

land glens ; yet your father swears he has not yet seen one face decidedly careworn

and unhappy ; on the contrary, an universal good-humour and merriment, and, to

us, every sort of civility from the poor people ; as yet few beggars. An old man
at Dunleer having got some pence from Anne while the carriage stopt, an older

woman came forward to sell gooseberries, and we declining these, she added that

we might as well give her an alms too then, for she was an old ttnucslfr. Anne

thought she said smuggler, and dreamt of potheen, but she meant that she had done

her best to resist the ' sea of troubles ;' whereas her neighbour, tiie prufesscd men-

dicant, had yielded to the stream too easily. The Unknown says lie shall recolli-ct

the word, which deserves to be classical. We slept at Dundalk, a poor little t.ivrn

by the shore, but with a magnificent Justice-hall and jail
—a public biiildinir sup«*-

rior, I think, to any in Edinburgh, in the midst of a place despicably dirty and

miserable."
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When we halted at Drogheda, a retired officer of dragoons, disco-

vering that the party was Sir WaUer's, sent in his card, with a pohte
offer to attend him over the field of the battle of the Boyne, about two
miles off", which of course was accepted ;

—Sir Walter rejoicing the

veteran's heart by his vigorous recitation of the famous ballad {The
Crossing of the Water), as we proceeded to the ground, and the eager
and intelligent curiosity with which he received his explanations of it.

On Thursday the 14th we reached Dublin in time for dinner, and

found young Walter and his bride established in one of those large and

noble houses in St. Stephen's Green (the most extensive square in Eu-

rope), the founders of which little dreamt that they should ever be let

at an easy rate as garrison lodgings. Never can I forget the fond joy
and pride with which Sir Walter looked round him, as he sat for the

first time at his son's table. I could not but recall Pindar's lines, in

which, wishing to paint the gentlest rapture of felicity, he describes

an old man with a foaming wine-cup in his hand at his child's wedding-
feast.

That very evening arrived a deputation from the Royal Society of

Dublin, inviting Sir Walter to a public dinner ; and next morning he

found on his breakfast-table a letter from the Provost of Trinity Col-

lege (Dr. Kyle, now Bishop of Cork), announcing that the University
desired to pay him the very high compliment of a degree of Doctor

of Laws by diploma. The Archbishop of Dubhn (the celebrated Dr.

Magee), though surrounded with severe domestic afflictions at the time,

was among the earliest of his visitors ; another was the Attorney-Ge-
neral (now Lord Chancellor Plunkett); a third was the Commander
of the Forces, Sir George Murray ; and a fourth the Chief Remem-
brancer of Exchequer (the Right Honourable Anthony Blake), who
was the bearer of a message from the Marquis W^ellesley, then Lord-

Lieutenant of Ireland, offering all sorts of facilities, and inviting him
to dine next day at his Excellency's country residence, Malahide Castle.

It would be endless to enumerate the distinguished persons who, morn-

ing after morning, crowded his levee in St. Stephen's Green. The
courts of law were not then sitting, and most of the judges were out

of town ; but all the other great functionaries, and the leading noble-

men and gentlemen of the citv and its neighbourhood, of whatever sect

or party, hastened to tender every conceivable homage and hospitality.

But all this was less surprising to the companions of his journey (though,
to say truth, we had, no more than himself, counted on such eager en-

thusiasm among any class of Irish society), than the demonstrations

of respect which, after the first day or two, awaited him, wherever he

moved, at the hands of the less elevated orders of the Dublin popula-
tion. If his carriage was recognised at the door of any public esta-

bUshment, the street was sure to be crowded before he came out again,
so as to make his departure as slow as a procession. When he entered

a street, the watchword was passed down both sides hke lightning,

and the shopkeepers and their wives stood bowing and curtseying all

the wav down; while the mob and bovs huzza'd as at the chariot-

wheels of a conqueror. I had certainly been most thoroughly unpre-

pared for finding the common people of Dublin so alive to the claims

of any non-mihtary greatness. Sir Robert Peel says, that Sir Walter's
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reception on the High Street of Edinburgh, in August, 18^-2 was the
first thing that gave him a notion of "the electric 'Ihock oFi natiou's
gratitude." I doubt if even that scene surpassed what I mvself wil-
nessedwhen he returned down Dame Street, after inspecting the Castle
of Dublin. Bailie Tennent, who had been in the crowd on^tliat occa-
sion, called afterwards in Stephen's Green to show Sir Walter some
promised Return about his Glasgow Police, and observed to mc, as he
withdrew, that "yon was owre like worshipping the creature."

I may as well, perhaps, extract from a letter of the IGth, the con-

temporary note of one day's operations.

"Sir Humphry Da\-y is here on his way to fish in Connemara—he breakfastrd
at Walter's this morning; also Hartstonge, who was to show us the lions of St.
Patrick's. Peveril was surprised to find the exterior of the cathedral so rudely
worked, coarse, and almost shapeless—but the interior is imposing, and even grand.
There are some curious old monuments of the Cork fimiily, &c.,°but one thinks of

nothing but Swift there—the whole cathedral is merely his tomb. Your papa hung
long over the famous inscription,* which is in gilt letters upon black marble ; and
seemed vexed there was not a ladder at hand that he might have got nearer the bust

(apparently a very fine one), by Roubilliac, which is placed over it. This was
given by the piety of his printer, Faulkener. According to this, Swift had a pro-
digious double chin; and Peveril remarked that the severity of the whole counte-
nance is much increased by the absence of the wig, which, in the prints, conceals
the height and gloom of the brow, the uncommon massiveness and breadth of the

temple-bones, and the Herculean style in which the head fits in to the neck behind.
Stella's epitaph is on the adjoining pillar

—close by. Sir Walter seemed not to

have thought of it before (or to have forgotten, if he had), but to judge merely from
the wording that Swift himself wrote it. She is described as ' Mrs. Hester John-

son, better known to the world by the name of Stella, under which she is celebrated
in the writings of Dr. Jonathan' Swift, Dean of this cathedral.' 'This,' said Sir

W^alter,
' the Dean might say—any one else would have said more.' She died in

1727, Swift in 1745. Just
bj"^

the entrance to the transept, is his tablet in honour
of the servant who behaved so well about the secret of the Drapier's letters.—We
then saw St. Sepulchre's Library, a monastic looking place, very like one of the

smaller college libraries in Oxford. Here they have the folio Clarendon, with
Swift's marginal remarks, mostly in pencil, but still quite legible.

'

Very savage
as usual upon us poor Scots every where,' quoth the Unknown. We then went into

the Deanery (the one Swift inhabited has been pulled down), and had a most cour-

teous and elegant reception from the Dean, the Honourable Dr. Ponsonby. He gave
us a capital luncheon—the original full-length picture of the Dean over the side-

board. The print in the Edinburgh edition is very good
—but the complexion is in

the picture
—black, robust, sanguine—a heavy-lidded, stern blue eye. It was inter-

esting to see how completely the genius loci has kept his ground. Various little

relics reverently hoarded as they should be. They said his memory was as fresh as

ever among the common people about—they still sing his ballads, and had heard

with great delight that Sir Walter wrote a grand book all about t/ie great Dant. The

'

Jolly lads of St. Patrick's, St. Kevin's, Donore,'

mustered strong and Stentorian at our exit. They would, like their ^reat-grand fa-

thers and mothers, have torn the Unknown to pieces, had he taken the other tack,

and
'Insulted us all by insulting the Dean.'t

" We next saw the Bank—late Parliament House—the Dublin Society's Museum,

where papa was enchanted with a perfect skeleton of the gigantic moose-detT, the

horns fourteen feet from tip to tip, and high in proportion
—and a long train ot oihei

* The terrible inscription is
" Hie depositum est corpus Jonathan Swift, S. T. P. ^tc, ubi

saeva indignatio ulterius cor lacerare nequit."

tSee Scott's Swift (Edit. 1814), vol. x. p. 537.

Vol. II. 3B 35
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fine places and queer things, all as per road-book. Every where throughout this

busy day—fine folks within doors and rabble without—a terrible rushing and crush-

ing to see the Baronet; Lord Wellington could not have excited a better rumpus.
But the theatre in the evening completed the thing. I never heard such a row.

The players might as well have had no tongues. Beatrice (Miss Foote) twice left

the stage ; and at last Benedick (Abbot, who is the manager) came forward, cun-

ning dog, and asked what was the cause of the tempest. A thousand voices shouted,
Sir Walter Scott

,-
and the worthy lion being thus bearded and poked, rose, after an

hour's torture, and said, with such a kindness and grace of tone and manner, these

words ;
—' I am sure the Irish people

—
(a roar)

—I am sure this respectable audience

will not suppose that a stranger can be insensible to the kindness of their reception
of him ; and if I have been too long in saying this, I trust it will be attributed to

the right cause—my unwillingness to take to myself honours so distinguished, and
which I could not and cannot but feel to be unmerited.' I think these are the very
words. The noise continued—a perfect cataract and thunder of roaring ; but he

would take no hints about going to the stage-box, and the evening closed decently

enough. The theatre is very handsome—the dresses and scenery capital
—the actors

and actresses seemed (but, to be sure, this was scarcely a fair specimen) about as

bad as in the days of Croker's Familiar Epistles."

On Monday the 18th, to give another extract:

" Young Mr. Maturin breakfasted, and Sir Walter asked a great deal about his

late father and the present situation of the family, and promised to go and see the

widow. When the young gentleman was gone, Hartstonge told us that Maturin

used to compose with a wafer pasted on his forehead, which was the signal that if

any of his family entered the sanctuvi they must not speak to him. ' He was never

bred in a writer's chaumer,^ quoth Peveril. Sir Walter observed that it seemed to

be a piece of Protestantism in Dublin to drop the saintly titles of the Catholic

Church : they call St. Patrick's, Patrick's ;
and St. Stephen's Green has been

Orangeized into Stephen's. He said you might trace the Puritans in the plain
Powles (for St. Paul's) of the old English comedians. We then went to the Bank,
where the Governor and Directors had begged him to let themselves show him every

thing in proper style ; and he was forced to say, as he came out,
' These people

treated me as if I was a Prince of the Blood.' I do believe that, just at this time,
the Duke of York might be treated as well—better he could not be. From this to

the College hard by. The Provost received Sir W. in a splendid drawing-room,
and then carried him through the libraries, halls, &c. amidst a crowd of eager stu-

dents. He received his diploma in due form, and there followed a superb dejeuner
in the Provostry. Neither Oxford nor Cambridge could have done the whole thing
in better style. Made acquaintance with Dr. Brinkley, Astronomer Royal, and Dr.

Macdonnell, Professor of Greek, and all the rest of the leading Professors, who
vied with each other in respect and devotion to the Unknown.—19th. I forgot to say
that there is one true paragraph in the papers. One of the College librarians yes-

tetday told Sir W., fishingly,
'
I have been so busy that I have not yet read your

Redgauntlet.' He answered, very meekly, 'I have not happened to fall in with
such a work, Doctor.'

"

From Dubhn we made an excursion of some days into the county
Wicklow, hahing for a night at the villa of the Surgeon-General, Mr.

Crampton, who struck Sir Walter as being more like Sir Humphry
Davy than any man he had met, not in person only, but in the liveli-

ness and range of his talk, and who kindly did the honours of Lough
Breagh and the Dargle ; and then for two or three at Old Connaught,
Lord Plunkett's seat near Bray. Here there was a large and brilliant

party assembled ; and from hence, under the guidance of the Attorney-
General and his amiable family, we perambulated to all possible advan-

tage the classical resorts of the Devil's Glyn, Rosanna, Kilruddery,
and Glendalough, with its seven churches, and St. Kevin''s Bed—the

scene of the fate of Cathleen, celebrated in Moore's ballad—
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" By that lake wliose gloomy shore

Skylark never warbles o'er," &c.

"It is," says my letter, "a hole in the sheer surface of iho rock, in which two
or three people might sit. The difficulty of gettincr into this place ins hcsn tixnir-
gerated, as also the danger, for it would only be falling thirty or forty ft-ct into ve^
deep water. Yet I never was more pained than when your papa, in spite of all

remonstrances, would make his way to it, crawling along the
precipice. He suc-

ceeded and got in—the first lame man that ever tried it. After he was tronc Mr
Plunkett told the female guide he was a poet. Cathleen treated this with indiiraa-

tion, as a quiz of Mr. Attorney's.
' Foet /' said she,

' the devil a bit of him but an
honourable gentleman ; he gave me half-a-crown.'

"

On the 1st of x\ugust we proceeded from Dublin to Edf^eworthstown.
the party bemg now reinforced by Captain and Mrs. iScott, and also

by the dehghtful addition of the Surgeon-General, who had long been
an intimate friend of the Edgeworth family, and equally gratified both
the novelists by breaking the toils of his great practice to witness their

meeting on his native soil. A happy meeting it was : we remained
there for several days, making excursions to Loch Oel and other scenes
of interest in Longford and the adjoining counties ; the gentry every
where exerting themselves with true Irish zeal to signalize their affec-

tionate pride in their illustrious countrywoman, and their appreciation
of her guest ; while her brother, Mr. Lovell Edgeworth, had his clas-

sical mansion filled every evening with a succession of distinguished
friends, the elite of Ireland. Here, above all, we had the opportunit\-
of seeing in what universal respect and comfort a gentleman's familv

may live in that country, and in far from its most favoured district,

provided only they live there habitually, and do their duty as the

friends and guardians of those among whom Providence has appointed
their proper place. Here we found neither mud hovels nor naked

peasantry, but snug cottages and smiling faces all about. Here there

was a very large school in the village, of which masters and pupils
were in a nearly equal proportion Protestants and Roman Catholics,

the Protestant squire himself making it a regular part of his daily bu-

siness to visit the scene of their operations, and strengthen authority
and enforce discipline by his personal superintendence. Here, too, we

pleased ourselves with recognising some of the sweetest features in

Goldsmith's picture of

" Sweet Auburn ! loveliest village of the plain ;"

and, in particular, we had " the playful children just let loose from

school" in perfection. Mr. Edgeworth's paternal heart delighted in

letting them make a play-ground of his lawn ; and every evening after

dinner we saw leap-frog going on with the highest spirit within fifty

yards of the drawing-room windows, while fathers aud motliers. and

their aged parents also, were grouped about among the trees watching
the sport. It is a curious enough coincidence that Oliver Goldsmith

and Maria Edgeworth should both have derived their early love and

knowledge of Irish character and manners from the same identical

district. He received part of his education at this very school of

Edgeworthstown ; and Pallasmore (the locus cui nomen est Pallas of

Johnson's epitaph), the little hamlet where the author of the "\'icar of

Wakefield first saw the light, is still, as it was in his time, the pro|K'rty

of the Edgeworths.
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It may well be imagined with what lively interest Sir Walter sur-

veyed the scenery with which so many of the proudest recollections

of Ireland must ever be associated, and how curiously he studied the

rural manners it presented to him, in the hope (not disappointed) of

being able to trace some of his friend's bright creations to their first

hints and germs. On the delight with which he contemplated her posi-
tion in the midst of her own large and happy domestic circle, I need

say still less. The reader is aware by this time how deeply he con-

demned and pitied the conduct and fate of those wdio, gifted with pre-
eminent talents for the instruction and entertainment of their species
at large, fancy themselves entitled to neglect those every-day duties

and charities of lite, from the mere shadowing of which in imaginary
pictures the genius of poetry and romance has always reaped its high-
est and purest, perhaps its only true and immortal honours. In Maria
he hailed a sister spirit; one who, at the summit of literary fame, took
the same modest, just, and, let me add, Christian view of the relative

importance of the feelings, the obligations, and the hopes in which we
are all equally partakers, and those talents and accomplishments which

may seem, to vain and shortsighted eyes, sufficient to constitute their

possessors into an order and species apart from the rest of their kind.

Such fantastic conceits found no shelter with either of these powerful
minds. I was then a young man, and I cannot forget how much 1

was struck at the time by some words that fell from one of them,

when, in the course of a walk in the park at Edgeworthstown, I hap-

pened to use some phrase which conveyed (though not perhaps meant
to do so) the impression that I suspected Poets and Novelists of being
a good deal accustomed to look at life and the world only as materials

for art, A soft and pensive shade came over Scott's face as he said :—"
I fear you have some very young ideas in your head :

—are you
not too apt to measure things by som.e reference to literature—to dis-

believe that any body can be worth much care who has no knowledge
of that soi't of thing, or taste for it I God help us ! what a poor w'orld

this would be if that were the true doctrine ! I have read books

enough, and observed and conversed with enough of eminent and

splendidly cultivated minds, too, in my time ; but, I assure you, I have
heard higher sentiments from the lips of poor uneducated men and

women, when exerting the spirit of severe yet gentle heroism under
difficulties and afflictions, or speaking their simple thoughts as to cir-

cumstances in the lot of friends and neighbours, than I ever yet met
wdth out of the pages of the Bible. We shall never learn to feel and

respect our real calling and destiny, unless we have taught ourselves

to consider every thing as moonshine, compared with the education

of the heart." Maria did not listen to this without some water in her

eyes
—her tears are always ready when any generous string is touched—

(for, as Pope says,
" the finest minds, like the finest metals, dissolve

the easiest") ; but she brushed them gaily aside, and said,
" You see

how it is—Dean Swift said he had written his books, in order that

people might learn to treat him like a great lord. Sir Walter writes

his, in order that he may be able to treat his people as a great lord

ought to do."

Lest I should forget to mention it, I put down here a rebuke which,
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later in his life, Sir Walter once gave in my hearing to his tiau^hter
Anne. She happened to say of something, I forget what, thaf she
could not abide it—it was vulgar.

" My love," said her father,
"
you

speak like a very young lady; do you know, after all, the meaning of
this word vulgar 1 'Tis only common ; nothing that is common, except
wickedness, can deserve to be spoken of in a tone of contempt ; and
when you have lived to my years, you will be disposed to agree with
me in thanking God that nothing really worth having or caring about
in this world is uncommon."
At Edgeworthstown he received the following letter from Mr. Can-

ning :
—

To Sir Waller Scott, Bart., ^c. ^c.

" Combe Wood, July 24, 1825.
" My dear Sir,

" A pretty severe indisposition has prevented me from sooner acknowledging
your kind letter ; and now I fear that I shall not be able to accomplish my visit to

Scotland this year. Although I shall be, for the last fortnight of August, at no

great distance from the Borders, my time is so limited that I cannot reckon upon
getting farther.

" I rejoice to see that my countrymen (for, though I was accidentally born in Lon-

don, I consider myself an Irishman) have so well known the value of the honour
which you are paying to them.

"
By the way, if you landed at Liverpool on your return, could you find a better

road to the north than through the Lake country ? You would find me (from about

the loth of August) and Charles Ellis* at my friend Mr. Bolton's, on the Banks of

Windermere, where I can promise you as kind, though not so noisy a welcome, as

that which you have just experienced ; and where our friend the Professor (who is

Admiral of the Lake) would fit out all his flotilla, and fire as many of his guns as

are not painted ones, in honour of your arrival.—Yours, my dear sir, very sincerely,
Geo. Canning."

This invitation was not to be resisted ; and the following letter

announced a chans;e of the original route to Mr. Morritt.

" To John B. S. Morritl, Esq., Rokeby Park, Greta Bridge.
"
Edgeworthstown, Aug. 3, 1*15.

" Your kind letter, my dear Morritt, finds me sweltering under the hottest wea-

ther I ever experienced, for the sake of seeing sights
—of itself, you know, the most

feverish occupation in the world. Luckily we are free of Dublin, and there is no-

thing around us but green fields and fine trees,
'

barring the high-roads,' which make

those who tread on them the most complete piepoudretix ever seen; that is, if the

old definition of piepoudres be authentic, and if not, you may seek another dusty

simile for yourself—it cannot exceed the reality. T have with me Lockhart and

Anne, Walter and his cara sposa, for all whom the hospitality of Edgeworthstown
has found ample space and verge enough. Indeed it is impossible to conceive the

extent of this virtue in all classes ; I don't think even our Scottish hospitality can

match that of Ireland. Every thing seems to give way to the desire to accommo-

date a stranger ; and I really believe the story of the Irish harper, who condemned

his harp to tlie flames for want of fire-wood to cook a guest's supper. Their per-

sonal kindness to me has been so great, that were it not from the chilling recollec-

tion that novelty is easily substituted for merit, I should think, like the booby m

Steele's plav, that I had been kepi back, and that there was something more about

me than I had ever been led to suspect. As I am L.L. D. of Trinity College, and

am qualified as a Catholic seer, by having mounted up into the bed of Saint Kevin,

* Now Lord Seaford.

35 *
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at the celebrated seven churches of Glendalough, I am entitled to prescribe, ex ca-

thedra, for all the diseases of Ireland, as being free both of the Catholic and Pro-

testant parties. But the truth is, that Pat, while the doctors were consulting, has
been gradually and securely recovering of himself. He is very loath to admit this

indeed ; there being a strain of hypochondria in his complaints, which will not per-
mit him to believe he's getting better. Nay, he gets even angry when a physician,
more blunt than polite, continues to assure him that he is better than he supposes
himself, and that much of his present distress consists, partly of the recollection of

former indisposition, partly of the severe practice of modern empirics.
" In sober sadness, to talk of the misery of Ireland at this time, is to speak of the

illness of a malade imas^inaire. Well she is not, but she is rapidly becoming so.

There are all the outward and visible tokens of convalescence. Every thing is

mending ; the houses that arise are better a hundred-fold than the cabins which are

falling ; the peasants of the younger class are dressed a great deal better than with

the rags which clothe the persons of the more ancient Teagues, which realize the

wardrobe of Jenny Sutton, of whom Morris sweetly sings,

' One single pin at night let loose

The robes which veiled her beauty.'

I am sure I have seen with apprehension a single button perform the same feat, and
when this mad scare-crow hath girded up his loins to run hastily by the side of the

chaise, I have feared it would give way, and that there, as King Lear's fool says,
we should be all shamed. But this, which seems once to have generally been the

attire of the fair of the Green Isle, probably since the time of King Malachi and
the collar of gold, is now fast disappearing, and the habit of the more youthful Pats
and Patesses is decent and comely. Here they all look well coloured, and well fed,

and well contented. And as I see in most places great exertions making to reclaim

bogs upon a large scale, and generally to improve ground, I must needs hold that

they are in constant employment.
" With all this there is much that remains to be amended, and which time and

increase of capital only can amend. The price of labour is far too low, and this

naturally reduces the labouring poor beyond their just level in society. The be-

haviour of the gentry in general to the labourers is systematically harsh, and this

arrogance is received with a servile deference which argues any thing excepting
affection. This, however, is also in the course of amending. I have heard a great
deal of the far-famed Catholic Question from both sides, and I think I see its bear-

ings better than I did ; but these are for your ear when we meet—as meet we shall—if no accident prevent it. I return via Holyhead, as I wish to show Anne some-

thing of England, and j^ou may believe that we shall take Rokeby in our way.
To-morrow I go to Killarney, which will occupy most part of the week. About

Saturday I shall be back at Dublin to take leave of friends ; and then for England,
ho ! I will, avoiding London, seek a pleasant route to Rokeby. Fate will only
allow us to rest there for a day or two, because I have some desire to see Canning,
who is to be on the Lakes about that time. Et finis. My leave will be exhausted.
Anne and Lockhart send kindest compliments to you and the ladies. I am truly

rejoiced that Mrs. John Morritt is better. Indeed, I had learned that agreeable in-

telligence from Lady Louisa Stuart, I found Walter and his wife living happily
and rationally, affectionately and prudently. There is great good sense and quiet-
ness about all Jane's domestic arrangements, and she plays the leaguer's lady very
prettily.

—I will write again when I reach Britain, and remain ever yours,
Walter Scott."

Miss Edgeworth, her sister Harriet, and her brother William, were

easily persuaded to join our party for the rest of our Irish travels.

We had lingered a week at Edgeworthstown, and were now anxious

to make the best of our way towards the Lakes of Killarney ; but

posting was not to be very rapidly accomplished in those regions by
so large a company as had now collected—and we were more agree-

ably delayed by the hospitalities of Miss Edgeworth's old friends, and
several of Sir Walter's new ones, at various mansions on our line of
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route—of which I must note especially Judge Moore's, at T.nroboriun.
near Maryborough, because Sir Walter pronounced its b'lneficcncc to

be even beyond the usual Irish scale; for, on reaching our next halt-

ing place, which was an indifferent country inn, we discovered thai
we need be in no alarm as to our dinner at all events, the judge's

people having privately packed up in one of the carriages, oreWe
started in the morning, a pickled salmon, a most lordly venison pastry,
and half-a-dozen bottles of Champaigne. But most of these houses

seemed, like the judge's, to have been constructed on the
princi[)Ic of

the Peri Banou's tent. They seemed all to have room not only for the

lion and lionesses, and their respective tails, but for all in the neigh-
bourhood who could be held worthy to inspect them at feeding-time.

It was a succession of festive gaiety wherever we halted ; and in

the course of our movements we saw many castles, churches, and
ruins of all sorts—with more than enough of mountain, wood, lake,

and river, to have made any similar progress in any other part of

Europe, truly delightful in all respects. But those of the party to

whom the South of Ireland was new, had almost continually before

them spectacles of abject misery, which robbed these things of more
than half their charm. Sir Walter, indeed, with the habitual hopeful-
ness of his temper, persisted that what he saw even in Kerry was
better than w^hat books had taught him to expect; and insured, there-

fore, that improvement, however slow, was going on. But, ever and

anon, as we moved deeper into the country, there was a melancholy
in his countenance, and, desphe himself, in the tone of his voice, which

I for one could not mistake. The constant passings and repassings
of bands of mounted policemen, armed to the teeth, and having quite

the air of highly disciplined soldiers on sharp service;—the rueful

squalid poverty that crawled by every wayside, and blocked up every

village where we had to change horses, with exhibhions of human

suffering and degradation, such as it had never entered into our heads

to conceive ; and, above all, the contrast between these naked clamo-

rous beggars, who seemed to spring out of the ground at every turn

like swarms of vermin, and the boundless luxury and merriment

surrounding the thinly scattered magnates who condescended to in-

habit their ancestral seats, would have been sufficient to poison those

landscapes, had Nature dressed them out in the verdure of Arcadia,

and art embellished them with all the temples and palaces of Old

Rome and Athens. It is painful enough even to remember such

things; but twelve years can have had'but a trilling change in the

appearance of a country which, so richly endowed by Providence

with every element of wealth and happiness, could, at so advanceii a

period of European civilisation, sicken the heart of the stranger by
such wide-spread manifestations of the wanton and reckless prolligacy

of human mismanagement, the withering curse of lends and tactions,

and the tyrannous selfishness of -absenteeism; and I fear it is not likely

that any contemporary critic will venture to call my melancholy pic-

ture overcharged. A few blessed exceptions
—such an aspect ol ease

and decency, for example, as we met every where on the vast doniam

of the Duke of Devonshire—served only to make the sad reality of the

rule more flagrant and appalling. Taking his bedroom candle, one
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night in a village on the Duke's estate, Sir Walter summed up the

strain of his discourse by a line of Shakspeare's
—

" Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge."

There was, however, abundance of ludicrous incidents to break this

gloom ; and no traveller ever tasted either the humours or the blunders

of Paddy more heartily than did Sir Walter. I find recorded in one
letter a very merry morning at Limerick, where, amidst the ringing
of all the bells, in honour of the advent, there was ushered in a brother-

poet, who must needs pay his personal respects to the author of Mar-
mion. He was a scarecrow figure

—attired much in the fashion of

the stn/gglers
—by name O'Kelly; and he had produced on the spur

of the occasion this modest parody of Dryden's famous epigram :
—

" Three poets, of three different nations born,
The United Kingdom in this age adorn;

Byron of England, Scott of Scotia's blood,
And Erin's pride

—
O'Kelly, great and good."

Sir Walter's five shillings were at once forthcoming ; and the bard, in

^order that Miss Edgeworth might display equal generosity, pointed
out, in a little volume of his works (for which, moreover, wc had all

to subscribe), this pregnant couplet :
—

"
Scott, Morgan, Edgeworth, Byron, prop of Greece,

Are characters whose fame not soon will cease."

We were still more amused (though there was real misery in the

case) with what befel on our approach to a certain pretty seat, in a

different county, where there was a collection of pictures and curiosi-

ties, not usually shown to travellers. A gentleman, whom we had
met in DubUn, had been accompanying us part of the day's journey,
and volunteered, being acquainted with the owner, to procure us easy
admission. At the entrance of the domain, to which we proceeded
under his wing, we were startled by the dolorous apparition of two
undertaker's men, in voluminous black scarfs, though there was little

or nothing of black about the rest of their habiliments, who sat upon
the highway before the gate, with a whiskey-bottle on a deal-table

between them. They informed us that the master of the house had
died the day before, and that they were to keep watch and ward in

this style until the funeral, inviting all Christian passengers to drink a

glass to his repose. Our Cicerone left his card for the widow—
having previously, no doubt, written on it the names of his two lions.

Shortly after we regained our post-house, he received a polite answer
from the lady. To the best of my memory, it was in these terms :

" Mrs. presents her kind compliments to Mr. , and much regrets that

she cannot show the pictures to-day, as Major died yesterday evening by apo-
plexy; which Mrs. the more regrets, as it will prevent her having the honour
to see Sir Walter Scott and Miss Edgeworth."'s>^

Sir Walter said it reminded him of a woman in Fife, who, summing
up the misfortunes of a black year in her history, said—" Let me see,

sirs ; first we lost our wee callant—and then Jenny—and then the

gudeman himsel died—and then the coo died too, poor hizzey ; but, to

be sure her hide brought mc fifteen shillings."
At one country gentleman's table where we dined, though two grand
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full-length daubs of William and Mary adorned the walls of the rootn,
there was a mixed company—about as many Catholics as l'rr>testants'
all apparently on cordial terms, and pledging'each other lustilv iti bum-
pers of capital claret. About an hour after dinner, howev'ur, i)unch
was called for; tumblers and jugs of hot water appeared, and with
them two magnums of whisky, the one bearing on its label Kino's, the
other Queen's. We did not at first understand these inscriptions; but
it was explained, sotto voce, that the King's had paid the duty, the

Queen's was of contraband origin ; and, in the choice of the liquors,
we detected a new shibboleth of party. The jolly Protestants to a
man stuck to the King's bottle—the equally radiant Papists paid their

duty to the Queen's.
Since I have alluded at all to the then grand dispute, I may mention,

that, after our tour was concluded, we considered with some wonder
that, having partaken liberally of Catholic hospitality, and encountered
almost every other class of society, we had not sat at meat with one

specimen of the Romish priesthood ; whereas, even at Popish tables,

we had met dignitaries of the Established Church. This circumstance
we set down at the time as amounting pretty nearly to a proof that

there were few gentlemen in that order ; but we afterwards were will-

ing to suspect that a prejudice of their own had been the source of it.

The only incivility, which Sir Walter Scott ultimately discovered him-

self to have encountered—(for his friends did not allow him to hear of

it at the time)
—in the course of his Irish peregrination, was the refusal

of a Roman Catholic gentleman, named O'Connell, who kept stag-
hounds near Killarney, to allow of a hunt on the upper lake, the day
he visited that beautiful scenery. This he did, as we were told, because

he considered it as a notorious fact, that Sir Walter Scott was an ene-

my to the Roman Catholic claims for admission to seats in Parliament.

He was entirely mistaken, however; for, though no man disapproved
of Romanism as a system of faith and practice more sincerely than

Sir Walter always did, he had long before this period formed the

opinion, that no good could come of farther resistance to the claim in

question. He on all occasions expressed manfully his belief, that the

best thing for Ireland would have been never to relax the strictly poli-

tical enactments of the penal laws, however harsh these might appear.
Had they been kept in vigour for another half century, it was his con-

viction that Popery would have been all but extinguished in Ireland.

But he thought that, after admitting Romanists to the elective fran-

chise, it was a vain notion that they could be permanently or advan-

tageously debarred from using that franchise in favour of those of their

own persuasion. The greater part of the charming society into which

he fell while in Ireland, entertained views and sentiments very likely

to confirm these impressions; and it struck me that considerable pains

were taken to enforce them. It was felt, probably, that the crisis of

decision drew near ; and there might be a natural anxiety to secure

the suffrage of the great writer of the time. The polished amenity of

the Lord-Lieutenant set off his commanding range of thought and

dexterous exposition of facts to the most captivating advantage.
•' The

Marquis's talk," says Scott, in a letter of the following year, "gave
me the notion of the kind of statesmanship that one might have ex-

VoL. II. 3C
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Eected

in a Roman Emperor, accustomed to keep the whole world in

is view, and to divide his hours between ministers like Meceenas and
wits like Horace." The acute logic and brilliant eloquence of Lord
Plunkett he ever afterwards talked of with high admiration; nor had

he, he said, encountered in society any combination of qualities more
remarkable than the deep sagacity and the broad rich humour of Mr.
Blake. In Pkudvctt, Blake, and Crampton, he considered himself as

having gained three real friends by his expedition; and I think I may
venture to say, that the feeling on their side was warmly reciprocal.

If he had been made aware at the time of the discourtesy of the

Romish staghunter at Killarney, he might have been consoled by a

letter which reached him that same week from a less bigoted member
of the same church—the great poet of Ireland—whom he had never

chanced to meet in society but once, and that at an early period of

life, shortly after the first publication of the Lay of the Last Minstrel.

To Sir Walter Scott, Bart. ^c. ^c.

"
Sloperton Cottage, Devizes, July 24, 1825.

" My dear Sir Walter,
" I wish most heartily that I had been in my own green land to welcome you.

It delights me, however, to see (what I could not have doubted) that the warm
hearts of my countrymen have shown that they know how to value you. How I

envy those who will have the glory of showing you and Killarney to each other !

No two of nature's productions, I will say, were ever more worthy of meeting. If

the Kenmares should be your Ciceroni, pray tell them what I say of their Paradise,
with my best regards and greetings. I received your kind message, through New-
ton,* last year, that ' if I did not come and see you, before you died, you would

appear to me afterwards.' Be assured that, as I am all for living apparitions, I

shall take care and have the start of you, and would have done it this very year, I

rather think, only for your Irish movements.
" Present my best regards to your son-in-law, and believe me, my dear Sir Wal-

ter (though we have met, I am sorry to say, but once in our lives),
"
Yours, cordially and sincerely,

Thomas Moore."

Scott's answer was—
To Thomas Moore, Esq.

"August 5, Somerton, near Templeton (I think).
" My dear Sir,

" If any thing could have added to the pleasure I must necessarily feel at the

warm reception which the Irish nation have honoured me with, or if any thing
could abate my own sense that I am no ways worth the coil that has been made
about me, it must be the assurance that you partake and approve of the feelings of

your kind-hearted countryfolks.
" In Ireland I have met with every thing that was kind, and have seen much

which is never to be forgotten. What I have seen has, in general, given me great

pleasure ;
for it appears to me that the adverse circumstances which have so long

withered the prosperity of this rich and powerful country are losing their force, and
that a gradual but steady spirit of progressive improvement is effectually, though

tacitly, counteracting their bad effects. The next twenty-five years will probably
be the most important in their results that Ireland ever knew. So prophesies a

sharp-sighted Sennachie from the land of mist and snow, aware that, though his

opinion may be unfounded, he cannot please your ear better than by presaging the

prosperity of Ireland.

*The late amiable and elegant artist, Gilbert Stewart Newton, R. A., had spent part of

the autumn of 1824 at Chiefswood.
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"And so, to descend from such high matters, I hope you will coiuiider mc m

having left my card for you by this visit, although I liavc not l).

'

iq

find you at home. You are bound by tlie ordinary funus of -
.|,o

call, and come to see Scotland. Bring wife and bairns. We havt- plenty of room,
and plenty of oatmeal, and, entre nmts, a bottle or two of good clarpi, to which I

thinlv you have as little objection as I have. We will talk of poor Byron, who wan
dear to us both, and regret that such a rose should have fallt-n from iho cbipUt of
his country so untimely. I very often think of him almost with tears. Sumly
you, who have the means, should do something for his literary life at lea.Hl. You
might easily avoid tearing open old wounds. Then, returning to our proprmrd

meeting, you know folks call me a Jacobite, and you a Jacobin; so it is qniu- cWr
that we agree to a T. Having uttered this vile pun, which is only pardonable be-

cause the subject of politics deserves no better, it is high time to conclude.

"I return through England, yet, I am afraid, with little chance of seeing you,
which I should wish to do were it but for half an hour. I have come thus far on

my way to Killarney, where Hallam is lying with a broken leg. So much for

middle-aged gentlemen climbing precipices. I, who have been regularly indnri/-d

into the bed of St. Kevin at the Seven Churches, trust I shall bear charmed limbs

upon this occasion.—I am very much, dear sir, your obliged and faithful

Waltfr Scott."

Having crossed the hills from Killarney to Cork, where a repetition

of the Dublin reception
—

corporation honours, deputations of the lite-

rary and scientific societies, and so forth—awaited him, he gave a

couple of days to the hospitality of this flourishing town, and the beau-

tiful scenery of the Shannon ; not forgetting an excursion to the groves
of Blarney, among whose shades we had a right mirthful pic-nic. Sir

Walter scrambled up to the top of the castle, and kissed, with due

faith and devotion, the famous Blarney stone, one salute of which is

said to emancipate the pilgrim from all future visitations of mauvaise

lionte :

" The stone this is, whoever kisses.

He never misses to grow eloquent
—

'Tis he may clamber to a lady's chamber,
Or be a member of Parliament"

But the shamefacedness of our young female friends was not exposed

to an inspection of the works of art, celebrated by the poetical Dean

of Cork as the prime ornaments of the Lady JelTeries's
" station"—

" The statues growing that noble place in,

Of heathen goddesses most rare—
Homer, Venus, and Nebuchadnezzar,
All standing naked in the open air."

These had disappeared, and the castle and all its appurtenances were

in a state of woful dilapidation and neglect.

From Cork we proceeded to Dublin by Fermoy, Lismore, Cashel,

Kilkenny, and Holycross—at all of which places we were bountifully

entertained, and assiduously ciceroned—to oiu: old quarters in St.

Stephen's Green; and after a morning or two spent in taking leave of

many kind faces that he was never to see again, Sir Walter and hi5?

original fellow-travellers started for Holyhead on the 18th ot August.

Our progress through North Wales produced nothing worth recording,

except perhaps the feeling of delight which every thing in the asj)ect

of the common people, their dress, their houses, tJieir i^ardens. and

their husbandry, could not fail to call up in persons who had just
Nvn

seeing Ireland 'for the first time ; and a short visit (which was, indeed.
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the only one he made) to the far-famed " ladies" of Llangollen. They
had received some hint that Sir Walter meant to pass their way ; and
on stopping at the inn, he received an invitation so pressing to add one

more to the long list of the illustrious visiters of their retreat, that it

was impossible for him not to comply. We had read histories and

descriptions enough of these romantic spinsters, and were prepared to

be well amused ; but the reality surpassed all expectation.
An extract from a gossiping letter of the following week will per-

haps be sufficient for Llangollen.
"
Elleray, August 24.

* * tt "We slept on Wednesday evening at Capel Carig, which Sir W. sup-

poses to mean the Chapel of the Crags ; a pretty little inn in a most picturesque
situation certainly, and as to the matter of toasted cheese quite exquisite. Next

day we advanced through, I verily believe, the most perfect gem of a country eye
ever saw, having all the wildness of Highland backgrounds, and all the loveliness

of rich English landscape nearer us, and streams like the purest and most babbling
of our own. At Llangollen your papa was waylaid by the celebrated ' Ladies'—
viz. Lady Eleanor BuUer and the Honourable Miss Ponscnby, who having been
one or both crossed in love, foreswore all dreams of matrimony in the heyday of

youth, beauty, and fashion, and selected this charming spot for the repose of their

now time-honoured virginity. It was many a day, however, before they could tret

implicit credit for being the innocent friends they really were, among the people of

the neighbourhood ; for their elopement from Ireland had been performed under

suspicious circumstances ; and as Lady Eleanor arrived here in her natural aspect
of a pretty girl, while Miss Ponsonby had condescended to accompany her in the

garb of a smart footman in buckskin breeches, years and years elapsed ere full jus-
tice was done to the character of their romance. We proceeded up the hill, and
found every thing about them and their habitation odd and extravagant beyond re-

port. Imagine two women, one apparently 70, the other 65, dressed in heavy blue

riding habits, enormous shoes, and men's hats, with their petticoats so tucked up,
that at the first glance of them, fussing and tottering about their porch in the agony
of expectation, we took them for a couple of hazy or crazy old sailors. On nearer

inspection, they both wear a world of brooches, rings, &c., and Lady Eleanor posi-

tively orders—several stars and crosses, and a red ribbon, exactly like a K. C. B.
To crown all, they have crop heads, shagg}^ rough, bushy, and as white as snow,
the one with a^e alone, the other assisted by a sprinkling of powder. The elder

lady is almost blind, and every way much decayed ; the other, the ci-devant groom,
in good preservation. But who could paint the prints, the dogs, the cats, the minia-

tures, the cram of cabinets, clocks, glass-cases, books, bijouterie, dragon-china,

nodding mandarins, and whirligigs of every shape and hue—the whole house out-

side and in (for we must see everj^ thing to the dressing closets), covered with carved

oak, very rich and fine some of it—and the illustrated copies of Sir W.'s poems,
and the joking simpering compliments about Waverley, and the anxiety to know who
Maclvor really was, and the absolute devouring of the poor Unknown, who had to

carry off, besides all the rest, one small bit of literal hutfer dug up in a Milesian

stone jar lately from the bottom of some Irish bog. Great romance, i. e. absurd
innocence of character, one must have looked for ; but it was confounding to find

this mixed up with such easjer curiosity, and enormous knowledge of the tattle and
scandal of the world they had so long left. Their tables were piled with newspa-
pers from every corner of the kingdom, and they seemed to have the deaths and

marriages of the antipodes at their fingers' ends. Their albums and autographs,
from Louis XVIII. and George IV., down to magazine poets and quack-doctors, are

a museum. I shall never see the spirit of blue-stockingism again in such perfect
incarnation. Peveril won't get over their final kissing match for a week. Yet it

is too bad to laugh at these good old girls ; they have long been the guardian angels
of the village, and are worshipped by man, woman, and child about them."

This letter was written on the banks of Windermere, where w^e

were received with the warmth of old friendship by Mr. Wilson, and
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one whose grace and gentle goodness could have found no lovelier or
fitter home than Elleray, except where she is now.

Mr. Bolton's seat, to which Canning had invited Scott, is situated a
couple of miles lower down on the same Lake ; and thither Mr. Wilson
conducted him next day. A large company had been assembled there
in honour of the Minister—it included already jMr. Wordsworth and
Mr. Southey. It has not, I suppose, often happened to a plain l:^ti<dish

merchant, wholly the architect of his own fortunes, to entertain aU)nc
time a party embracing so many illustrious names. He was proud of
his guests; they respected him and honoured and loved each other;
and it would have been difficult to say which star in the constellation
shone with the brightest or the softest light. There was "high dis-

course," intermingled with as gay flashings of courtly wit as ever

Canning displayed ; and a plentiful allowance, on all "sides, of those

airy transient pleasantries, in which the fancy of poets, however wise
and grave, delights to run riot when they are sure not to be misunder-
stood. There were beautiful and accomplished women to adorn and

enjoy this circle. The weather was as Elysian as the scenery. There
were brilliant cavalcades through the w^oods in the mornings, and de-
licious boatings on the Lake Ijy moonlight ; and the last day

" the

Admiral of the Lake" presided over one of the most splendid rccjattas
that ever enlivened Windermere. Perhaps there were not fewer than

fifty barges following in the Professor's radiant procession, when it

paused at the point of Storrs to admit into the place of honour the

vessel that carried kind and happy Mr. Bolton and his guests. The
three bards of the Lakes led the cheers that hailed iScott and Canning;
and music and sunshine, flags, streamers, and gay dresses, the merry
hum of voices, and the rapid splashing of innumerable oars, made up
a dazzlinar mixture of sensations as the flotilla wound its way among
the richly-foliaged islands, and along bays and promontories peopled
with enthusiastic spectators.
On last quitting the festive circle of Storrs, we visited the family of

the late Bishop Watson at Calgarth, and Mr. Wordsworth at his

charming retreat of Mount Rydal. He accompanied us to Keswick,
where we saw Mr. Southey re-established in his unrivalled library.
Mr. Wordsworth and his daughter then turned with us, and passing
over Kirkstone to Ulsw^ater, conducted us first to his friend Mr. Mar-
shall's elegant villa, near Lyulph's Tower, and on the next day to the

noble castle of his lifelong friend and patron Lord Lonsdale. The Earl

and Countess had their halls filled with another splendid circle of dis-

tinguished persons, who, hke them, lavished all possible attentions and

demonstrations of respect upon Sir Walter. He remained a couple of

days, and perambulated, under Wordsworth's guidance, the superb
terraces and groves of the "fair domain," which that poet has con-

nected with the noblest monument of his genius. But the temptations
of Storrs and Lowther had cost more time than had been calculated

upon, and the promised visit to Rokeby was unwillingly abandoned.

Sir Walter reached Abbotsford again on the first of September, and

said truly that "his tour had been one ovation."

I add two letters on the subject of this Irish expedition:
—

36
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To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., Rokehy Park, Greta Bridge.

"
Abbotsford, Sept. 2, lg25.

" Your letter, my dear Morritt, o^ave me most sincere pleasure on your account,
and also on my own, as it reconciled me to myself for my stupidity in misdirecting

my letters to Charlotte and you from Wales. I was sincerely vexed when I found
out my hevue, but am now well pleased that it happened, since we might otherwise

have arrived at Rokeby at a time when we must necessarily have been a little in

the way. I wish you joy most sincerelj^ of your nephew's settling in life, in a man-
ner so agreeably to your wishes and views. Bella gerant alii—he will have seen

enough of the world abroad to qualify him fully to estimate and discharge the duties

of an English country-gentleman ; and with j'our example before him, and your ad-

vice to resort to, he cannot, with the talents he possesses, fail to fill honourabh' that

most honourable and important rank in society. You will, probably, in due time,
think of Parliament for him, where there is a fine sphere for young men of talents

at present, all the old political post-horses being, as Sir Pertinax says, dry-foun-
dered.

" I was extremely sorry to find Canning at Windermere looking poorly ; but, in

a ride, the old man seemed to come alive again. I fear he works himself too hard,
under the great error of trying to do too much with his own hand, and to see every-

thing with his own eyes, whereas the greatest general and the first statesman must,
in many cases, be content to use the eyes and fingers of others, and hold themselves
contented with the exercise of the greatest care in the choice of implements. His
is a valuable life to us just now. I passed a couple of days at Lowther, to make
up in some degree to Anne for her disappointment in not getting to Rokeby. I was
seduced there by Lady Frederick Bentinck, whom I had long known as a very agree-
able person, and who was very kind to Anne. This wore out mj' proposed leisure ;

and from Lowther we reached Abbotsford in one day, and now doth the old bore feed

in the old frank.* I had the great pleasure of leaving Walter and his little wife

well, happy, and, as they seem perfectly to understand each other, likely to continue

so. His ardour for military affairs continues unabated, and his great scene of ac-

tivity is the fifteen acres—so the Irish denominate the exercising ground, consisting
of about fifty acres, in the Phoenix Park, which induced an attorney, writing a chal-

lenge to a brother of the trade, to name, as a place of meeting, the fifteen acres, add-

ing, with professional accuracy,
' be they more or less.' Here, about 3000 men, the

garrison of Dublin, are to be seen exercising, ever and anon, in order that Pat may
be aware how some 2400 muskets, assisted by the discharge of twenty field-pieces,
and the tramp of 500 or 600 horse, sound, in comparison to the thunder of Mr.
O'Connell.

" All this travelling and wooing is like to prevent our meeting this season. I hope
to make up for it the next. Lady Scott, Anne, and Sophia join Lockhart and me in

best wishes to the happy two who are to be soon one. My best respects attend the

Miss Monitts, and I ever am, most truly yours,
Walter Scott."

To 3Tiss Joanna Baillie, Hampstead.
"
Abbotsford, October 12, 1825.

"It did not require your kind letter of undeserved remembrance, my dear friend,
to remind me that I had been guilt)" of very criminal negligence in our epistolary

correspondence. How this has come to pass I really do not know ; but it arises

out of any source but that of ingratitude to my friends, or thoughtless forgetful ness
of my duty to them. On the contrarj% I think always most of them to whom I do
owe letters, for when my conscience is satisfied on that subject, their perturbed

spirits remain at rest, or at least do not haunt me as the injured spirits do the sur-

viving murderers.
" I well intended to have written from Ireland, but, alas ! Hell, as some stern old

divine says, is paved with good intentions. There was such a whirl of visiting,
and laking, and boating, and wondering, and shouting, and laughing, and carousing;

^ 2d King Henry IV., Act II. Sc. 3.
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so much to be seen and so little time to see it ; so much to be heard and only two
ears to listen to twenty voices, that, upon the whole, I o^ew dcsperatp, and crave up
all thoughts of doing what was right and proper upon post-days and so all my
epistolary good intentions are gone to Macadamize, I suppose,

' the burninjT marie'
of the infernal regions. I have not the pen of our friend, Maria Ediri-worth, who
writes all the while she laughs, talks, eats, and drinks, and I beliuvc, thouifh I do
not pretend to be so far in the secret, all the time she sleeps too. She has mjoJ
luck in having a pen which walks at once so unweariedly and so well. I do not,

however, quite like her last book on Education, considered as a general work. Sho
should have limited the title to Education in Natural Philosophy, or some such

term, for there is no great use in teaching children in general to roof houses or build

bridges, which, after all, a carpenter or a mason does a great deal better at iJ.t. 6rf.

per day. In a waste country, like some parts of America, it may do very well, or

perhaps for a sailor or a traveller, certainly for a civil engineer. But in the ordinary

professions of the better-informed orders, I have always observed that a small taste

for mechanics tends to encouraging a sort of trifling self-conceit, founded on know-

ing that which is not worth being known by one who has other matters to employ
his mind on, and, in short, forms a trumpery gimcrack kind of a character who is a

mechanic among gentlemen, and most probably a gentleman among mechanics.

You must understand I mean only to challenge the system as making mechanics too

much and too general a subject of education, and converting scholars into makers

of toys. Men like Watt, or whose genius tends strongly to invent and execute

those wonderful combinations which extend in such an incalculable degree
the hu-

man force and command over the physical world, do not come within ordinary rules ;

but your ordinary Harry should be kept to his grammar, and your Lucy of most

common occurrence will be best employed on her sampler, instead of wasting wood,
and cutting their fingers, which I am convinced they did, though their historian says

nothing of it.

" Well, but I did not mean to say anything about Harry and Lucy, whose dia-
,

logues are very interesting after all, but about Ireland, which I could prophesy for

as well as if I were Thomas the Rhymer. Her natural gifts are so great, that,

despite all the disadvantages which have hitherto retarded her progress, she will, I

believe, be queen of the trefoil of kingdoms. I never saw a richer country, or, to

speak my mind, a finer people ;
the worst of them is the bitter and envenomed dis-

like which they have to each other. Their factions have been so long envenomed,

and they have such narrow ground to do their battle in, that they are like people

fighting with daggers in a hogshead. This, however, is getting better, for as the

government temporizes between the parties, and does not throw, as formerly, its

whole weight into the Protestant scale, there is more appearance of things settling

into concord and good order. The Protestants of the old school, the determined

Orangemen, are a very fine race, but dangerous for the quiet of a country ; they re-

minded me of the Spaniard in Mexico, and seemed still to w^alk among the Catho-

lics with all the pride of the conquerors of the Boyne and the captors of Limerick.

Their own belief is completely fixed, that there are enough of men in Down and

Antrim to conquer all Ireland again ; and when one considers the habitual authority

they have exercised, their energetic and military character, and the singular way in

which they are banded and united together, they may be right enough tor what I

know, for they have all one mind and one way of pursuing it. But the Catholic is

holdino- up his head now in a different way from what they did in former days,

though still with a touch of the savage about them. It is, after all, a helpless sort

of superstidon, which with its saints' days, and the influence of its ignorant biiioted

priesthood, destroys ambition and industrious exertion. It is rare to see the
^'.'''"O"

lic rise above the line he is born in. The Protestant part of the country is as hi.riily

improved as many parts of Eno-land. Education is much more frequent in Ireland

than in Eno-land. In Kerry, one of the wildest counties, you find peasants who

speak Latin! It is not the art of reading, however, but the use which is made ot it,

that is to be considered. It is much to be wished that the i)riests
themselves were

better educated, but the College at Maynooth has been a failure. The students, all

men of the lower orders, are educated there in all the bigotry of the Catholic reli-

gion, unmitigated byany of the knowledge of the world which they uso.l to arquire

in France, Italy, or Spain, from which they returned very often highly accompl.s
j.-.l

and companionable men. I do not believe either party care a bit lor what is caiiea
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Emancipation, only that the Catholics desire it because the Protestants are not will-

ing they should have it, and the Protestants desire to withhold it, because the want
of it mortifies the Catholic. The best-informed Catholics said it had no interest for

the common people, whose distresses had nothing to do with political Emancipa-
tion, but that they, the higher order, were interested in it as a point of honour, the

withholding of which prevented their throwing their strength into the hands of

Government. On the whole, I think Ciovernment have given the Catholics so

much, that withholding this is just (riviii<i them something to grumble about, with-

out its operating to diminish, in a single instance, the extent of Popery.
—Then we

had beautiful lakes,
' those vast inland seas,' as Spenser terms them, and hills which

they call mountains, and dargles and dingles, and most superb ruins of castles and

abbeys, and live nuns in strict retreat, not permitted to s[)eak, but who read their

breviaries with one eye, and looked at their visiters with the other. Then we had
Miss Edireworth, and the kind-natured clever Harriet, who moved, and thought,
and acted for every body's comfort rather than her own ; we had Lockhart to say
clever things, and Walter, with his whiskers, to overawe obstinate postilions and

impudent beggars
—and Jane to bless herself that the folks had neither houses,

clothes, nor furniture—and Anne to make fun from morning to night
—

'And merry folks were we.'

".John Richardson has been looking at a wild domain within five miles of us,

and left us in the earnest determination to buy it, having caught a basket of trouts

in the space of two hours in the stream he is to call his own. It is a good purchase
I think : he has promised to see me again and carry you up a bottle of whisky,
which, if you will but take enough of, will operate as a peace-offering should, and

make you forget all my epistolary failures. I beg kind respects to dear Mrs. Agnes
and to Mrs. Baillie. Lady Scott and Anne send best respects.

—I have but room to

say that I am always yours,
Walter Scott."

CHAPTER XXVIII.

LIFE OF xNAPOLF.OX IN PROGRESS—\'ISITS OF MR. MOORE, MRS. COUTTS, ETC.—
COMMERCIAL MAiMA AAD IMPENDING DIFFICULTIES OF 1825.

Without an hour's delay, Sir Walter resumed his usual habits of

life at Abbotsford— the musing ramble among his own glen.^, the

breezy ride over the moors, the merry spell at the woodman's axe, or

the festive chase of Newark, Fernilee, Hangingshaw, or Deloraine ;

the quiet old-fashioned contentment of the Httle domestic circle, alter-

nating with the brilliant phantasmagoria of admiring, and sometimes

admired, strangers
—or the hoisting of the telegraph flag that called

laird and bonnet-laird to the burning of the water, or the wassail of

the hall. The hours of the closet alone had found a change. The

preparation of the Life of Napoleon was a course of such hard reading
as had not been called for while " the great magician," in the full sun-

shine of ease, amused himself, and delighted the world, by unrolling,
fold after fold, his endlessly varied panorama of romance. That
miracle had to all appearance cost him no effort. Unmoved and
serene among the multiplicities of worldly business, and the invasions

of half Europe and America, he had gone on tranquilly enjoying rather

than exerting his genius, in the production of those masterpieces which
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have peopled all our fire-sides witii inexpensive friends, and rendered
the solitary supremacy of tShakspeare, as an

all-coniprclicnsivc and

genial painter of man, no longer a proverb.
He had, while this was the occupation of his few dcsk-hour-s, read

only for his diversion. How much he read even then, his corres|X)nd-
ence may have alTorded some notion. Those who oi).si;rvtjd him the

most constantly were never able to understand how he contrived lo

keep himself so thoroughly up to the stream of contemporary litera-

ture of almost all sorts, French and German, as well as English.
That a rapid glance might tell him more than another man could

gather by a* week's poring, may easily be guessed; but the grand
secret was his perpetual practice of his own grand maxim never to be

doing nothing. He had no 'unconsidered trilles' of time. Every
moment was turned to account ; and thus he had leisure for every

thing
—

except, indeed, the newspapers, which consume so many pre-
cious hours nowadays with most men, and of which, during the period
of my acquaintance with him, he certainly read less than any other

man I ever knew that had any habit of reading at all. I should also

except, speaking generally, the Reviews and Magazines of the time.

Of these he saw few, and of the few he read little.

He had now to apply himself doggedly to the mastering of a huge
accumulation of historical materials. He read, and noted, and index-

ed with the pertinacity of some pale compiler in the British Museum;
but rose from such employment, not radiant and buoyant, as after he

had been feasting himself among the teeming harvests of Fancy, but

with an aching; brow, and eves on which the dimness of years had

begun to plant some specks, before they were subjected again t(^ that

straining over small print and ditlicult manuscript which had, no doubt,

been familiar to them in the early time, when (in Shortreed's phrase)
" he was making himself" It was a pleasant sight when one happen-
ed to take a passing peep into his den, to see the white head erect, and

the smile of conscious inspiration on his lips,
while the pen, held boldly

and at a commanding distance, glanced steadily and gaily along a

fast-blackening page of " The Talisman." It now often made me

sorry to catch a glimpse of him, stooping and poring with his sjjec-

tacles, amidst piles of authorities, a little note-book ready in the left

hand, that had always used to be at liberty for patting Maida. To
observe this was the more painful, because I had at that time to con-

sult him about some literary proposals, the closing with which would

render it necessary for me to abandon my profession and residence in

Edinburgh, and with them the hope of being able to relieve him ot

some part of the minor labours in which he was now involved; an

assistance on which he had counted when he undertook this historical

task. There were then about me, indeed, cares and anxieties of vari-

ous sorts that might have thrown a shade even over a brighter vision

of his interior. For the circumstance that finally determined nie.and

reconciled him as to the proposed alteration in my views ot lite, was

the failing health of an infant equally dear to us both. It was, in a

word, the opinion of our medical friends, that the short-lived child ot

many and high hopes, whose name will go down to posterity
with one

of Sir Walter's most precious works, could hardly survive anoUier

Vol. II. 3D 36*
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northern \vinter ; and we all flattered ourselves with the anticipation
that my removal to London at the close of 1825 might pave the way
for a happy resumption of the cottage at Chiefswood in the ensuing
summer, Dls aliter visum.

During the latter months of 1825, while the matter to which I have
alluded was yet undecided, I had to make two humed journeys to

London, by which I lost the opportunity of witnessing Sir Walter's

reception of several eminent persons with whom he then formed or

ratified a friendship;
—among others the late admirable Master of the

Rolls, Lord Gilford, and his Lady—who spent some days at Abbots-

ford, and detected nothing of the less agreeable feature in^ts existence,
which I have been dwelling upon; Dr. Philpotts, now Bishop of Exeter;
and also the brother bard, who had expressed his regret at not being

present
" when Scott and Killarney were introduced to each other."

No more welcome announcement ever reached Scott than Mr. Moore's
of his purpose to make out, that same season, his long-meditated expe-
dition to Scotland ; and the characteristic opening and close of the re-

ply will not, I hope, be thrown away upon my reader, any more than

they were on the warm-hearted minstrel of Erin.

To Thomas Moore, Esq., Sloperion Cottage, Devizes.

"
Abbotsford, Thursday."" My Dear Sir,—Damn Sir—My Dear INIoore,

" Few things could give me more pleasure than your realizing the prospect
your letter holds out to me. We are at Abbotsford fixtures till 10th November,
when my official duty, for I am ' slave to an hour and vassal to a bell,' calls me to

Edinburgh. I hope you will give me as much of your time as you can—no one
will value it more highly.
" You keep the great north road till you come to the last stage in England, Corn-

hill, and then take up the Tweed to Kelso. If I knew what day you would be at

Kelso, I would come down, and do the honours of Tweedside, by bringing you here,
and showing you any thing that is remarkable by the way ; but though 1 could start

at a moment's warning, I should scarce, I fear, have time to receive a note from
Newcastle soon enough to admit of my reaching you at Kelso. Drop me a line,

however, at all events ; and, in coming from Kelso to Melrose and Abbotsford, be
sure to keep the southern side of the Tweed, both because it is far the pleasantest
route, and because I will come a few miles to take the chance of meeting you. You
do not mention whether you have any fellow-travellers. We have plenty of accom-
modation for any part of your family, or any friend, who may be with you.—Yours,
in great joy and expectation,

Walter Scott."

Mr. Moore arrived accordingly
—and he remained several days.

Though not, I believe, a regular journalizer, he kept a brief diarv

during his Scotch tour, and he has kindly allowed me the use of it.

He fortunately found Sir Walter in an interval of repose
—no one with

him at Abbotsford, but Lady and Miss Scott—and no company at

dinner except the Fergusons and Laidlaw. The two poets had thus
the opportunity of a great deal of quiet conversation ; and from the

hour they met, they seem to have treated each other with a full confi-

dence, the record of which, however touchingly honourable to both,
could hardly be made public in exlenso while one of them survives.

The first day they were alone after dinner, and the talk turned chiefly
on the recent death of Byron—from which Scott passed unaffectedly
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to his own literary history. Mr. Moore listened with great interest to

details, now no longer new, about the early days of ballad-huntin"-,
Mat Lewis, the Minstrelsy, and the Poems ; and " at last," says he,
" to my no small surprise, as well as pleasure, he mentioned the novels,
without any reserve, as his own. He gave me an account ot" the ori-

ginal progress of those extraordinary works, the hints suppHcd for

them, the conjectures and mystification to which they had given rise,

&c. &c. :" he concluded with saying,
"
they have been a mine of

wealth to me—but I find I fail in them now—I can no longer make
them so good as at first." This frankness was met as it should have
been by the brother poet; and when he entered Scott's room next

morning,
" he laid his hand," says ]Mr. Moore, "with a sort of cordial

earnestness on my breast, and said—jyoic, 7nij dear Moore, ice are

friends for life." They sallied out for a walk through the plantations,
and among other things, the commonness of the poetic talent in these

days was alluded to. "
Hardly a Magazine is now published," said

Moore, " that does not contain verses, which some thirty years ago
would have made a reputation." Scott turned with his look of shrewd

humour, as if chuckling over his own success, and said,
" Ecod, we

were in the luck of it to come before these fellows ;" but he added,

playfully flourishing his stick as he spoke,
" we have, like Bobadil,

taught them to beat us with our own weapons."
" In complete no-

velTy," says Moore, " he seemed to think lay the only chance for a

man ambitious of high literary reputation in these days."
Mr. Moore was not less pleased than Washington Irving had been

nine years before with Scott's good iriend at Kaeside. He says :
—

" Our walk was to the cottage of Mr. Laidlaw, his bailiff, a gentleman who had
been reduced beneath his due level in life, and of whom Scott spoke with the most
cordial respect. His intention was, he said, to ask him to come down and dine

with us:—the cottage homely, but the man himself, with his broad Scotch dialect,

showing all the quiet self-possession of good breeding and good sense."

At iNIelrose, writes Mr. Moore,—
" With the assistance of the sexton, a shrewd, sturdy-mannered original, he ex-

plained to me all the parts of the ruin ; after which we were shown up to a room in

the sexton's house, filled with casts done by himself, from the ornaments, heads,
&c. of the abbey. Seeing a large niche empty, Scott said, 'Johnny, I'll give you
a Virgin and Child to put in that place.' Never did I see a happier face thaji

Johnny's at this news— it was all over smiles. ' But, Johnny,' continued Scott, as

we went down stairs, 'I'm afraid, if there should be anotlier anti-popish rising,

you'll have your house pulled about your ears.' When we had got into the car-

riage, I said, 'You have made that man most truly happy.'
— • Ecod, then,' he re-

plied,
' there are two of us pleased, for I was very rnucti puzzled to know what to

do with that Virgin and Child ; and mamma particularly' (meaning Lady Scott)
' will be delicrhted to (jet rid of it.' A less natural man would have ailowed me to

remain under the impression that he had really done a very generous thing.

Thev called the same morning at Huntlv Burn :
—

"I could not help thinking" (says Moore), "during this homely visit, how as-

tonished some of those French friends of mine would be, among whom the name

of Sir Walter Scott is encircled only with high and romantic associations, to see

the quiet, neighbourly manner in which he took his seat beside these good old

maids, and the familiar ease with which they treated him in return. No common

squire indeed, with but half an idea in his head, could liave fallen into the gossip

of a humdrum country-visit with more unassuraed simplicity."
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Mr. Moore would have been likely to make the same sort of obser-

vation, had he accompanied Sir Walter into any other house in the

valley ; but he could not be expected to appreciate off-hand the very
uncommon intellectual merits of " those old maids" of Huntly Burn—
who had enjoyed the inestimable advantage of living from youth to

age in the atmosphere of genius, learning, good sense, and high prin-

ciple.
He was of course delighted at the dinner which followed, when

Scott had collected his neighbours to enjoy his guest, with the wit and
humour of Sir Adam Ferguson, his picturesque stories of the Penin-

sula, and his inimitable singing of the old Jacobite ditties.

"
Nothing," he writes,

" could be more hearty and radiant than Scott's enjoyment
of them, though his attempts to join in the chorus showed certainly far more of will

than of power. He confessed that he hardly knew high from low in music. I told

him that Lord Byron, in the same manner, knew nothing of music as an art, but
still had a strong feeling of it, and that I had more than once seen the tears come
into his eyes as he listened. ' I dare say,' said Scott,

' that Byron's feeling and
mine about music might be pretty much the same.'—I was much struck by his de-

scription of a scene he had once with Lady (the divorced Lady ) upon
her eldest boy, who had been born before her marriage with Lord

, asking her

why he himself was not Lord (the second title).
' Do you hear that ]' she ex-

claimed wildly to Scott ; and then rushing to the pianoforte, played, in a sort of

frenzy, some hurried airs, as if to drive away the dark thoughts then in her mind.
It struck me that he spoke of this lady as if there had been something more than
mere friendship between them. He described her as beautiful and full of character.
" In reference to his own ignorance of musical matters, Scott mentioned that he

had been once employed as counsel upon a case where a purchaser of a fiddle had
been imposed upon as to its value. He found it necessary, accordingly, to prepare
himself by reading all about fiddles and fiddlers that he could find in the Encyclo-
paedia, &c. ; and having got the names of Straduarius, Amati, and such like, glibly

upon his tongue, he got swimmingly through his cause. Not long after this, dining
at , he found himself left alone after dinner with the Duke, who had but tw^o

subjects he could talk upon—hunting and music, Having exhausted hunting, Scott

thought he would bring forward his lately acquired learning in fiddles, upon which
his Grace became quite animated, and immediately whispered some orders to the

butler, in consequence of which there soon entered into the room about half-a-dozen
tall footmen, each bearing a fiddle-case ; and Scott now found his musical know-

ledge brought to no less trying a test than that of telling, by the tone of each fiddle,
as the Duke played it, by what artist it had been made. ' By guessing and manao-e-

ment,' he said,
' I got on pretty well till we were, to my great relief, summoned to

coffee.'
"

In handing to me the pages from which I have taken these scraps,
Mr. Moore says,

—"
I parted from Scott with the feeling that all the

world might admire him in his vi^orks, but that those only could learn
to love him as he deserved who had seen him at Abbotsford. I give
you carte blanche to say what you please of my sense of his cordial

kindness and gentleness ; perhaps a not very dignified phrase would

express my feeling better than any fine one—it was that he was a

thm-ough good fellow^ What Scott thought of Moore the reader shall

see presently.
The author of Lallah Rookh's Kelso chaise was followed before

many days by a more formidable equipage. The much talked-of lady
who began life as Miss Harriet Mellon, a comic actress in a provin-
cial troop, and died Duchess of St. Albans, was then making a tour in

Scotland as Mrs. Coutts, the enormously wealthy widow of the first
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English banker of his time. No person of such consequence could,
in those days, have thought a Scotch progress complete, unless it

included a reception at Abbotsford ; but Mrs. Coutts had been previ-
ously acquainted with Sir Walter, who, indeed, had some remote con-
nexion with her late husband's family, through the Stuarts of Allan-

bank, I believe, or perhaps the Swintons of Swinton. He had visited
her occasionally in London during Mr. Coutts's life, and was very will-

ing to do the honours of Teviotdale in return. But although she was
considerate enough not to come on him with all her retinue, leaving
four of the seven carriages with which she travelled at Edinburgh, the

•appearance of only three coaches, each drawn by four horses, was
rather trying for poor Lady Scott. They contained Mrs. Coutts, her
future lord the Duke of St. Albans, one of his Grace's sisters—a dame
de compagnie (vulgarly styled a Toady)

—a brace of physicians
—for

it had been considered that one doctor might himself be disabled in

the course of an expedition so adventurous—and, besides other menials
of every grade, two bedchamber women for Mrs. Coutts's own per-
son ; she requiring to have this article also in duplicate, because, in her
widowed condition, she was fearful of ghosts

—and there must be one

Abigail for the service of the toilette, a second to keep watch by nio-ht.

With a little puzzUng and cramming, all this train Ibund accommoda-
tion ; but it so happened that there were already in the house several

ladies, Scotch and English, of high birth and rank, who felt by no
means disposed to assist their host and hostess in making Mrs. Coutts's

visit agreeable to her. They had heard a great deal, and they saw

something, of the ostentation almost inseparable from wealth so vast
as had come into her keeping. They were on the outlook for ab-

surdity and merriment
; and I need not observe how effectually women

of fashion can contrive to mortify, without doing or saying any thing
that shall expose them to the charge of actual incivility.

Sir Walter, during dinner, did every thing in his pow-er to counter-

act this influence of the evil eye, and something to overawe it ; but the

spirit of mischief had been fairly stirred, and it was easy to see that

Mrs. Coutts followed these noble dames to the drawing-room in by no
means that complacent mood which was customarily sustained, doubt-

less, by every blandishment of obsequious flattery, in this mistress of

miUions. He cut the gentlemen's sederunt short, and soon after join-

ing the ladies, managed to withdraw the youngest, and gayest, and

cleverest, who was also the highest in rank (a lovely Marchioness),
into his armorial-hall adjoining.

"
I said to her" (he told me),

"
I want

to speak a word with you about Mrs. Coutts. We have known each
other a good while, and I know you won't take any thing I can say
in ill part. It is, I hear, not uncommon among the fine ladies in Lon-
don to be very well pleased to accept invitations, and even sometimes

to hunt after them, to Mrs. Coutts's grand balls and fetes, and then, if

they meet her in any private circle, to practise on her the delicate

mancEuvre called tipping the cold shoulder. This you agree with me
is shabby ; but it is nothing new either to you or to me that fine people
will do shabbinesses for which beggars might blush, if they once stoop

so low as to poke for tickets. I am sure you would not for the world

do such a thing ; but you must permit me to take the great liberty of



430 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

saying, thai I think the style you have all received my guest Mrs.
Coutts in, this evening, is, to a certain extent, a sin of the same order.

You were all told a couple of days ago tiiat I had accepted her visit,

and that she would arrive to-day to stay three nights. Now if any
of you had not been disposed to be of my party at the same time with

her, there was plenty of time for you to have gone away before she

came ; and as none of you moved, and it was impossible to fancy that

any of you would remain out of mere curiosity, I thought I had a per-
fect right to calculate on your having made up your minds to help me
out with her." The beautiful Peeress answered,

"
I thank you. Sir

Walter—you have done me the great honour to speak as if I had been

your daughter, and depend upon it you shall be obeyed with heart and

good-will." One by one, the other exclusives were seen engaged in a
little ttte-a-tt'te with her ladyship. Sir Walter was soon satisfied that

things had been put into a right train ; the Marchioness was requested
to sing a particular song, because he thought it w^ould please Mrs.
Coutts. *'

Nothing could gratify her more than to please Mrs. Coutts."

Mrs. Coutts's brow smoothed, and in the course of half-an-hour she

was as happy and easy as ever she w^as in her life, rattling away at

comical anecdotes of her early theatrical years, and joining in the

chorus of Sir Adam's Laird of Cochpen. She stayed out her three

days*
—saw% accompanied by all the circle, Melrose, Dryburgh, and

Yarrow—and left Abbotsford delighted with her host, and, to all

appearance, with his other guests.
It may be said (for the most benevolent of men had in his lifetime,

and still has, some maligners) that he was so anxious about Mrs.
Coutts's comfort, because he worshipped wealth. I dare not deny that

he set more of his affections, during great part of his lite, upon worldly
things, wealth among others, than might have become such an intellect.

One may conceive a sober grandeur of mind, not incompatible with

genius as rich as even his, but infinitely more admirable than any
genius, incapable of brooding upon any of the pomps and vanities of
this life—or caring about money at all, beyond what is necessary for

the easy sustenance of nature. But we must, in judging the most

powerful of minds, take into account the influences to which they
were exposed in the plastic period ; and w^here imagination is visibly
the predominant faculty, allowance must be made very largely indeed.

Scott's autobiographical fragment, and the anecdotes annexed to it,

have been printed in vain, if they have not conveyed the notion of

such a training of the mind, fancy, and character, as could hardly fail

to suggest dreams and aspirations very likely, were temptation pre-
sented, to take the shape of active external ambition—to prompt a keen

pursuit of those resources, without which visions of worldly splendour
cannot be realized. But I think the subsequent narrative, with the cor-

respondence embodied in it, must also have satisfied every candid
reader that his appetite for wealth was, after all, essentially a vivid

yearning for the means of large beneficence. As to his being capable

* Sir Walter often quoted the maxim of an old lady in one of Miss Ferrier's novels—
that a visit should never exceed three days,

" the rest day
—the drest day

—and the prest

day."
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of the silliness—to say nothing of the meanness—of allowing any part
of his feelings or demeanour towards others to be atlected by their
mere possession of wealth, I cannot consider such a sufrtrestion as

W'orthy of much remark. He had a kindness towards Mrs. Coutts,
because he knew that, vain and pompous as her displays of equipage
and attendance might be, she mainly valued w^ealth, like himself, as
the instrument of doing good. Even of her apparently most fantastic

indulgences he remembered, as Pope did when ridiculing the " lavish

cost and httle skill" of his Timon,

" Yet hence the poor are clothed, the hungry fed ;"

but he interfered, to prevent her being made uncomfortable in his

house, neither more nor less than he w^ould have done, had she come
there in her original character of a comic actress, and been treated

with coldness as such by his Marchionesses and Countesses.

Since I have been led to touch on what many always considered as

the weak part of his character—his over respect for w^orldly things in

general,
—I must say one word as to the matter of rank, w^hich un-

doubtedly had infinitely more effect on him than money. In the first

place, he was all along courted by the great world—not it by him ;

and, secondly, pleased as he w^as with its attentions, he derived infi-

nitely greater pleasure from the trusting and hearty affection of his

old equals, and the inferiors whose welfare he so unweariedly pro-
moted. But, thirdly, he made acute discriminations among the many
different orders of claimants who jostle each other for pre-eminence
in the curiously complicated system of modern British society. His

imagination had been constantly exercised in recalling and embellish-

ing whatever features of the past it "was possible to connect with anv

pleasing ideas, and a historical name was a charm that literally stirred

his blood. But not so a mere title. He reverenced the Duke of Buc-
cieuch—but it was not as a Duke, but as the head of his clan, the

representative of the old knights of Branxholm. In the Duke of Ha-
milton he saw not the premier peer of Scotland, but the lineal heir of
the heroic old Douglasses ; and he had profounder respect for the chief

of a Highland Clan, without any title whatever, and with an ill-paid
rental of two or three thousand a-vear, than for the haughtiest macr-
nate in a blue ribbon, whose name did not call up any grand historical

reminiscence. I remember once when he had some youns: English-
men of high fashion in his house, there arrived a Scotch gentleman of

no distinguished appearance, whom he received with a sort of eager-
ness and efnpressement of reverential courtesy that struck the strangers
as quite out of the common. His name was that of a Scotch Earl,

however, and no doubt he was that nobleman's son. " Well," said one
of the Southrons to me,—"

I had never heard that the Earl of

was one of your very greatest lords in this country ; even a second

son of his, booby though he be, seems to be of wonderful considera-

tion." The young English lord heard with some surprise, that the

visiter in question was a poor lieutenant on half-pay. heir to a tower

about as crazv as Don Quixote's, and nowavs related (at least accord-

ing to Enghsh notions of relationship) to the Earl of .

"
>> nat,

then," he cried,
" What can Sir Walter mean ?" "

Why," said I,
" his
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meaning is very clear. This gentleman is the male representative

(which the Earl of may possibly be in the female line) of a knight
who is celebrated by our old poet Blind Harry, as having signalized
himself by the side of Sir William Wallace, and from whom every
Scotchman that bears the name of has at least the ambition of

being supposed to descend."—Sir Walter's own title came unsought ;

and that he accepted it, not in the foolish fancy that such a title, or

any title, could increase his own personal consequence, but because

he thought it fair to embrace the opportunity of securing a certain

external distinction to his heirs at Abbotsford, was proved pretty clearly

by his subsequently declining the greatly higher, but intransmissible

rank of a Privy-Councillor. At the same time, I dare say his ear

liked the knightly sound ; and undoubtedly he was much pleased with

the pleasure his wife took, and gaily acknowledged she took, in being

My Lady.
The circumstances of the King's visit in 1822, and others already

noted, leave no doubt that imagination enlarged and glorified for him

many objects to which it is very dillicult for ordinary men in our gene-
ration to attach much importance ; and perhaps he was more apt to

attach importance to such things, during the prosperous course of his

own fortunes, then even a liberal consideration of circumstances can

altogether excuse. To myself it seems to have been so; yet I do
not think the severe critics on this part of his history have kept quite

sufficiently in mind how easy it is for us all to undervalue any species
of temptation to which w-e have not happened to be exposed. I am
aware, too, that there are examples of men of genius, situated to a

certain extent like him, who have resisted and repelled the fascinations

against which he was not entirely proof; but I have sometimes thought
that they did so at the expense of parts of their character nearer

the marrow of humanity than those which his weakness in this way
tended to endamage ; that they mingled, in short, in their virtuous self-

denial, some grains of sacrifice at the shrine of a cold, unsocial, even

sulky species of self-conceit. But this digression has already turned

out much longer than I intended.

Mrs. Coutts and her three coaches astonished Abbotsford but a few

days after I returned to Chiefswood from one of my rapid journeys
to London. While in the metropolis on that occasion, I had heard a

great deal more than I understood about the commercial excitement

of the time. For several years preceding 1825 the plethora of gold
on the one hand, and the wildness of impatient pov^erty on the other,

had been uniting their stimulants upon the blood and brain of the most

curious of all concretes, individual or national,
" John Bull ;" nor had

sober " Sister Peg" escaped the infection of disorders which appear
to recur, at pretty regular periods, in the sanguine constitution of her

brother. They who had accumulated great masses of wealth, dissa-

tisfied with the usual rates of interest under a conscientious govern-
ment really protective of property, had embarked in the most perilous
and fantastic schemes for piling visionary Pelions upon the real Ossa

of their money-bags ; and unscrupulous dreamers, who had all to gain
and nothing to lose, found it easy to borrow, from cash-encumbered

neighbours, the means of pushing adventures of their own devising,
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more extravagant than had been heard of since the days of the South
Sea and Mississippi bubbles. Even persons who had' extensive and

flourishing businesses in their hands, partook the general rarre of in-

fatuation. He whose own shop, counting-house, or warehouse, had
been sufficient to raise him to a decent and safely-increasing opulence,
and was more than sufficient to occupy all his attention, drank in the

vain delusion that he was w^asting his time and energy on things un-

worthy of a mascuhne ambition, and embarked the resources neces-

sary for the purpose of his lawful calling, in speculations worthy of

El Dorado. It was whispered that the, trade (so called, pur excellence)
had been bitten with this fever; and persons of any foresight who
knew (as I did not at that time know) the infinitely curious links by
which book-sellers, and printers, and paper-makers (and therefore au-

thors), are bound together, high and low, town and country, for good
and for evil, already began to prophesy that, whenever the general
crash, which must come ere long, should arrive, its effects would be

felt far and wide among all classes connected v^"ith the productions of

the press. When it was rumoured that this great bookseller, or print-

er, had become a principal holder of South American mining shares—that another was the leading director of a railway company—a

third of a gas company—while a fourth house had risked about

£100,000 in a cast upon the most capricious of all agricultural pro-

ducts, hops
—it was no wonder that bankers should begin to calculate

balances, and pause upon discounts.

Among other hints to the tune of periculosa; pieman opus alecB which
reached my ear, were some concerning a splendid bookselling estab-

hshment in London, with which I knew the Edinburgh house of Con-

stable to be closely connected in business. Little suspecting the

extent to which any mischance of Messrs. Hurst and Robinson must

involve Sir Walter's own responsibilities, I transmitted to him the ru-

mours in question as I received them. Before I could have his answer,
a legal friend of mine, well known to Scott also, told me that people
were talking doubtfully about Constable's own stability. I thought it

probable that if Constable fell into any pecuniary embarrassments,
Scott might suffer the inconvenience of losing the copy-money of his

last novel. Nothing more serious occurred to me. But I thought it

my duty to tell him this whisper also ; and heard from him, almost by
return of post, that, shake who might in London, his friend in Edin-

burgh was
"
rooted, as well as branched, like the oak." Knowing his

almost panifully accurate habits of business as to matters of trivial

moment, I doubted not that he had ample grounds for being quite as

easy as to any concerns of his own with his publisher ; and though I

turned northwards with anxiety enough, none of the burden had refer-

ence to that subject.
A few days, however, after my arrival at Chiefswood, I received a

letter from the legal friend already alluded to—(Mr. William Wright,
the eminent barrister of Lincoln's Inn,—who, by the way, was also

on habits of great personal familiarity with Constable, and liked flie

Czar exceedingly)
—which renewed my apprehensions, or rather, for

the first time, gaVe me any suspicion that there really might be some-

thing
" rotten in the state of Muscovy" Mr. Wright informed me that
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it was reported in London that Constable's London banker had thrown

up his book. This letter reached me about five o'clock, as I was sit-

ting down to dinner ; and, about an hour afterwards, I rode over to

Abbotsford, to communicate its contents. I found Sir Walter alone

over his glass of whisky and water and cigar
—at this time, whenever

there was no comjiany,
"

liis custom always in the afternoon." I gave
him Mr. Wright's letter to read. He did so, and returning it, said,

quite with his usual tranquil good-humour of look and voice,
"

I am
much obliged to you for coming over, but you may rely upon it

Wright has been hoaxed. I promise you, were the Crafty's book
thrown up, there would be a pretty decent scramble among the bank-

ers for the keeping of it. There may have been some httle dispute or

misunderstanding, which malice and envy have exaggerated in this

absurd style ; but I shan't allow such nonsense to disturb my siesta.

Don't you see," he added, lighting another cigar,
" that Wright could

not have heard of such a transaction the very day it happened 1 And
can you doubt, that if Constable had been informed of it yesterday,
this day's post must have brought me intelligence direct from him ?"

I ventured to suggest that this last point did not seem to me clear;

that Constable might not, perhaps, in such a case, be in so great a hurry
with his intelligence. "Ah !" said he,

" the Crafty and James Ballan-

tvne have been so much connected in business, that Fatsman would be

sure to hear of any thing so important ; and I like the notion of his

hearing it, and not sending me one of his malagrurous hilletsdoux.

He could as soon keep his eyebrows in their place if you told him there

was a fire in his nursery."

Seeing how coolly he treated my news, I went home relieved and

gratified. Next morning, as I was rising, behold Peter Mathieson at

my door, his horses evidently off a journey, and the Sheriff' rubbing his

eyes as if the halt had shaken him out of a sound sleep. I made what
haste I could to descend, and found him by the side of the brook, look-

ing somewhat worn, but with a serene and satisfied countenance,
busied already in helping his little grandson to feed a fleet of ducklings.
" You are surprised," he said,

"• to see me here. The truth is, I was
more taken aback with Wright's epistle than I cared to let on : and so,

as soon as you left me, I ordered the carriage to the door, and never

stopped till I got to Polton, where I found Constable putting on his

nightcap. I staid an hour with him, and I have now the pleasure to

tell you that all is right. There was not a word of truth in the story.
He is as fast as Ben Lomond ; and as mamma and Anne did not know
what my errand was, I thought it as well to come and breakfast here,

antl set Sophia and you at your ease before I went home again."
We had a merry breakfast, and he chatted gaily aftenvards as I es-

corted him through his woods, leaning on my shoulder all the way,
which he seldom as yet did, except with Tom Purdie, unless when he

was in a more than commonly happy and affectionate mood. But I

confess the impression this incident left on my mind was not a pleasant
one. It was then that I first began to harbour a suspicion, that if any
thing should befall Constable, Sir Walter would suffer a heavier loss

than the nonpayment of some one novel. The night journey revealed

serious alarm. My wife suggested, as we talked things over, that his
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alarm had been, not on his own account, but Ballantyne's, who, in cose
evil came on the great employer of his types, might possibly lose a

year's profit on them, which neither she nor I doubted must amount to

a large sum—any more than that a misfortune of Ballantyne's would

grieve her father as much as one personal to himself His warm regard
for his printer could be no secret ; we well knew that James was his

confidential critic—his trusted and trustworthy friend from boyhood.
Nor was I ignorant that Scott had a share in tlie property of Balhui-

tyne's Edinburgh Weekly Journal. I hinted, under the year 1820,
that a dispute arose about the line to be adopted by that paper in the

matter of the Queen's trial, and that Scott employed his authority
towards overruling the Editor's disposition to espouse the anti-ministe-

rial side of that unhappy question. He urged every argument in his

power, and in vain ; for James had a just sense of his own responsibility
as editor, and conscientiously dificring from Sir Walter's opinion, in-

sisted, with honourable firmness, on maintaining his own until he should

be denuded of his office. I happened to be present at one of their con-

versations on this subject, and in the course of it Scott used language
which distinctly implied that he spoke not merely as a friend, but as a

joint-proprietor of the Journal. Nor did it seem at all strange that this

should be so. But that Sir Walter was and had all along been James's

partner in the great printing concern, neither I, nor, I believe, any
member of his family, had entertained the slightest suspicion prior to

the coming calamities which were now "
casting their shadows be-

fore."

It is proper to add here that the story about the banker's throwing

up the book was, as subsequent revelations attested, groundless. Sir

Walter's first guess as to its origin proved correct.

A few days afterwards, Mr. Murray of Albemarle Street sent me a

transcript of Lord Byron's Ravenna Diary, with permission for my
neighbour also to read it if he pleased. Sir Walter read those extra-

ordinary pages with the hveliest interest, and filled several of the blank

leaves and margins with illustrative annotations and anecdotes, some

of which have lately been made public, as the rest will doubtless be

hereafter. In perusing what Byron had jotted down from day to day
in the intervals of regular composition, it very naturally occurred to

Sir Waher that the noble poet had done well to avoid troubling him-

self by any adoption or affectation of plan or order—giving an opinion,

a reflection, a reminiscence, serious or comic, or the incidents of the

passing hour, just as the spirit moved him—and seeing what a mass

of curious things, such as "aftertimes would not willingly let die," had

been thus rescued from oblivion at a very slight cost of exertion—he

resolved to attempt keeping thenceforth a somewhat similar record.

A thick quarto volume, bound in vellum, with a lock and key, was

forthwith procured ; and Sir Walter began the journal, from which I

shall begin, in the next chapter, to draw copiously. The occupation

of a few stray minutes in his dressing-room at getting up in the morn-

ing, or after he had retired for the night, was found a pleasant variety

for him. He also kept the book by him when in his study, and often

had recourse to it when any thing puzzled him and called for a halt in

the prosecution of what he considered (though posterity
will hardly do
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so) a more important task. It was extremely fortunate that he took

up this scheme exactly at the time wiien he settled seriously to the

history of Buonaparte's personal career. The sort of preparation which

every chapter of that book now called for has been already alluded

to ;
and—although, when he had fairly read himself up to any one

great cycle of transactions, his old spirit roused itself in full energy,
and he traced the record with as rapid and glowing a pencil as he had
ever wielded—there were minutes enough, and hours, and perhaps
days, of weariness, depression, and languor, when (unless this silent

confidant had been at hand) even he perhaps might have made no use

of his writing-desk.
Even the new resource of journalizing, however, was not sufficient.

He soon convinced himself that it would facilitate, not impede, his

progress with Napoleon, to have a work of imagination in hand also.

The success of the Tales of the Crusaders had been very high ; and

Constable, well aware that it had been his custom of old to carry on
two romances at the same time, was now too happy to encourage him
in beginning JVoodstock, to be taken up whenever the historical MS.
should be in advance of the press.
Of the progress both of the Novel and the History, the Journal will

aflbrd us fuller and clearer details than I have been able to produce
as to any of his preceding w^orks ; but before I open that sealed book,
I believe it will be satisfactory to the reader that I should present (as

briefly as I can) my own view of the melancholy change in Sir

Walter's worldly fortunes, to which almost every page of the Diary,
during several sad and toilsome years, contains some allusion. So

doing, I shall avoid (in some measure at least) the necessity of inter-

rupting, by awkward explanations, the easy tenor of perhaps the

most candid Diary that ever man penned.
The early history of Scott's connexion with the Ballantynes has

been already given in abundant detail
; and I have felt it my duty not

to shrink, at whatever pain to my own feelings or those of others, from

setting down, plainly and distinctly, my own impressions of the cha-

racter, manners, and conduct of those two very dissimilar brothers. I

find, without surprise, that my representations of them have not proved
satisfactory to their surviving relations. That I cannot help

—
though

I sincerely regret, having been compelled, in justice to Scott, to be-

come the instrument for opening old wounds in kind bosoms, animated,
I doubt not, like my own, by veneration for his memory, and respected
by me for combining that feeling with a tender concern for names so

intimately connected with his, throughout long years of mutual confi-

dence. But I have been entirely mistaken if Ihose to whom I allude,
or any others of my readers, have interpreted any expressions of mine
as designed to cast the slightest imputation on the moral rectitude of

the elder Ballantyne. No suspicion of that nature ever crossed my
mind. I believe James to have been, from first to last, a perfectly

upright man ; that his principles were of a lofty stamp
—his feelings

pure even to simplicity. His lirothcr John had many amiable as well as

amusing qualities, and I am far from wishing to charge even him with

any deep or deliberate malversation. Sir Walter's own epithet of
" my little picaroon" indicates all that I desired to imply on that score.
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But John was, from mere giddiness of head and temper, incapable of
conducting any serious business advantageously, citfier for himself or
for others ; nor dare I hesitate to express my conviction that from
failings of a different sort, honest James was hardly a better manafer
than the picaroon.
He had received the education, not of a printer, but of a solicitor*

and he never, to his dying day, had the remotest knowledge or feeling
of what the most important business of a master-printer consists in.

He had a fine taste for the effect of types
—no establishment turned

out more beautiful specimens of the art than his
; but he appears never

to have understood that types need watching as well as setting. If

the page looked handsome, he was satisfied. He had been instructed
that on every £50 paid in his men's wages, the master-printer is en-
titled to an equal sum of gross profit ; and beyond this ride of thumb
calculation, no experience could bring him to penetrate his'jnystery.
In a word, James never comprehended that in the greatest and most

regularly employed manufactory of this kind (or indeed of any kind),
the profits are likely to be entirely swallowed up, unless the acting
master keeps up a most wakeful scrutiny, from week to w^eek, and
from day to day, as to the machinery and the materials. So far w^as
he from doing this, that during several of the busiest and most impor-
tant years of his connexion with the establishment in the Canongate,
he seldom crossed its doors. He sat in his own elbows-chair, in a com-
fortable hbrary, situated in a different street—not certainly an idle

man—quite the reverse, though naturally indolent—but the most neg-
ligent and inefficient of master-printers.
He was busy, indeed ; and inestimably serviceable to Scott was his

labour
; but it consisted simply and solely in the correction and revisal

of proof-sheets. It is most true, that Sir Waher's hurried and care-
less method of composition rendered it absolutely necessary that what-
ever he wTote should be subjected to far more than the usual amount
of inspection required at the hands of the printer ; and it is equally so,

that it would have been extremely difficult to find another man willing
and able to bestow such time and care on his proof-sheets as they

uniformly received from James. But this was, in fact, not the proper
occupation of a man who was at the head of the establishment—who
had undertaken the pecuniary management of the concern. In every
other great printing-house that I have known any thing about, there

are intelligent and well-educated men, called technically, readers, who
devote themselves to this species of labour, and who are, I fear, seldom

paid in proportion to its importance. Dr. Goldsmith, in his early life,

was such a reader in the printing-house of Richardson ; but the author

of Clarissa did not disdain to look after the presses and types himself,

or he would never have accumulated the fortune that enabled him to

be the liberal employer of readers like Goldsmith. I quoted, in a pre-

ceding volume,* a letter of Scott's, w-ritten w-hen John Ballantyne and

Co.'s bookselling house was breaking up, in which he says,
'' One or

other of you will need to be constantly in the printing-office,
hence-

forth : it is the sheet-anchor." This was ten years after that establish-

* See ante, vol. i. p. 448.

37*
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ment began. Thenceforth James, in compliance with this injunction,

occupied, during many hours of everyday, a small cabinet on the pre-
mises in the Canongate ; but whoever visited him there, found him at

the same eternal business, that of a literator, not that of a printer. He
was either editing his newspaper

—and he considered that matter as

fondly and proudly as Mr. Pott in Pickwick does his Gazette of Eat-

answill— or correcting proof-sheets, or writing critical notes and
letters to the Author of Waverley. Shakspeare, Addison, Johnson,

and Burke, were at his elbow; but not the ledger. We may thus

understand poor John's complaint, in what I may call his dying me-

morandum, of the "
large sums abstracted from the bookselling house

for the use of the printing-office."* Yet that bookselling house was
from the first a hopeless one ; whereas, under accurate superintend-

ence, the other ought to have produced the partners a dividend of from
£2000 to £3000 a-year, at the very least.

On the other hand, the necessity of providing some remedy for this

radical disorder, must very soon have forced itself upon the conviction

of all concerned, had not John Ballantyne (who had served a brief

apprenticeship in a London banking-house) introduced his fatal enlight-
enment on the subject of facilitating discounts, and raising cash by
means of accommodation-bills. Hence the perplexed states and calen-

dars—the wildernesses and labyrinths of ciphers, through which no

eye but that of a professed accountant could have detected any clue
;

hence the accumulation of bills and counter-bills drawn by both book-

selling and printing house, and gradually so mixed up with other obli-

gations, that John Ballantyne died in utter ignorance of the condition

of their affairs. The pecuniary detail of those affairs then devolved

upon James ; and I fancy it will be only too apparent that he never

made even one serious effort to master the formidable balances of

fiarures thus committed to his sole trust—but in which his all was not

all that was involved.

I need not recapitulate the history of the connexion between these

Ballantyne firms and that of Constable. It was traced as accurately
as my means permitted in the preceding volumes, with an eye to the

catastrophe. I am willing to believe that kindly feelings had no small

share in inducing Constable to uphold the credit of John Ballantyne
and Company, in their several successive struggles to avoid the expo-
sure of bankruptcy. He was, with pitiable foibles enough, and griev-
ous faults, and I fear even some black stains of vice in his character,

a man of warm, and therefore I hardly doubt, of sympathizing tem-

perament. Vain to excess, proud at the same time, haughty, arrogant,

presumptuous, despotic
—he had still perhaps a heart. Persons who

knew him longer and better than I did, assure me of their conviction

that, in spite of many direct professional hinderances and thwarting,
the offspring (as he viewed matters) partly of Tory jealousy, and part-

ly of poetical caprice
—he had, even at an early period of his life,

formed a genuine affection for Scott's person, as well as a most pro-
found veneration for his genius. I think it very possible that he began
his assistance of the Ballantyne companies mainly under this generous

See ante, p. 228.
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influence—and I also believe that he had, in ditferent ways, a fricndlv

leaning in favour of both James and John themselves. But when he,
in his overweening self-sufficiency, thought it involved no mi'Thty
hazard to indulge his better feelings, as well as his lordly vanity, in

shielding these friends from commercial dishonour, he had estimated but

loosely the demands of the career of speculation on which he was
himself entering. And by and by, when, advancing by one mighty
plunge after another in that vast field, he felt in his own person the threat-

enings of more signal ruin than could have befallen them, this "
Napo-

leon of the press"
—still as of old buoyed up as to the ultimate result of

his grand operations, by the most fiilsome flatteries of imagination
—

appears to have tossed aside very summarily all scruples about the

extent to which he might be entitled to tax their sustaining credit in

requital. The Ballantynes, if they had comprehended all the bearings
of the case, were not the men to consider grudgingly demands of this

nature, founded on ser\ice so important ;
and who can doubt that

Scott viewed them from a chivalrous altitude? It is easy to see that

the moment the obligations became reciprocal, there arose extreme

peril of their coming to be hopelessly complicated. It is equally clear

that he ought to have applied on these affairs, as their complication
thickened, the acumen which he exerted, and rather prided himself in

exerting, on smaller points of worldly business, to the utmost. That
he did not, I must always regard as the enigma of his personal history ;

but various incidents in that history, which I have already narrated,

prove incontestably that he had never done so ; and I am unable to

account for this having been the case, except on the supposition that

his confidence in the resources of Constable and the prudence of James

Ballantyne was so entire, that he willingly absolved himself from all

duty of active and thorough-going superinspection.
It is the extent to which the confusion had fjone that constitutes the

great puzzle. I have been told that John Ballantyne in his hey-day,

might be heard whistling on his clerk, John Stevenson (True Jock),
from the sanctum behind the shop, with,

"
Jock, you lubber, fetch ben

a sheaf o' stainps." Such things might well enough be believed of that

harebrained creature ; but how sober, solemn James could have made

up his mind, as he must have done, to follow much the same wild

course whenever any pinch occurred, is to me, I must own, incompre-
hensible. The books, of course, were kept in the printing-house; and

Scott, no doubt, had it in his power to examine them as often as he

liked to go there for that purpose. But did he ever descend the Can-

ongate once on such an errand? I certainly much question it. I think

it very likely he now and then cast a rapid glance over the details of

a week's or a month's operations ; but no man who has followed him

throughout can dream that he ever grappled with the sum total.

During several years it was almost daily my custom to walk home
with Sir Walter from the Parliament-House, calling at James's on

our way. For the most part I used to amuse myself with a newspa-

per or proof-sheet in the outer room, while they were closeted in the

little cabinet at the corner; and' merry were the tones that reached my
ear while they remained in collc/quy. If I were called in, it was

because James, in his ecstasy, must have another to enjoy the dialogue
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that his friend was improvising
—between Meg Dods and Captain iMac-

Turk for example, or Peter Peebles and his counsel.

How shrewdly Scott lectures Terry in May 1825 :
—"The best busi-

ness is ruined when it becomes pinched for money, and gets into the

circle of discounting bills."
"
It is easy to make it feasible on paper,

but the times of payment arrive to a certainty."
"

I should not like to

see you take flight like the ingenious mechanist in Rasselas, only to flut-

ter a few yards, and fi^U into the lake ; this would be a heart-breaking
business."* " You must be careful that a check shall not throw you on

the breakers, and for this there is no remedy but a handsome provi-

sion of the blunt,'' &c. 6z;c, Who can read these words— and con-

sider that, at the very hour when they fell from Scott's pen, he was

meditating a new purchase of land to the extent of £40,000—and that

nevertheless the "
certainty of the arrival of times of payment for dis-

counted bills" was within a few months of being realized to his own
ruin ;

—who can read such words, under such a date, and not sigh the

only comment, sic vos noii vohis 1

The reader may perhaps remember a page in a former volume,

where I described Scott as riding with Johnny Ballantyne and myself
round the deserted halls of the ancient family of Riddell, and remark-

ing how much it increased the wonder of their ruin that the late Baro-

net had "
kept day-book and ledger as regularly as any cheesemonger

in the Grassviarket." It is, nevertheless, true that Sir Walter kept
from first to last as accurate an account of his own personal expendi-
ture as Sir John Riddell could have done of his extravagant outlay on

agricultural experiments. The instructions he gave his son when first

joining the 18th Hussars about the best method of keeping accounts,

were copied from his own practice. I could, I believe, place before

my reader the sum-total of sixpences that it had cost him to ride

through turnpike gates during a period of thirty years. This was, of

course, an early habit mechanically adhered to : but how strange that

the man who could persist, however mechanically, in noting down

every shilling that he actually drew from his purse, should have allow-

ed others to pledge his credit year after year, upon sheafs of accom-

modation paper,
" the time for paying up which must certainly come,"

without keeping any efficient watch on their proceedings
— without

knowino- any one Christmas, for how many thousands or rather tens

of thousands he was responsible as a printer in the Canongate !

This is sufficiently astonishing
—and had this been all, the result must

sooner or later have been sufficiently uncomibrtable ; but still, in the

absence of a circumstance which Sir Walter, however vigilant, could

hardly have been expected to anticipate as within the range of possi-

bihty* he would have been in no danger of a "check that must throw

him" on the breakers"—of finding himself, after his flutterings over The

Happy Valley,
" in the lake." He could never have foreseen a step

which Constable took in the frenzied excitement of his day of pecuniary
alarm. Owing to the original habitual irregularities of John Ballan-

tyne, it iiad been adopted as the regular plan between that person and

Constable, that, whenever the latter signed a bill for the purpose of the

other's raising money among the bankers, there should, in case of his

neglecting to take that bill up before it fell due, be deposited a counter-
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bill, signed by Ballantyne, on which Constable might, if need were,
raise a sum equivalent to that for which he had pledged his credit I

am told that this is an usual enough course of procedure amonf specu-
lative merchants ; and it may be so. But mark the issue. The plan
went on under James's management, just as John had begun it. Under
his management also, such was the incredible looseness of it, the

counter-bil/s, meant only for being sent into the market in the event of
the jyrimary bills being threatened with dishonour—these instruments
of safeguard for Constable against contingent danger were allowed to

lie unenquired about in Constable's desk, until they had swelled to a

truly monstrous '• sheaf of stamps." Constable's hour of distress dark-

ened about him, and he rushed with these to the monev-chanfiers.

They were all flung into circulation in the course of this maddening
period of panic. And by this one circumstance it came to pass, that,

supposing Ballantyne and Co. to have, at the day of reckoning, obliga-
tions against them, in consequence of bill transactions with Constable,
to the extent of £25,000, they were legally responsible for £50,000.

It is not my business to attempt any detailed history of the House
of Constable. The sanguine man had, almost at the outset of his ca-

reer, been " lifted oft' his feet," in Burns's phrase, by the sudden and

unparalleled success of the Edinburgh Review. Scott's poetry and
Scott's novels followed ;

and had he confined himself to those three

great and triumphant undertakings, he must have died in possession of

a princely fortune. But his "
appetite grew wilii what it fed on," and

a long series of less meritorious publications, pushed on, one after the

other, in the craziest rapidity, swallowed up the gains which, however

vast, he never counted, and therefore always exaggerated to himself.

He had with the only person who might have been supposed capable
of controlling him in his later years, the authority of age and a quasi-

parental relation to sustain the natural influence of great and com-

manding talents ; his proud temperament and his glowing imagination

played into each other's hands ; and he scared suspicion, or trampled
remonstrance, whenever (which probably was seldom) he failed to

infuse the fervour of his own self-confidence. But even his gross im-

prudence in the management of his own great business would not have

been enough to involve him in absolute ruin ; had the matter halted

there, and had he, suspending, as he meant to do, all minor operations,
concentrated his energies, in alliance with Scott, upon the new and

dazzling adventure of the Cheap Miscellany, I have no doubt the

damage of early misreckonings would soon have been altogether obli-

terated. But what he had been to the Ballantynes, certain other still

more audacious " Sheafmen" had been to iiim. The house of Hurst,

Robinson, and Co. had long been his London agents and correspond-
ents ; and he had carried on with them the same traffic in bills and

counter-bills that the Canongate Company did with him—and upon a

still larger scale. They had done what he did not—or at least did not

to any very culpable extent ; they had carried their adventures out of

the line of tiieir own business. It was they, for example, that must

needs be embarking such vast sums in a speculation on hops! ^Vhen

ruin threatened them, they availed themselves of Constable's credit

without stint or limit—while he, feeling darklv that the net was around

Vol. II. 3F
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him, struggled and splashed for relief, no matter who might suffer, so

he escaped ! And Sir Walter Scott, sorely as he suffered, was too

painfully conscious of the "
strong tricks" he had allow^ed his own

imagination to play, not to make merciful allowance for all the appa-

rently monstrous things that I have now been narrating of Constable ;

though an offence lav behind which even his charity could not forixive.

Of that I need not as yet speak. I have done all that seems to me
necessary for enabling the reader to apprehend the nature and extent

of the pecuniary dithcultics in which Scott was about to be involved,

when he commenced his Diary of 1825.

For the rest, his friends, and above all posterity, are not left to con-

sider his fate without consoling reflections. They who knew and loved

him. must ever remember that the real nobility of his character could

not have exhibited itself to the world at large, had he not been exposed
in his later years to the ordeal of adversity. And others as well as

they may feel assured, that had not that adversity been preceded by
the perpetual spur of pecuniary demands, he who began life witii such

quick appetites for all its ordinary enjoyments, would never have
devoted himself to the rearing of that gigantic monument of genius,
labour, and power, which his works now constitute. The imagination
which has bequeathed so much to delight and humanize mankind,
would have developed few of its miraculous resources, except in the

embellishment of his own personal existence. The enchanted spring

might have sunk into earth with the rod that bade it gush, and left us

no living waters. We cannot understand, but we may nevertheless

respect even the strangest caprices of the marvellous combination of

faculties to which our debt is so weighty. We should try to picture to

ourselves what the actual intellectual life must have been of the author

of such a series of romances. We should ask ourselves whether, filling

and discharging so soberly and gracefully as he did the common func-

tions of social man, it was not, nevertheless, impossible but that he
must have passed most of his life in other worlds than ours ; and we
ought hardly to think it a grievous circumstance that the bright visions

should have left a dazzle sometimes on the eyes which he so gently

re-opened upon our prosaic realities. He had, on the whole, a com-
mand over the powers of his mind—I mean that he could control and
direct his thoughts and reflections with a readiness, firmness, and easy
security of sway—beyond what I find it possible to trace in any other

artisfs recorded character and history ; but he could not habitually
flinc them into the reixion of dreams throughout alon<r series of vears,

and yet be expected to find a corresponding satisfaction in bending
them to the less agreeable considerations which the circumstances of

any human being,s practical lot in this world must present in abun-

dance. The trainino; to which he accustomed himself could not leave

hnn as he was when he began. He must pay the penalty, as well as

reap the glory of this hfelong abstraction of reverie, this self-abandon-

ment of Fairy-land.
This was for him the last year of manv thin2;s; amona; others, of

Sibyl Grey and the Ahhotsford hunt. Towards the close of a hard run
on his neighbour Mr. Scott of Gala's ground, he adventured to leap
the Catrail—that venerable relic of the days of
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"
Reged wide

And fair Strath-Clyde,"

of which the reader may remember many notices in his early letters

to George Ellis. He was severely bruised and shattered ; and never
afterwards recovered the feeling of confidence without which there

can be no pleasure in horsemanship. He often talked of this accident
with a somewhat superstitious mournfulness.

CHAPTER XXIX.

SIR WALTER'S DIARY BEGUN, NOV. 20, 1825 —SKETCHES OF VARIOUS FRIENDS
—WILLIAM CLERK—CHARLES KIRKPATRICK SHARPE—LORD ABERCROMBIE—
THE FIRST EARL OF MINTO— LORD BYRON — HENRY MACKENZIE— CHIEF
BARON SHEPHERD—SOLICITOR-GENERAL HOPE—THOMAS MOORE—CHARLES
MATHEWS—COUNT DAVIDOFF, ETC. ETC.—SOCIETY OF EDINBURGH— RELI-

GIOUS OPINIONS AND FEELINGS—VARIOUS ALARMS ABOUT THE HOUSE OF
HURST, ROBINSON, AND CO.—"STORM BLOWS OVER"—AND SONG OF BONNY
DUNDEE WRITTEN AT CHRISTxMAS, 1825.

The Journal, on which we are about to enter, has on the title-page,
" Sir Walter Scott of Abbotsford, Bart., his Gurnal ;"

—and this foot-

note to Gurnal,
" A hard word, so spelt on the authority of Miss

Sophia Scott, now Mrs. Lockhart." This is a little joke, alluding to

a note-book kept by his eldest girl during one of the Highland expe-
ditions of earlier days, in which he was accompanied by his wife and
children. The motto is,

—
"As I walked by myself,
I talked to myself.
And thus myself said to me.

Old Song."

These lines are quoted also in his reviewal of Pepy's Diary, That

book was published just before he left Edinburgh in July, It was, I

believe, the only one he took with him to Ireland ; and I never ob-

served him more delighted with any book whatsoever. He had ever

afterwards many of its queer turns and phrases on his lips.

The reader cannot expect that any chapter in a Diary of this sort

should be printed in extenso within a few years of the writer's death.

The editor has, for reasons which need not be explained, found it

necessary to omit some passages altogether
—to abridge others—and

\'ery frequently to substitute asterisks or arbitrary initials for names.

But wherever omissions or alterations have been made, these were

dictated by regard for the feeUngs of living persons ; and, if any pas-

sages which have been retained should prove offensive to such feel-

ings, there is no apology to be offered, but that the editor found they

could not be struck out, without losing some statement of fact, opinion,

or sentiment, which it seemed impossible to sacrifice without injustice

to Sir Walter Scott's character and history.
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DIARY.
"
Edinburgh—November 20, 1825.—I have all my life regretted that I did not

keep a regular journal. I have myself lost recollection of much that was interest-

ing; and I have deprived my family of some curious information by not carrying
this resolution into effect. I have bethought me, on seeing lately some volumes of

Byron's notes, that he probably had hit upon the right way of keeping such a me-

morandum-book, by throwing out all pretence to regularity and order, and marking
down events just as they occurred to recollection. I will try this plan ; and behold

I have a handsome locked volume, such as might serve for a lady's Album. Nota

bene, John Lockhart, and Anne, and I are to raise a Society for the Suppression of

Albums. It is a most troublesome shape of mendicity. Sir, your autograph—a

line of poetry
—or a prose sentence I—Among all the sprawling sonnets, and blotted

trumpery tliat dishonours these miscellanies, a man must have a good stomach that

can swallow this botheration as a compliment.
" I was in Ireland last summer, and had a most delightful tour.—There is much

less of exaggeration about the Irish than might have been suspected. Their po-

verty is not exaggerated ; it is on the extreme verge of human misery ; their cot-

tages would scarce serve for pig-sties, even in Scotland—and their rags seem the

very refuse of a rag-shop, and are disposed on their bodies with such ingenious

variety of wretchedness that you would think nothing but some sort of perverted
taste could have assembled so many shreds tog-ether. You are constantly fearful

that some knot or loop will give, and place the individual before you in all the

primitive simplicity of Paradise. Then for their food, they have only potatoes, and
too few of them. Yet the men look stout and healthy, the women buxom, and
well-coloured.

" Dined with us, being Sunday, Will. Clerk and C. Sharpe, William Clerk is*

the second son of the celebrated author of ' Naval Tactics.' I have known him

intimately since our college days ; an-d to my thinking never met a man of greater

powers, or more complete information on all desirable subjects. In youth he had

strongly the Edinburgh pruritus disputandi ; but habits of society have greatly mel-
lowed it, and though still anxious to gain your suifrage to his views, he endeavours
rather to conciliate your opinion than conquer it by force. Still there is enough of

tenacity of sentiment to prevent, in London society, where all must go slack and

easy, W. C. from rising to the very top of the tree as a conversation man ; who
must not only wind the thread of his argument gracefully, but also know when
to let go. But I like the Scotch taste better ; there is more matter, more informa-

tion, above all, more spirit in it. Clerk will, I am afraid, leave the world little

more than the report of his powers. He is too indolent to finish any considerable

work. Charles Kirkpatrick Sharpe is another very remarkable man. He was bred
for a clergj'man, but never took orders. He has infinite wit and a grreat turn for

antiquarian lore, as the publications of Kirkton, &c., bear witness. His drawings
are the most fanciful and droll imaginable

—a mixture between Hogarth and some of

those foreign masters who painted temptations of St. Anthony, and such grotesque
subjects. As a poet he has not a very strong touch. Strange that his finger-ends
can describe so well what he cannot bring out clearly and firmly in words. If he
were to make drawing a resource, it might raise him a large income. But though
a lover of antiquities, and, therefore, of expensive trifles, C. K. S. is too aristocratic

to use his art to assist his purse. He is a very complete genealogist, and has made
many detections in Douglas and other books on pedigree, which our nobles would
do well to suppress if thej^ had an opportunity. Strange that a man should be cu-

rious after scandal of centuries old ! Not but Charles loves it fresh and fresh also,
for being verj' much a fashionable man, he is always master of the reigning report,
and he tells the anecdot«> with such gusto that there is no helping sympathizing
with him—a peculiarity of voice adding not a little to the general effect. My idea

is, that C. K. S., with his oddities, tastes, satire, and high aristocratic feelings, re-

sembles Horace Walpole—perhaps in his person also, in a general way.—See Miss
Aikin's Anecdotes for a description of the author of the Castle of Otranto.—No
other company at dinner except my cheerful and good-humoured friend Missie Mac-

donald,* so called in fondness. One bottle of champaigne, with the ladies' assist-

* Miss Macdonald Buchanan of DrummakilL
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ance, two of claret.—I observe that both these great connoisseurs were very nenrly.
if not quite agreed, that there are /lo absolutely undoubted originals of Queen Mary!But how, then, should we be so very distinctly informed as To her features! Wlial
has become of all the originals which sugirested these innumerable copies 1 Surely
Mary must have been as unfortunate in this as in other particulars of her life.

" November 21, 1825.—I am enamoured of my journal. I wish the zeal may but
last. Once more of Ireland. I said their poverty was not exaggerated nrither is
their wit—nor their good-humour—nor their whimsical absurdfty—nor their cou-

rage. Wit.—I gave a fellow a shilling on some occasion when sixpence was the
fee. ' Remember you owe me sixpence, Pat.' '

May your honour live till I pay
you.' There was courtesy as well as art in this, and all the clothes on Pat's back
would have been dearly bought by the sum in question." Good-humour. There is perpetual kindness in the Irish cabin—butter-milk,

potatoes
—a stool is offered, or a stone is rolled that your honour may sit down and

be out of the smoke, and those who beg every where else seem desirous to exercise
free hospitality in their own houses. Their natural disposition is turned to oaiety
and happiness; while a wSeotchman is thinking about the term-day, or, if easy on
that subject, about hell in the next world—while an Englishman is making a little

hell in the present, because his muffin is not well roasted—Pat's mind is" always
turned to fun and ridicule. They are terribly excitable to be sure, and will mur-
der you on slight suspicion, and find out the next day that it was all a mistake, and
that it was not yourself the}' meant to kill at all, at all.

"
Absurdity.—They were widening the road near Lord Claremont's seat as we

passed. A number of cars were drawn up at a particular point, where we also

halted, as we understood they were blowing a rock, and the nhnt was expected pre-
sently to go off. After waiting tAvo minutes or so, a fellow called out something,
and our carriage as a planet, and the cars for satellites, started all forward at once,
the Irishmen whooping and the horses galloping. Unable to learn the meaning of

this, I was only left to suppose that they had delayed firing the intended ahiT till

we should pass, and that we were passing quickly to make the delay as short as

possible. No such thing. By dint of making great haste, we got within ten yards
of the rock just when the blast took place, throwing dust and gravel on our car-

riage, and had our postilion brotight us a little nearer (it was not for the want of

hallooing and flogging that he did not), we should have had a still more serious share
of the explosion. The explanation I received from the drivers was, that they had
been told by the overseer that as the mine had been so lonir in going off, he dared

say we would have time to pass it—so we just waited long enough to make the

danger imminent. I have only to add, that two or three people got'beliind the car-

riage, just for nothing but to see how our honours got past." Went to the Oil-Gas Committee this morning, of which concern I am President,
or Chairman. This brings me into company with a body of active, business-beino-s,

money-making citizens of Edinburgh, chiefly Whigs, by the way, whose sentiments
and proceedinors amuse me. The stock is rather low in the market.

" Dined with Sir Robert Dundas, where we met Lord and Lady Melville. My
little nieces (ex officio) gave us some pretty music. I do not know and cannot utter

a note of music; and complicated harmonies seem to me a babble of confused

though pleasing sounds. Yet simple melodies, especially if connected with words
and ideas, have as much effect on me as on most people. But then I hate to hear
a young person sing without feeling and expression suited to the song. I cannot
bear a voice that has no more life in it than a piano-forte or a bugrle-horn. There
is about all the fine arts a something of soul and spirit, which, like the vital princi-

ple in man, defies the research of the most critical anatomist. You feel where it is

not, yet you cannot describe what it is you want. Sir Joshua, or some other great

painter, was lookingr at a picture on which much pains had been bestowed—' Why
yes,' he said, in a hesitating manner, '

it is very clever—very well dnne—cp.n't find

fault; but it wants something; it wants—it wants—d—n me—it wants that'—
throwing his hand over his head, and snapping his fingers. Tom Moore's is the

most exquisite warbling I ever heard. Next to him, David Macculloch for Scotch

songs. The last, when a boy at Dumfries, was much admired by Burns, who used

to get him to try over the words which he composed to new melodies. He is a

brother to Macculloch of Ardwell.

38
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* November 22.—Moore.—I saw Moore (for the first time, I may say) this season.

We had indeed met in public twenty years ajro. There is a manly frankness, with

perfect ease and good-breeding, about him which is delitrhtful. Not the least touch

of the poet or the pedant. A little—very little man. Less, I think, than Lewis,
and somewhat like him in person ; God knows, not in conversation, for Matt, though
a clever fellow, was a bore of tlie first descri])tion. Moreover, he looked always
like a schoolboy. Now Moore has none of this insignificance. His countenance

is plain, l)ut the expression so very animated, especially in speaking or singing,
tliat it is far more inti^resting than the finest features could have rendered it.

"
I was aware that Byron had often spoken, both in private society and in his

Journal, of Moore and myself, in the same breath, and with the same sort of re-

gard ; so I was curious to see what there could be in common betwixt us, Moore

having lived so much in the gay world, I in the country, and with people of busi-

ness, and sometimes with politicians ; Moore, a scholar, I none ; he a musician and

artist, I without knowledge of a note ; he a democrat, I an aristocrat—with many
other points of dilference ; besides his being an Irishman, I a Scotchman, and both

tolerably national. Yet there is a point of resemblance, and a strong one. We are

both good-humoured fellows, who rather seek to enjoy what is going forward than

to maintain our dignity as Lions
;
and we have both seen the world too widely and

too well not to contemn in our souls the imaginary consequence of literary people,
who walk with their noses in the air, and remind me always of the fellow whom
Johnson met in an alehouse, and who called himself ' the great Twalmly—Inventor

of the Jlond-gate iron fur smoothing linen.'' He also enjoys the Mot pour rire, ^mA
so do I. It was a pity that nothing save the total destruction of Byron's Memoirs
would satisfy his executors. But there was a reason—Premai Nox alta. It would
be a delightful addition to life, if T. ]M. had a cottage within two miles of one.

We went to the theatre together, and the house being luckily a good one, received

T, M. with rapture. I could have hugged them, for it paid back the debt of the

kind reception I met with in Ireland.
" Here is matter for a May morning, but much fitter for a November one. The

general distress in the city has aflfected H. and R., Constable's great agents. Should

they go, it is not likely that Constable can stand, and such an event would lead to

great distress and perplexity on the part of J.B, and myself. Thank God I have

enough to pay more than 20s. in the pound, taking matters at the very worst. But
much inconvenience must be the consequence. I had a lesson in 1814 which should

have done good ; but success and abundance erased it from my mind. But this is

no time for journalizing or moralizing either. Necessity is like a sour-faced cook-

maid, and I a turn-spit she has flogged, ere now, till he mounted his wheel. If

Woodstock* can be out by 25th January it will do much, and it is possible. Could
not Avrite to purpose for thick coming fencies.

' My spinningf wheel is auld and stiff,

The rock o't widna stand, sir ;

To keep the temper-pin in tiff,

Employs afl my hand, sir.'

" Went to dine at the Lord Justice-Clerk's, as I thought by invitation, but it was
for Tuesday se'ennight. Returned very well pleased, not being exactly in the hu-
mour for company, and had a beef-steak. My appetite is surely, excepting as to

(juantity, that of a farmer, for, eating moderately of any thing, my epicurean plea-
sure is in the most simple diet. Wine I seldom taste when alone, and use instead

a little spirits and water. I have of late diminished the quantity, for fear of a weak-
ness inductive to a diabetes—a disease which broke up my father's health, though
one of the most temperate men who ever lived. I smoke a couple of segars instead,
which operates equally as a sedative—

' Just to drive the cold winter away.
And drown the fatigues of the day.'

I smoked a good deal about twenty years ago when at Ashestiel ; but coming down
one morning to the parlour, I found, as the room was small and confined, that the

smell was unpleasant, and laid aside the use of the Nicotian weed for many 5'ears ;

but was again led to use it by the example of my son, a hussar officer, and my son-

in-law, an Oxford student. I could lay it aside to-morrow ; I laugh at the dominion
of custom in this and many things.
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' We make the giants first, and then—do not kill llicin.'

^^ November 23.—On comparing notes with Moore, I was confirmed in one or two

points which 1 had always laid down in considcrinir poor Byron. Om; w:is, that

like Rousseau he was apt to be very suspicious, and a plain downriirht sti.-adinnsH

of manner was the true mode to maintain his good oj)inion. Will Rose told me that

once, while sitting with Byron, he fixed insensibly his eyes on his feet, one of

which, it must be remombercd, was deformed. Looking up suddenly, ho saw By-
ron regarding him with a look of concentrated and deep displeasure, which wore otT

when he observed no consciousness or embarrassment in the countenance of l{ose.

Murray afterwards explained this, by telling Rose that Lord Byron was very jealous
of having this personal imperfection noticed or attended to. In another point, Moore

'

confirmed my previous opinion, namely, that Byron loved mischiet-making. Moore

had written to him, cautioning him against the project of establishing the paper
called the Liberal, in communion with men on whom he said the world had set its

mark. Byron showed this to the parties. Shelley wrote a modest and rather affect-

ing expostulation to iMoore. These two peculiarities of extreme suspicion and love

of mischief are both shades of the malady which certainly tinctured some part of

the character of this mighty genius; and without somfe tendency towards which,

genius perhaps cannot exist to great extent. The wheels of a machine to play

rapidly must not fit with the utmost exactness, else the attrition diminishes the

impetus.
" Another of Byron's peculiarities was the love of mystifying, which, indeed,

may be referred to that of mischief. There was no knowing how much or how
little to believe of his narratives. Instance :

—William Bankes expostulating with

him upon a dedication which he had written in extravagant terms of praise to Cam
Hobhouse, Byron told him that Cam had bored him about this dedication till he had

said, 'Well, it shall be so, provided you will write it yourself;' and affirmed that

Hobhouse did write the high-coloured dedication accordingly. I mentioned this to

Murray, having the report from Will Rose, to whom Bankes had mentioned it.

Murray, in reply, assured me that the dedication was written by Lord Byron him-

self, and showed it me in his own hand. I wrote to Rose to mention the thing to

Bankes, as it might have made mischief had the story trot into the circle. Byron
was disposed to think all men of imagination were addicted to mix fiction (or po-

etry) in their prose. He used to say he dared believe the celebrated courtezan of

Venice, about whom Rousseau makes so piquante a story, was, if one could see

her, a draggle-tailed wench enough, I believe that he embellished his own amours

considerably, and that he was, in many respects, le fanfarun de vices qu'il rCavoit

pas. He loved to be thought woful, mysterious, and gloomy, and sometimes hinted

at strange causes. I believe the whole to have been the creation and sport of a wild

and powerful fancy. In the same manner he crammed people, as it is termed, about

duels and the like, which never existed, or were much exaggerated.
" What I liked about Byron, besides his boundless genius, was his generosity of

spirit as well as purse, and his utter contempt of all the afl'ectations of literature,

from the school-magisterial style to the lackadaisical. His example has formed a

sort of upper house of poetry ;
—but

' There will be many peers
Ere such another Byron.'

u * * *
Talking of Abbotsford, it begins to be haunted by too much company of

every kind, but especially foreigners. I do not like them. I hate fine waistcoats,

and breast-pins upon dirty shirts. I detest the impudence that pays a
stranger

com-

pliments, and harangues about an author's works in his own house, which is surely

ill breeding. Moreover, they are seldom long of making it evident that they know

nothing about what they are talking of, excepting having seen the Lady of the Lake

at the opera. , t j t •

" Dined at St. Catherine's* with the Lord Advocate, Lord Melville, Lord Justice-

Clerk, Sir Archibald Campbell of Succoth, all class companions, and acquainted

well for more than forty years. All excepting Lord J. C. were at Frazer's class,

» St. Catherine's, the seat of Sir WiUiara Rae, Bart., then Lord Advocate, is about three

miles firora Edinburgh.
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Hiafh-School. Boyle joined us at college. There are, besides, Sir Adam Ferguson,
Colin Mackenzie, James Hope, Dr. James Buchan, Claud Russell, and perhaps two
or three more of and about the same period

—but

'

Apparent rari nantes in gurgite vastc'

" JVovember 2lih.—Talkinsf of strangers, London held, some four or five years
since, one of those animals who are lions at first, but by transmutation of two sea-

sons become in retrular course bores—Ugo Foscolo by name, a haunter of ]\Iurra3''s

shop and of literary parties. Ugly as a baboon, and intolerably conceited, he splut-

tered, blustered, and disputed, without even knowing the principles upon which
men of sense render a reason, and screamed all the while like a pig with a knife in

his throat. Another such animalaccio is a brute of a Manjuis de * *
*, who lately

inllicted two days on us at Abbotsford. These gentry never know what to make
of themselves in the forenoon, but sit tormenting the women to play at proverbs and
such trash.

^^

Foreigner (f a diffcretit caste. There was lately at Abbotsford, and is here for

education just now, a young Count Davidoff, with his tutor, Mr. Collyer. He is

nephew of the famous Orlows. It is quite surprising how much sense and sound

thinking this youth has at the early age of sixteen, without the least self-conceit or

forwardness. On the contrary, he seems kind, modest, and ingenuous. To ques-
tions which I asked about the state of Russia, he answereil with the precision and

accuracy of twice his years. I should be sorry the saying were verified in him—
' So wise so young, they say, do ne'er live long.'*

I saw also at Abbotsford two Frenchmen whom I liked, friends of Miss Dumergue.
One, called Le Noir, is the author of a tragedy which he had the grace never to

quote, and which I, though poked by some malicious persons, had not the grace
even to hint at. They were disposed at first to be complimentary, but I convinced
them it was not the custom here, and they took it well, and were agreeable.

" A little bilious this morning, for the first time these six months. It cannot be
the London matters which stick on my stomach, for that is mending, and may have

good effects on myself and others.
'• Dined with Robert Cockburn. Company, Lord Melville and family ; Sir John

and Lady Hope; Lord and Lad)' R. Kerr, and so forth. Combination of colliers

general, and coals up to double price ; the men will not work although, or rather

because they can make from thirty to forty shillings per week. Lord R. Kerr told

us he had a letter from Lord Forbes (son of Earl Granard, Ireland), that he was
asleep in his house at Castle Forbes, when awakened by a sense of suffocation

which deprived him of the power of stirring a limb, yet left him the consciousness
that the house was on fire. At this moment, and while his apartment was in flames,
his large dog jumped on the bed, seized his shirt, and dragged him to the stair-case,
where the fresh air restored his powers of existence and of escape. This is very
different from most cases of preservation of life by the canine race, when the animal

generally jumps into the water, in which element he has force and skill.
'

That of

fire is as hostile to him as to mankind.

" Xovember 25.—Read Jeffrey's neat and well-intended address to the mechanics

upon their combinations. Will it do good ? Umph. It takes onl)* the hand of a

Lilliputian to light a fire, but would require the diuretic powers of Gulliver to ex-

tinguish it. The Whigs will live and die in the heresy that the world is ruled by
little pamphlets and speeches, and that if you can sufficientlj' demonstrate that a

line of conduct is most consistent with men's interest, you have therefore and there-

by demonstrated that they will at length, after a few specclies on the subject, adopt
it of course. In this case we should have no need of laws or churches, for I am
sure there is no difUculty in proving that moral, regular, and steady habits conduce
to men's best interest, and that vice is not sin merely but folly. But of these men
each has passions and prejudices, the gratification of which he prefers, not only to

the general weal, but to that of himself.as an individual. Under the action of these

wayward impulses a man drinks to-day though he is sure of starving to-morrow.

»
King Richard III. Act III. Scene 1.
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He murders tomorrow, though he is sure to be handed on Wednesday; and peopL
are so slow to believe that which makes ai^ainst their own predominant pa-ssions^
that mechanics will combine to raise the price for one week, ihouf^b iht-y destroy
the manufacture for ever. The best remedy seems to be the probable supply of la-

bourers from other trades. Jeffrey proposes each mechanic shall learn some other
trade than his own, and so have two strings to his bow. He does not conHider the

length of a double apprenticeship. To make a man a good weaver and a crood
tailor would require as much time as the patriarch served for his two wives, Kach
mechanic has, indeed, a second trade, for he can dig and do rustic work. Perhaps
the best reason for breaking up the association will prove to be the expenditure of
the money which they have been simple enough to levy from the industrious for the

support of the idle. How much provision for the sick and the aged, the widow
and the orphan, has been expended in the attempt to get wages which the manufac-
turer cannot afford them, at any possible chance of selling his commodity !

" I had a bad fall last night coming home. There were unfinished houses at the

east end of Athole Crescent, and as I was on foot, I crossed the street to avoid the

materials which lay about; but, deceived by the moonlight, I slipped ankle-deep
into a sea of mud (honest earth and water, thank God), and fell on my hands. Ne-
ver was there such a representative of JFall in Pyramus and Thisbe—
1 was absolutely rough-cast. Luckily Lady 8. had retired when I J[„ht weJk's*!!'"

came home; so I enjoyed my tub of water without either remon- ler recording

strance or condolence. Cockburn's hospitality will get the benefit 'h'sgracefniact
, / 1 c n 1 .

"^
1 ''. T ,.

of submission, I

and renown ot my downfall, and yet has no claim to it. In future, founj iwasun-

though, I must take my coach at night
—a control on one's freedom, ^''''^.

'" '*'^''P ^

but it must be submitted to. I found a letter from Cadell, giving a
'^^"'^'"'^ '^ ^"•

cheering account of things in London. Their correspondent is getting into his

strength. Three days ago I would have been contented to buy this conaola, as Judy
says,* dearer than by a dozen falls in the mud.

" Mrs. Coutts, with the Duke of St. Albans and Lady Charlotte Beauclerk,
called to take leave of us. \Yhen at Abbotsford, his suit throve but coldly. She
made me, I believe, her confidant in sincerity. She had refused him twice, and

decidedly : he was merely on the footing of friendship. I urged it was akin to

love. She allowed she might marry the Duke, only she had at present not the least

intention that way. Is this frank admission more favourable for the Duke than an
absolute protestation against the possibility of such a marriage ? I think not. ll

is the fashion to attend Mrs. Coutts's parties, and to abuse her. I have always
found her a kind, friendly woman, without either affectation or insolence in the dis-

play of her wealth ; most willing to do good, if the means be shown to her. She
can be very entertaining, too, as she speaks without scruple of her stage life. So
much wealth can hardly be enjoyed without some ostentation. But what then"?

If the Duke marries her, he ensures an immense fortune : if she marries him, she
has the first rank. If he marries a woman older than himself by twenty years, she
marries a man younger in wit by twenty degrees. I do not think he will dilapidate
her fortune—he seems good and gentle : I do not think that she will abuse his soft-

ness—of disposition, shall I say, or of head % The disparity of ages concerns no

one but themselves ; so they have my consent to marry, if they can iret each other's.

Just as this is written, enter my Lord of St. Albans and Lady Charlotte, to beg I

would recommend a book of sermons to Mrs. Coutts. Much obliged for her good

opinion : recommended Logan's—one poet should always speak for another. The

mission, I suppose, was a little display on the part of good Mrs. Coutts of authority
over her high aristocratic suitor. I did not suspect her of turning (/ei'y/ce, and re-

tract my consent as given above, unless she remains '

burly, brisk, and jolly.'

Dined quiet with wife and daughter. Robert Cadell looked in in the evening on

business.
" I here register my purpose to practice economics. I have little temptation to

do otherwise. Abbotsford is all that I can make it, and too Ijirge for the property ;

so I resolve—
* This alludes to a strantre old woman, keeper of a public-house amonor the Wicklow

mountains, who, aniongf a world of oddities, cut short every word endins^ in tion, by tho

omission of the termination. Consola tor consolation—bothera for botheration, &c. &,c

Lord Plunkctt had taken care to parade Judy and all her peculiarities.

Vol. II. 3G 38*
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" No more buildincr ;

" No purchases of land, till times are quite safe ;

" No b\iyin(j books or expensive tritles—I mean to any extent ; and
"
Clearing olT encumbrances, with the returns of this year's labour ;

•' Which resolutions, with health and my habits of industry, will make me '

sleep
in spite of thunder.'

" After all, it is hard that the vagabond stock-jobbing Jews should, for their own

purposes, make such a shake of credit as noAv exists in London, and menace the

credit of men trading on sure funds like Hurst and Robinson. It is just like a set

of j)ickpockets, who raise a mob, in which honest folks are knocked down and

plundered, that they may pillage safely in the midst of the confusion they have

excited.

^^ Norember 2G.—The Court met late, and sat till mu ; detained from that hour
till four o'clock, being engaged in the perplexed atiairs of Mr. James Stewart of

Bnigh. This young gentleman is heir to a property of better than £1000 a-year
in Orkney. His mother married very young, and was wife, mother, and widow, in

the course of the first year. Being unfortunately under the direction of a careless

agent, she was unlucky enough to embarrass her affairs. I was asked to accept the

situation of one of the son's curators ; and trust to clear out his affairs and hers—
at least I will not fail for want of application. I have lent her £300 on a second

(and therefore doubtful) security over her house in Newinsfton, bought

Jivfth^s'u^P in for £1000, and on which £(500 is already secured. I have no con-

consequence of nexion with the family except that of compassion, and may not be
ray own misfor. rewarded even by thanks when the youngf man comes of ao-e. I have
tunes* ' c* ^

known my father often so treated by those whom he had laboured to

serve. But if we do not run some hazard in our attempts to do good, where is the

merit of them 1—So I will bring through my Orkney laird if I can. Dined at home

quiet with Lady S. and Anne.

" November 28.—People make me the oddest requests. It is not unusual for an

Oxonian or Cantab, who has outrun his allowance, and of whom I know nothing,
to apply to me for the loan of £20, £50, or £100. A captain of the Danish naval

service writes to me, that being in distress for a sum of money by which he might
transport himself to Columbia to offer his services in assisting to free that province,
he had dreamed I generously made him a present of it. I can tell him his dream

by contraries. I begin to find, like Joseph Surface, that too good a character is in-

convenient. I don't know what I have done to gain so much credit for generosity,
but I suspect I owe it to being supposed, as Puff says, one of ' those whom heaven
has blest with affluence.' Not too much of that neither, my dear petitioners,

though I may thank myself that your ideas are not correct.
" Dined at Melville Castle, whither I went through a snow-storm. I was glad

to find myself once more in a place connected with many happy days. Met Sir R.
Dundas and my old friend George, now Lord Abercromby, with his lady and a

beautiful girl his daughter. He is what he always was, the best-humoured man
living ;

and our meetings, now more rare than formerly, are seasoned with many a

recollection of old frolics and old friends.—I am entertained to see him just the same
he has always been, never yielding up his own opinion in fact, and yet in words

acquiescing in all that could be said against it. George was always like a wullow—he never offered resistance to the bnr.uh of argument, but never moved from his

rooted opinion, blow as it listed.—Exaggeration might make these peculiarities

highly dramatic : Conceive a man who always seems to be acquiescing in your sen-

timents, yet never changes his own, and this with a sort of hnnhornmie which shows
there is not a particle of deceit intended. He is only desirous to spare you the

trouble of contradiction.

" November 29.—Dined at Justice-Clerk's—the President—Captain Smollett of

Bonhill,—our new Commander-in-Chief, Hon. Sir Robert O'Callaghan, brother to

Earl of Lismore, a fine soldierlike man, with orders and badges;—also his yotmsfpr

brother, an agreeable man, whom I met at Lowther Castle this season. He com-

poses his own music and sings his own poetry
—has much good humour, enhanced

by a strono- touch of national dialect, wliich is always a rich sauce to an Irishman's
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good things. Dandyish, but not offensively ; and seems to liave a warm feeling
for the credit of his countrj'

—rather inconsistent with the tritlin<r and selfidh quietude
of a mere man of society.

" November 30.—I am come to the time when 'those that look out of the windows
shall be darkened.' I must now wear spectacles constantly in reading and writintj,

though till this winter I have made a shift by using only their occasional assist-

ance. Although my health cannot better, I feel my lameness becomes sometimes

painful, and often inconvenient. Walking on the pavement or the causeway gives
me trouble, and I am glad when I have accomplished my return on foot from the

Parliament House to Castle Street, though I can (taking a competent time, as old

Braxie said on another occasion) walk five or six miles in the country with pleasure.

Well, such things must come, and be received with cheerful submission. My early
lameness considered, it was impossible for a man to have been stronger or more ac-

tive than I have been, and that for twenty or thirty years. Seams will slit, and

elbows will out, quoth the tailor; and as I was fiftj'-four 15th August last, my
mental vestments are none of the newest. Then Walter, Charles, and Lockhart

are as active and handsome young fellows as you can see ; and while they enjoy

strength and activity, I can hardly be said to want it. I have perhaps all my life

set an undue value on these gifts. Yet it does appear to me that high and inde-

pendent feelings are naturally, though not uniformly or inseparably, connected with

bodily advantages. Strong men are usually good-humoured, and active men often

display the same elasticity of mind as of body. These superiorities, indeed, are

often misused. But, even for these things, God shall call us to judgment.
" Some months since, I joined with other literary folks in subscribing a petition

for a pension to Mrs. Grant of Laggan, which we thought was a tribute merited by
her as an authoress ; and, in my opinion, much more by the finnness and elasticity

of mind with which she had borne a succession of great domestic calamities. Un-

happily there was only about £100 open on the pension list, and this the ministers

assigned in equal portions to Mrs. G and a distressed lady, grand-daughter of a

forfeited Scottish nobleman. Mrs. G , proud as a Highland-woman, vain as

a poetess, and absurd as a blue-stocking, has taken this partition in malam partem,
and written to Lord Melville about her merits, and that her friends do not consider

her claims as being fairly canvassed, with something like a demand that her peti-

tion be submitted to the King. This is not the way to make hex pluck a bawbee, and

Lord M., a little miffed in turn, sends the whole correspondence to me to know
whether INIrs. G will accept the £50 or not. Now, hating to deal with ladies

when they are in an unreasonable humour, I have got the good-humoured Man of

Feeling to find out the lady's mind, and I take on myself the task of making her

peace with Lord M. There is no great doubt how it will end, for your scornful

dog will always eat your dirty pudding. After all, the poor lady is greatly to be

pitied ;
—her sole remaining daughter deep and far gone in a decline.

" Dined with my cousin, Robert Rutherford, being the first invitation since my
uncle's death, and our cousin Lieutenant-Colonel Russell* of Ashestiel, with his

sister Anne—the former newly returned from India—a fine gallant fellow, and dis-

tinguished as a cavalry ofllicer. He came over-land from India, and has observed a

sood deal. Knio-ht Marischal not well, so unable to attend the convocation of kith

and kin.

" December 1st.—Colonel Russell told me that the European Government had

discovered an ingenious mode of diminishing the number of burnings ot widows.

It seems the Shaster positively enjoins that the pile shall be so constructed that, if

the victim should repent even at the moment when it is set on fire, she may still

have the means of saving herself. The Brahmins soon found it was_ necessary to

assist the resolution of the sufferers, by means of a little pit into which they con-

trive to let the poor widow sink, so as to prevent her reapincr any benefit from a

late repentance. But the Government has brought them back to the regard ot this

law, and only permit the burning to go on when the pile is constructed with full

opportunitv of a locus penitentix. Yet the widow is so degraded if she dare t') sur-

vive, that "the number of burnings is still great. The quantity of female children

* Now Major-General Sir James Russell, K. C. B.
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destroyed by the Rajapoiit tribes. Colonel R. describes as very gfreat indeed. They
are stranijled by the mother. The principle is the aristocratic pride of these hitrh

castes, who breed up no more dauirhters than they can reasonably hn]ip to find

matches for in their own rank. Sinijular how artificial systems of feeling can be

made to overcome that love of olTsprinsi which seems instinctive in the females, not

of the human race only, but of the lower animals. This is the reverse of our sys-
tem of increasing game by shooting the old cock birds. It is a system would aid

Malthus rarely.
" I think this journal will suit me well ; if I can wax myself into an idea that it

is purely voluntarv, it may go on—nxilla dies sine lined. But never a being hated

task-work as 1 hate it, from my infancy upwards, and yet I have done a great deal

in my day. It is not that I am idle in my nature neither. But propose to me to do

one thing, and it is inconceivable the desire I have to do something else—not that

it is more easy or more pleasant, but jiist because it is escaping from an imposed
task. I cannot trace this love of contradiction to any distinct source, but it has

haunted me all my life. I could almost suppose it was mechanical, and that the

imposition of a piece of duty-labour operated on me like the mace of a bad billiard

player, which gives an impulse to the ball indeed, but sends it off at a tangent dif-

ferent from the course designed. Now, if I expend such eccentric movements on

this journal, it will be turning a wretched propensity to some tolerable account.

If I had thus employed the hours and half hours which I have whiled away in put-

ting otf something that must needs be done at last, my conscience! I should have

had a journal with a witness. Sophia and Lockhart came to Edinburgh to-day and

dined with us, meeting Hector Macdonald Buchanan, his Lady, and INIissie, James
Skene and his Lady, Lockhart's friend Cay, &c. They are lucky to be able to

assemble so many real friends, whose good wishes I am sure will follow tjiem in

their new undertaking.

" December 2.—Rather a blank day for the Gurnal. Sophia dined with us alone,

Lockhart being gone to the west to bid farewell to liis father and brothers. Even-

ing spent in talking with Sophia on their future prospects. God bless her, poor

girl, she never gave me a moment's reason to complain of her. But, my God,
that poor delicate child, so clever, so animated, yet holding by this earth with so

fearfully slight a tenure. Never out of his mother's thoughts, almost never out of

his father's arms when he has but a single moment to give to any thing. Beus

promdebit.

" December 3.—T. S. called last night to excuse himself from dining with Lock-

hart's friends to-day. I really fear he is near an actual stand-still. He has been

extremely improvident. When I first knew him he had an excellent estate, and

now he is deprived, I fear, of the whole reversion of the price, and this from no

vice or extreme, except a wasteful mode of buying jiictures and other costly trifles

at high prices, and selling them again for nothing, besides extravagant housekeeping
and profuse hospitality. An excellent disposition, with a considerable fund of ac-

quired knowledge, would have rendered him an agreeable companion, had he not

affected singularity, and rendered himself accordingly singularly affected. He was

very near being a poet, but a miss is as good as a mile. I knew him first, many
years ago, when he was desirous of my acquaintance, but he was too poetical for

me, or I was not poetical enough for him, so that we continued only ordinary ac-

quaintance, with good will on either side, which T. S. really deserves, as a more

friendly generous creature never lived. Lockhart hopes to get something done for

him, being sincerely attached to him, but says he has no hopes till he is utterly

ruined. That point I fear is not far distant, but what Lockhart can do for him //len

I cannot guess. His last effort failed, owing to a curious reason. T. S. had made
some translations, which he does extremely well, for give him ideas, and he never

wants choice of good words, and Lockhart had got Constable to offer some sort of

terms for them. T. S. has always, though possessing a beautiful power of hand-

writing, had some whim or other about imitating that of some other person, and has

written for months in the imitation of one or other of his friends. At present he

has renounced this amusement, and chooses to write with a brush upon large car-

tridge paper, somewhat in the Chinese fashion,—so when his work, wiiich was only
to extend to one or two volumes, arrived on the shoulders of two porters, in im-
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mense bales, our jolly bibliopole backed out of the treaty, and would havp nothtn?
more to do with T. S. He is a creature that is, or would be ihouijht, of imagina-
tion all com])act, and is influenced by strange whims. Hut lie is a kind hannU-ss

friendly soul, and I fear has been cruelly plundered of money, which he now wants

sadly.
" Dined with Lockhart's friends, about fifty in number, who pfave him a partine

entertainment. John Hope, Solicitor-General, in the chair, and Robert Dnndas,
croupier. The company most hifjhly respectable, and any man mifjht he proud of
such an indication of the interest they take in his progress in life. Tory principles
rather too violently upheld by some speakers. I came home about ten ; the party
sat late.

" December bth.—This morning- Ldckhart and Sophia left us early, and without

leave-taking; -when I rose at eight o'clock, they were gone. This was very right.
I hate red eyes and blowing of noses, ^ijere et paii Romamim est. Of all schools

commend me to the Stoics. We cannot indeed overcome our atTections, nor ought
we if we could, but we may repress them within due bounds, and avoid coaxing
them to make fools of those who should be their masters. 1 have lost some of the

comforts to which I chiefly looked for enjoyment. Well, I must make the more of

such as remain—God bless them. And so '
I will unto my holv work again,'*

which at present is the description of that wonderful triumvirate, Danton, Robes-

pierre, and Marat.
" I cannot conceive what possesses me, over every person besides, to mislay pa-

pers. I received a letter Saturday at e'en, inclosing a bill for £750 ; no deaf nuts.

Well, I read it, and note the contents ; and this day, as if it had been a wind bill

in the literal sense of the words, I search every where, and lose three hours of my
morning—turn over all my confusion in the w riting-desk

—break open one or two

letters, lest I should have enclosed the sweet and quickly convertible document in

them,—send for a joiner, and disorganize my scrutoire, lest it should have fallen

aside by mistake. I find it at last—the place where is of little consequence ; but

this trick must be amended.
" Dined at the Royal Society Club, where, as usual, was a pleasant meeting—

from twenty to twenty-five. It is a very good institution ; we pay two rfuineas only
for six dinners in the year, present or absent.' Dine at five, or rather half-past five,

at the Royal Hotel, where we have an excellent dinner, with soups, fish, &c., and
all in good order ; port and sherry till half-past seven, then coffee, and we go to the

Society. This preface of a good dinner, to be paid for whether you partake or not,

brings out many a philosopher who might not otherwise have attended. Harry
Mackenzie, now in his eighty-second or third year, read part of an Essay on Dreams.

Supped at Dr. Russell's usual party, which shall serve for one while.

" December 5ih.—A rare thing this literature, or love of tame or notoriety which

accompanies it. Here is Mr. Henry Mackenzie on the very brink of human disso-

lution, as actively anxious about it as if the curtain must not soon be closed on that

and every thing else, f He calls me his literary confessor ;
and I am sure lam

glad to return the kindnesses which he showed me long since in George Square.
No man is less known from his writings ; you would suppose a retired, modest,
somewhat affected man, with a white handkerchief', and a sigh ready for every sen-

timent. No such thing; H. M. is alert as a contracting tailor's needle in every sort

of business—a politician and a sportsman
—shoots and fishes in a sort even to this

day—and is the life of company with anecdotes and fun. Sometimes his daughter
tells me he is in low spirits at home, but really I never see any thing of it in

society.
"There is a maxim almost universal in Scotland, which I should like much to

see controlled. Every youth, of every temper and almost every description of

character, is sent either to study for the bar, or to a writer's office as an apprentice.
The Scottish seem to conceive Themis the most powerful of goddesses. Is a lad

stupid, the law will sharpen him ;
—is he mercurial, the law will make him sedate ;

*
King Richard III. Act III. So. 7.

t Mr. Mackenzie had been consulting Sir Walter about collecting his own juvenile

poetry.
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—has he an estate, he may get a sheriffdom ;
—is he poor, the richest lawyers have

emprgfed from poverty ;
—is he a Torj', he may hecome a depute-advocate ;

—is he a

Whiij. he may vith far hotter hope expect to become, in reputation at least, that

risincT counsel Mr. , when in fact he only rises at tavern dinners. Upon some
such wild views, advocates and writers multiply till there is no life for them, and
men give up the chase, hopeless and exhausted, and go into the army at five-and-

twenty, instead of eiirhteen, with a turn for expense perhaps—almost certainly for

proflitracy, and with a heart embittered against the loving parents or friends who

compelled them to lose six or seven years in dusting the rails of the stair with their

black gowns, or scribbling nonsense for two-pence a page all day, and laying out

twice their earninirs at night in whiskey-punch. Here is T. L. now. Four or five

years ago, from certain indications, I assured his friends he would never be a

writer. Good-natured lad, too, when Bacchus is out of the question; but at other

times so pugnacious, that it was wished he could only be properly placed where

fighting was to be a part of his duty, regulated by time and place, and paid for ac-

cordiniily. Well, time and instruction have been thrown away, and now, after

fighting two regular boxing-matches and a duel with pistols in the course of one

week, he tells them roundly he will be no writer, which common-sense might have
told them before. He has now perhaps acquired habits of insubordination, un-

fitting him for the arm}% where he might have been tamed at an earlier period. He
is too old for the navy, and so he must go to India, a guinea-pig on board a China-

man, with what hope or view it is melancholy to guess. His elder brother did all

man could to get his friends to consent to his going into the army in time. The lad

has good-humour, courage, and most gentlemanlike feelings, but he is incurably

dissipated I fear; so goes to die in a foreign land. Thank God, I let Walter take

his own way ; and I trust he Avill be a useful, honoured soldier, being, for his time,

high in the service ; whereas at home he would probably have been a wine-bibbing,
moor-fowl shooting, fox-hunting Fife squire

—
living at Lochore without either aim

or end—and well if he were no worse. Dined at home with Lady S. and Anne.
Wrote in the evening.

" December 1th.—Teind day—at home of course. Wrote answers to one or two
letters which have been lying on my desk like snakes, hissing at me for my dilato-

riness. Received a letter from Sir W. Knighton, mentioning that the King acqui-
esced in my proposal that Constable's Miscellany should be dedicated to him.

Enjoined, however, not to make this public, till the draft of dedication shall be ap-

proved. This letter tarried so long, I thought some one had insinuated the proposal
was

i7)fra dig. I don't think so. The purpose is to bring all the standard works,
both in sciences and the liberal arts, within the reach of the lower classes, and en-

able them thus to use with advantage the education which is given them at every
hand. To make boys learn to read, and then place no good books within their

reach, is to give men an appetite, and leave nothing in the pantry save unwholesome
and poisonous food, which, depend upon it, they will eat rather than starve. Sir

William, it seems, has been in Germany.
"
Mighty dark this morning : it is past ten, and I am using my lamp. The vast

number of houses built beneath us to the north certainly renders our street darker

during the days in which frost or haze prevents the smoke from rising. After all,

it ma}^ be my older eyes, I remember two years ago, when Lord Hermand began
to fail somewhat in his limbs, he observed that Lord Succoth came to Court at a

more early hour than usual, whereas it was he himself who took longer time to

walk the usual distance betwixt his house and the Parliament Square. I suspect
old gentlemen often make these mistakes.

" Dined quiet with Lady S and Anne. Anne is practising Scots songs,
which I take as a kind compliment to my own taste, as hers leads her chiefly to

foreign music. I think the good girl sees that I want and must miss her sister's

peculiar talent in singing the airs of our native country, which, imperfect as my
musical ear is, make, and always have made the most pleasing impression on me.
And so if she puts a constraint on herself for my sake, I can only say, in requital,
God bless her.

" I have much to comfort me in the present aspect ofmy family. My eldest son,

independent in fortune, united to an affectionate wife—and of good hopes in his pro-
fession ;

—my second, with a good deal of talent, and in the way, I trust, of culti-
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vatintj it to good purpose. Anne, an honest, downriirht, good Scots lass, in whom
1 could only wish to correct a spirit of satire; and Lockhart is Lockhart, to whi'iii

I can most willincjly confide the happiness of the dauirhter who chos»; him, and
whom he has chosen. But my dear wife, the partner of early cares and siiccessfs,

is, I fear, frail in health—though I trust and pray slie may see mo out. Indeed, if

this troublesome complaint goes on—it bodes no long existence. My brother was
affected with the same weakness, which, before he was fifty, l)rought on mortal

symptoms. The poor Major had been rather a free liver. But my father, the nmsl
abstemious of men, save when the duties of hospitality ro((uired him to bo very
moderately free with his bottle, and that was very seldom, had the same weakntss
of the powers of retention which now annoys me, and he, I think, was not above

seventy when cut off. Square the odds, and good-night Sir Walter about sixty.
—

I care not, if I leave my name unstained, and my family properly settled—Sat tJil

vixisse.

"
December, 8th.—Talking of the vixisse, it may not be impertinent to notice that

Knox, a young poet of considerable talent, died here a week or two since. His
father was a respectable yeoman, and he himself, succeeding to good farms under

the Duke of Buccleuch, became too soon his own master, and plunged into dissipa-
tion and ruin. His talent then showed itself in a fine strain of pensive poetry,

called, I think,
' The Lonely Hearth,'* far superior to that of ]\Iichaei Bruce, whose

consumption, by the way, has been the
life

of his verses. But poetry, nay good

poetry, is a drug in the present day. I am a wretched patron
—I cannot go about

with a subscription-paper, like a pocket-pistol, and draw unawares on some honest

country-gentleman, who has as much alarm as if I had used the phrase
' stand and

deliver,' and parts with his money with a grimace, indicating some suspicion that

the crown-piece thus levied goes ultimately into the collector's own pocket. This
I see daily done ; and I have seen such collectors, when they have exhausted papa
and mamma, continue their trade among the misses, and conjure out of their pockets
their little funds which should carry them to a play or an assembly. It is well

people will go through this—it does some good, I suppose, and they have great
merit who can sacrifice their pride so far as to attempt it in this way. For my part
I am a bad promoter of subscriptions; but I wished to do what I could for this lad,

whose talent I really admired ; and I am not addicted to admire heaven-born poets,
or poetry that is reckoned very good considerin<r. I liad him, Knox, at Abbotsford,
about ten )"ears ago, but found him unfit for that sort of society. I tried to help

him, but there were temptations he could never resist. He scrambled on writing
for the booksellers and magazines, and living like the Otways, and Savages, and

Chattertons of former days, though I do not know that he was in extreme want.

His connexion with me terminated in begging a subscription, or a guinea, now and

then. His last works were spiritual hymns, and which he wrote very well. In

his own line of society he was said to exhibit infinite humour; but all his works

are grave and pensive, a style, perhaps, like Master Stephen's melancholy, affected

for the nonce.
" Mrs. Grant intimates that she will take her pudding—her pension, I mean (see

30th November), and is contrite, as Henry Mackenzie vouches. I am glad the

stout old girl is not foreclosed, faith. Cabbing a pension in these times is like

hunting a pig with a soap'd tail, monstrous apt to slip through your fingers.

" December 9.—Yesterday I read and wrote the whole day and evening. To-ilay

I shall not be so happy. Having Gas-Light Company to attend at two, I must be

brief in journalizing.
"The gay world has been kept in hot water lately by the impudent pnblirati<ui

of the celebrated Harriet Wilson—who, punk from earliest possibility, I suppose,
has lived with half the gay world at hack and manger, and now obliges such as

will not pay hush-money wfth a historj' of whatever she knows or can invent about

them. She must have been assisted in the style, spelling, and diction, though the

* WilHam Knox died 12th November. He had pubhshed "Sonars of Israel, 1>-JI;"

" A Visit to Dublin, 1624 ;"
" The Harp of Zion, 1825," &c. ; besides tlie

"
Lonely Hearth."

His publisher (IMr. Anderson, junior, of Edinbnrgb) remembers that Sir Walter occasjoa-

aUy wrote to Knox, and sent him money, JCIO at a time.
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attempt at wit is very poor, that at pathos sickeninfj. But there is some gooA
retailinti of conversations, in which the style of the speakers, so far as known to me,
is exactly imitated, and some thintrstold, as said by individuals of each other, which
will sound unpleasantly in each other's ears. I admire the address of Lord A ,

himself very sorrily handled from time to time. Some one asked him if H. W.
had been pretty correct on the whole. 'Why, faith,' he replied,

'
I believe so'—

when, raisincr his eyes, he saw Q D , whom the little jilt had treated

atrociously
—' what concerns the present company always excepted, you know,'

added Lord A , with infinite presence of mind. As he was in part casit with

Q. D., no more could be said. After all, IT. W. heats Con Philips, Anne Bellamy,
and all former demireps, out and out. I think I supjied once in her company, more
than twenty years since, at Mat Lewis's in Artryle Street, where the company, as

the Duke says to Lucio, 'chanced to be fairer than honest.'* She was far from

beautiful, if it be the same chiffonnc, but a smart saucy trirl, with jrood eyes and

dark hair, and the manners of a wild schoolboy. I am glad this accidental meeting
has escaped her memory—or, perhaps, is not accurately recorded in mine—for,

being a sort of French falconer, who hawk at all they see, I might have had a dis-

tinction which I am far from desiring.
" Dined at Sir .John Hay's—a large party. In the morning a meeting of Oil-Gas

Committee. The concern hangs a little ;

' It may do weel, for ought it's done yet,
But only

—it's no just begun yct.'t

" December 10.—A stormy and rainy day. Walk it from the Court through the

rain. I don't dislike this. Egad, I rather like it ; for no man that ever stepped on

heather has less dread than I of the catch cold
;
and I seem to regain, in buffeting

with the wind, a little of the high spirit with which, in younger days, I used to

enjoy a Tam-o' Shanter ride through darkness, wind, and rain, the boughs groaning
and cracking over my head, the good horse free to the road and impatient for home,
and feeling the weather as little as I did,

'The storm around might roar and rustle,

We did na mind the storm a whistle'

"Answered two letters—one answer to a schoolboy, who writes himself Captain
of Giggleswick School (a most imposing title), entreating the youngster not to com-
mence editor of a magazine to be entitled the Yorkshire ]\Iuffin, I think, at seven-

teen years old—second, to a soldier of the 79th, showing why I cannot oblige him

by getting his discharge, and exhorting him rather to bear with the wickedness and

profanity of the service, than take tlie very precarious step of desertion. This is

the old receipt of Durandarte— Patience, cousin, and shuffle the cards ; and I suppose
the correspondents will think I have been too busy in offering my counsel where I

was asked for assistance.

"A third roTue writes to tell me—rather of the latest, if the matter was of con-

sequence
—that he approves of the first three volumes of the Heart of Mid-Lothian,

but totally condemns the fourth. Doubtless he thinks his opinion worth the seven-

pence sterling which his letter costs. However, an author should be reasonably
well pleased when three-fourths of his work are acceptable to the reader. The
knave demands of me, in a postscript, to get back the sword of Sir William Wal-
lace from England, where it was carried from Dumbarton Castle. I am not Master-

General of the Ordnance, that I know. It was wrong, however, to take away that

and Mons Meg. If I go to London this spring, I will renew my negotiation with
the Great Duke for recovery of Mons Meg.

" There is nothing more awful than to attempt to cast a glance among the clouds

and mists which hide the broken extremity of the celebrated bridge of Mirza.:t

Yet, when every day brings us nigher that termination, one would almost think our

views should become clearer. Alas! it is not so: there is a curtain to be with-

drawn, a veil to be rent, before we shall see things as they really are. There are

few, I trust, who disbelieve the existence of a God ; nay, I doubt if at all times,

and in all moods, any single individual ever adopted tliat hideous creed, though

* Measure for Measure, Act. IV., Scene 3.

t Burns's Dedication to Gavin Hamilton. t Spectator, No. 159.
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some have professed it. With the belief of a Deity, that of the
iiniu'irtnlity of the

soul and of the state of future rewards and punishments is indissoluSly linki-d.

More we are not to know ; but neither are wo prohibited from all attciin)^, 1ki\v«-v<,t

vain, to pierce the solemn sacred qrloom. The expressions used in S.Tiptiiri- aro
doubtless metaphorical, for penal fires and heavenly melody are only ajiplicahic to

beings endowed with corporeal senses; and at least till the period of the resurrec-

tion, the spirits of men, whether entering into the perfection of the just, or com-
mitted to the regions of punishment, are not connected with bodies. Neither is it

to be supposed that the glorified bodies which shall arise in the last day will bo

capable of the same gross indulgences with which ours are now solaced. That the

idea of Mahomet's paradise is inconsistent with the purity of our heavenly religion
will be readily granted ; and see Mark xii. 25. Harmony is obviously chosen as

the least corporeal of all gratifications of the sense, and as the type of love, unity,
and a state of peace and perfect happiness. But they have a poor idea of the

Deit}% and the rewards which are destined for the just made perfect, who can only

adopt the literal sense of an eternal concert—a never-ending birth-day ode. I rather

suppose this should be understood some commission from the Highest, some duty
to discharge with the applause of a satisfied conscience. That the D(Mty, who him-

self must be supposed to feel love and aifection for the beings he has called into

existence, should delegate a portion of those powers, I for one cannot conceive alto-

gether so wrong a conjecture. We would then find reality in Milton's sublime ma-

chinery of the guardian saints or genii of kingdoms. Nay, wo would approach to

the Catholic idea of the employment of saints, though without approaching the

absurdity of saint-worship, which degrades their religion. There would be, we
must suppose, in these employments difficulties to overcome, and exertions to be

made, for all which the celestial beings employed would have certain appropriate

powers. I cannot help owning that a life of active benevolence is more consistent

with my ideas than an eternity of music. But it is all speculation, and it is impos-
sible to guess what we shall do, unless we could ascertain the equally difficult pre-
vious question, what we are to be. But there is a God, and a just God—a judg-
ment and a future life—and all who own so much let them act according to the faith

that is in them. I would not of course limit tiie range of my genii to this confined

earth. There is the universe with all its endless extent of worlds.
"
Company at home—Sir Adam Ferguson and his Lady ; Colonel and Miss Rus-

sell ;
Count Davidotf, and Mr. CoUyer. By the by, 1 observe that all men whose

name is obviously derived from some mechanical trade, endeavour to disguise and

antiquate, as it were, their names, by spelling them after some quaint manner or

other. Thus we have Collyer, Smythe, Tailleure ; as much as to say, my ancestor

was indeed a mechanic, but it was a world of time ago, when the word was spelled

very unlike the modern usage.
—Then we had young Whitebank and Will Allan

the artist, a very agreeable, simple-mannered, and pleasant man.

" December 11.—A touch of the morbus eruditorum, to which I am as little subject

as most folks, and have it less now than when young. It is a tremor of the head,

the pulsation of which becomes painfully sensible—a disposition to causeless alarm

—much lassitude—and decay of vigour and activity of intellect. The reins feel

wear}^ and painful, and the mind is apt to receive and encourage gloomy apprehen-
sions. Fighting with this fiend is not always the best way to conquer him. I

have found exercise and the open air better than reasoning. But such weather as is

now without doors does not encourage la petite guerre, so we must give him battle

in form, by letting both mind and body know that, supposing one the House of

Commons and the other the House of Peers, my will is sovereign over both. There

is a fine description of this species of mental weakness in the fine play of Beau-

mont and Fletcher, called the Lover's Progress, where the man, warned that his

death is approaching, works himself into an a<rony of fear, and calls for assistance,

though there is no apparent danger. The apparition of the innkeeper's ghost, in

the same play, hovers between the ludicrous and the terrible ; and to me the touches

of the former quality which it contains, seem to augment the offi^ct of the latter—

they seem to give reality to the supernatural, as being a circumstance with which

an inventor would hardly have garnished his storj'.

Vol. II. 3H 39
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" December 12.—Hoggf came to breakfast this morning, and brought for his com-

panion the Galashiels bard, David Thomson,* as to a meeting o{ huz Tividale poets.
The honest grunter opines with a delightful naivete that 3'luj'r^s verses are far owre
sweet—answered by Thomson that Moore's ear or notes, I forget which, were finely

strung.
'

They are far owre finely strung,' replied he of the Forest,
' for mine are

just right.' It reminded me of Queen Bess, when questioning Melville sharply
and closely whether Mary was taller than her, and extracting an answer in the

affirmative, she replied,
' Then your Queen is too tall, for I am just the proper

height.'
" Was engaged the w^hole day with Sheriff Court processes. There is something

sickening in seeing ])oor devils drawn into great expenses about trifles by interested

attorneys. But too cheap access to litigation has its evils on the other hand, for the

proneness of the lower class to gratify spite and revenge in this way would be a

dreadful evil were they able to endure the expense. Very few cases come before

the Sheriff Court of Selkirkshire that ought to come any where. Wretched wrang-
lino-s about a few pounds, begun in spleen, and carried on from obstinacy, and at

length, from fear of the conclusion to the banquet of ill-humour,
' D—n—n of ex-

penses.'! ^
'-'"y

^° check it as well as I can
;

' but so will be when I am gone.'

" Decemher 12.—Dined at home, and spent the evening in writing
—Anne and

Lady Scott at the theatre to see Mathews—a very clever man my friend Mathews ;

but it is tiresome to be funny for a whole evening, so I was content and stupid at

home.
"An odd optical delusion has amused me these two last nights. I have been of

late, for the first time, condemned to the constant use of spectacles. Now, when I

have laid them aside to step into a room dimly lighted, out of the strong light which
I use for writing, I have seen, or seemed to see, through the ruins of the same spec-
tacles which I have left behind me. At first the impression was so lively that I

put my hands to my eyes, believing I had the actual spectacles on at the moment.
But what I saw was only the eidolon or image of said useful servants. This forti-

fies some of Dr. Hibbert's positions about spectral appearances.

'^December 13.—Letter from Lady Stafford—kind and friendly after the wont of

Banzu-Mohr-ar-chat.:): This is wrong spelled I know. Her countenance is some-

thing for Sophia, whose company should be, as ladies are said to choose their liquor—little and good. To be acquainted with persons of mere ton is a nuisance and a

scrape
— to be known to persons of real fashion and fortune is in London a very

great advantage. In London second-rate fashion is like false jewels.
" Went to the yearly court of the Edinburgh Assurance Company, to which I am

one of those graceful and useless appendages, called Directors Extraordinary—an

extraordinary director I should prove had they elected me an ordinary one. There
were there moneyers and great oneyers,§ men of metal—counters and discounters—
sharp, grim, prudential faces—eyes weak with cyphering by lamp-light

—men who
say to gold Be thou paper, and to paper Be thou turned into fine gold. Many a

bustling, sharp-faced, keen-eyed writer too— some perhaps speculating with their

clients' property. My reverend seigniors had expected a motion for printing their

contract, which I, as a piece of light artillery, was brought down and got into bat-

tery to oppose. I should certainly have done this on the general ground, that while

each person could at any time obtain sight of the contract at a call on the directors

or managers, it would be absurd to print it for the use of the company—and that

exposing it to the eyes of the world at large was in all respects unnecessary, and

might teach novel companies to avail themselves of our rules and calculations—if

false, for the purjjose of exposing our errors—if correct, for the purpose of improv-

ing their own schemes on our model. But my eloquence was not required, no one

renewing the motion under question ; so off I came, my ears still ringing with the

sounds of thousands and tens of thousands, and my eyes dazzled with the golden

gleam oflfered by so many capitalists.

* See ante, p. 299. t Burns's Address to the Unco Gude.

\ Banamhorar-Chat, i. e. the Great Lady of the Cat, is the Gaelic title of the Countess-

Duchess of Sutherland. The County of Sutherland itself is in that dialeet Catley, and in

the English name of the neighbouring one, Caithness, we have another trace of the early
'settlement of the Clan Chattan ; whose chiefs bear the cognizance of a Wild Cat.

§ See 1st King Henry IV. Act IL Scene 1.



DIARY— DECEMBER, 1825. 409

" "Walked home with the Solicitor*—decidedly the most hopeful young man of
his time ; hiofh connexions, s^reat talent, spirited ambition, a ready elocution, with a
good voice and

dignified manners, prompt and steady courage, vi<rilanl and constant
assiduity, popularity with the young men, and the good opinion of the old will if
I mistake not, carry him as high as any man who has arisen here since the' days' of
old Hal Dundas.f He is hot though, and rather hasty: this sliould l)e anu;ndt'd.

They who would play at single-stick must bear with pleasure a rap over the knuckles!
Dined quietly with Lady Scott and Anne.

" December 14.—Affairs very bad again in the money-market in London. It must
come here, and I have far too many engagements not to feel it. To end the matter
at once, I intend to borrow £10,000, with which my son's marriage-contract allows
me to charge my estate. This will enable us to dispense in a great measure with
bank assistance, and sleep in spite of thunder. I do not know why it is—this busi-
ness makes me a little bilious, or rather the want of exercise during the Session,
and this late change of the weather to too much heat. But the sun and moon shall
dance on the green ere carelessness or hope of gain, or facility of getting cash,
shall make me go too deep again, were it but for the disquiet of the thing.

" December 15.—Dined at home with family. I am determined not to stand mine
host to all Scotland and England as I have done. This shall be a saving, as it must
be a borrowing year. We heard from Sophia ; they are got safe to town ; but as
Johnnie had a little bag of meal with him, to make his porridge on the road, the
whole inn-yard assembled to see the operation. Junor, his maid, was of opinion
that England w^as an ' awfu' country to make parritch in.' God bless the poor baby,
and restore his perfect health !

^'December 16.—T. S. and his friend Robert Wilson came—the former at four, as
usual—the latter at three, as appointed. Robert Wilson frankly said that T. S.'s

case was quite desperate, that he was insolvent, and that any attempt to save him
at present would be just so much cash thrown away. God knows, at this moment
I have none to throw away uselessly. For poor S., there was a melancholy mix-
ture of pathos and affectation in his statement, which really affected me ; while it

told me that it would be useless to help him to money on such very empty plans.
I endeavoured to persuade him to make a virtue of necessity, resign all to his cre-

ditors, and begin the world on a new leaf. I offered him Chiefswood for a tempo-
rary retirement. Lady Scott thinks I was wrong, and nobody could less desire such
a neighbour, all his affectations being caviare to me. But then the wife and chil-

dren ! Went again to the Solicitor on a wrong night, beincj asked for to-morrow.

Lady Scott undertakes to keep ray engagements recorded in future. ' Sed quis cus-

todiet ipsam custodem ]'

''December 17.—Dined with the Solicitor— Lord Chief-Baron— Sir William

Boothby, nephew of old Sir Brook, the dandy poet, &c. Annoyed with anxious

presentiments, which the night's post must dispel or confirm.

" December 18.—Poor T. S. called again yesterday. Through his incoherent,
miserable tale, I could see that he had exhausted each access to credit, and yet

fondly imagines that, bereft of all his accustomed indulgences, he can work with a

literary zeal unknown to his happier days. I hope he may labour enough to gain
the mere support of his family. For m)'self, if things go badly in London, the

magic wand of the Unknown will be shivered in his grasp. He must then, faith,

be termed the Too-well-known. The feast of fancy will be over with the feeling
of independence. I shall no longer have the delight of waking in the morning with

bright ideas in my mind, hasten to commit them to paper, and count them monthly,
as the means of planting such scaurs, and purchasing such wastes ; replacing my
dreams of fiction by other prospective visions of walks by

* Jolm Hope, Esq. (now Dean of the Faculty of Advocates) was at this time Solicitor-

General for Scotland.

t Henry Dundas, the first Viscount Melville, first appeared in Parhament as Lord Advo-

cate of Scotland.
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' Fountain heads, and pathless groves ;

Places which pale passion loves.'

This cannot be ; but I may work substantial husbandry, i. e. write history, and such

concerns. They will not be received with the same enthusiasm ; at least I much
doubt. The jreneral knowledire that an author must write for his bread, at least for

improving his pittance, degrades him and his productions in the public eye. He
falls into the second-rate rank of estimation :

' While the harness sore galls, and the spurs his side goad,
The high-mettled racer's a hack on the road.'

It is a bitter thought ;
but if tears start at it, let them flow. My heart clings to

the place I have created. There is scarce a tree on it that does not owe its being
to me.

" What a life mine has been !
—half educated, almost wholly neglected, or left

to myself; stuffing my head with most nonsensical trash, and undervalued by most
of my companions for a time ; getting forward, and held a bold and clever fellow,

contrary to the opinion of all who thought me a mere dreamer ; broken-hearted for

two j'ears ; mj' heart handsomely pieced again ; but the crack will remain till my
dying day. Rich and poor four or five times ; once on the verge of ruin, yet opened
a new source of wealth almost overflowing. Now to be broken in my pitch of

pride, and nearly winged (unless good news should come); because London chooses

to be in an uproar, and in the tumult of bulls and bears, a poor inoffensive lion like

myself is pushed to the wall. But what is to be the end of it ? God knows ; and

so ends the catechism.
"
Nobody in the end can lose a penny by me—that is one comfort. Men will

think pride has had a fall. Let them indulge their own pride in thinking that my
fall will make them hio-her or seem so at least. I have the satisfaction to recollect

that my prosperity has been of advantage to many, and to hope that some at least

will forgive my transient wealth on account of the innocence of my intentions, and

my real wish to do good to the poor. Sad hearts, too, at Darnick, and in the cot-

tages of Abbotsford. I have half resolved never to see the place again. How
could I tread my hall with such a diminished crest ] How live a poor indebted

man, where I was once the wealthy—the honoured. I was to have gone there on

Saturday in joy and prosperity to receive my friends. INIy dogs will wait for me in

vain. It is foolish—but the thoughts of parting from these dumb creatures have
moved me more than any of the painful reflections I have put down. Poor things,
I must get them kind masters ! There may be yet those who, loving me, may love

my dog, because it has been mine. I must end these gloomy forebodings, or I

shall lose the tone of mind with which men should meet distress. I feel my dogs'
feet on my knees. I hear them whining and seeking me every where. This is

nonsense, but it is what they would do could they know how things may be. An
odd thought strikes me—When I die, will the journal of these days be taken out

of the ebony cabinet at Abbotsford, and read with wonder, that the well seeming
Baronet should ever have experienced the risk of such a hitch? Or will it be

found in some obscure lodging-house, where the decayed son of Chivalry had hung
up his scutcheon, and where one or two old friends will look grave and whisper to

each other,
' Poor gentleman'

—' a well-meaning man'—'

nobody's enemy but his

own'—'
thought his parts would never wear out'—'

family poorly left'—'

pity he

took that foolish title.' Who can answer this question 1

" Poor Will Laidlaw—poor Tom Purdie—such news will wring your hearts, and

many a poor fellow besides to whom mj- prosperity was daily bread.
"
Ballantyne behaves like himself, and sinks the prospect of his own ruin in con-

tem])lating mine. I tried to enrich him indeed, and now all, all is in the balance.

He will have the .Journal still, that is a comfort, for sure they cannot find a better

editor. Thei/
—alas, who will

they
be—the unhekannten ohcrn* who may have to

dispose of my all as they will 1 Some hard-eyed banker—some of these men of

millions whom I described.
"

I have endeavoured to give vent to thoughts naturally so painful by writing
these notes—partly to keep them at bay by busying myself with the history of the

* Unbekannten obern—unknown rulers.
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French Convention. I thank God I can do both with reasonable composure. I

wonder how Anne will bear such an aflliction. She is passionate, but stout-hearted
and couraorepus in important matters, though irritable in trifles. I am plad Lock-
hart and his wife are gone. Why ! 1 cannot tell—but I «;« pleased t(j be left to

my^ own regrets, without being melted by condolences, though of the most sincere
and affectionate kind.

"
Oddly enough, it happened mine honest friend Hector Macdonald came in be-

fore dinner, to ask a copy of my seal of arms, with a sly kindliness of intimation
that it was for some agreeable purpose. Ilulf-paat eiffht. I closed this book under
the impression of impending ruin. I open it an hour after (thanks be to God) with
the strong hope that matters will be got over safely and honourably, in a mercantile

sense. Cadell came at eight to communicate a letter from Hurst and Robinson,

intimating they had stood the storm.
" I shall always think the better of Cadell for this—not because his feet are

beautiful on the mountains who brings good tidings, but because he showed feeling—deep feeling, poor fellow. He, who I thought had no more than his numeration-

table, and who, if he had had his whole counting-house full of sensibility, had yet
his wife and children to bestow it upon—I will not forget this, if all ket-ps right.
I love the virtues of rough-and-round men—the others' are apt to escape in salt

rheum, sal-volatile, and a white pocket-handkerchief.

" December 19.—Ballantyne here before breakfast. He looks on last night's news
with confidence. Constable came in and sat an hour. The old gentleman is as

firm as a rock. He talks of going: to London next week. But I must 20 to work.s

" December 20.—Dined at Lord Chief-Baron's. Lord Justice-Clerk; Lord-Presi-

dent; Captain Scarlett, a gentleman-like young man, the son of the great Counsel-

lor,* and a friend of my son Walter ; Lady Charlotte Hope and other womankind ;

R. Dundas, of Arniston, and his pleasant and good-humoured little wife, whose

quick, intelligent look pleases me more, though her face be plain, than a hundred
mechanical beauties. I like Ch. Ba. Shepherd very much—as much, I think, as

any man I have learned to know of late years. There is a neatness and precision,
a closeness and truth in the tone of his conversation, which shows what a lawyer
he must have been. Perfect good-humour and naivete of manner, with a little

warmth of temper on suitable occasions. His great deafness alone prevented him
from being Lord Chief-Justice. I never saw a man so patient under such a malady.
He loves society, and converses excellently ; yet is often obliged, in a mixed com-

pany particularly, to lay aside his trumpet, retire into himself, and withdraw from
the talk. He does this with an expression of patience in his countenance which
touches one much. Constable's license for the Dedication is come, which will

make him happy.f

" December 21s/.—Dined with James Ballantyne, and met R. Cadell, and my old

friend Mathews, the comedian, with his son, now grown up a clever lad, who makes

songs in the style of James Smith or Colman, and sings them with spirit. There

have been odd associations attending my two last meetings with Mathews. The
last time I saw him before yesterday evening he dined with me in company with

poor Sir Alexander Boswell, who was killed within a week.ij: I never saw Sir

Alexander more. The time before was in 1815, when John Scott of Gala and I

were returning from France, and passed through London, when we brought Mathews
down as far as Leamington. Poor Byron lunched, or rather made an early dinner

with us at Long's, and a most brilliant day we had of it. I never saw Byron so

full of fun, frolic, wit, and whim : he was as playful as a kitten. Well, I never

saw him again. § So this man of mirth, with bis merry meetings, has brought me

* Mr. Scarlett, now Lord Abingcr.

t The Dedication of Constable's Miscellany was penned by Sir Walter :—" To ins Ma-

jesty King George IV., the most generous" Patron even of the most humble attempts

towards the advantage of his subjects : This Miscellany, designed to extend useful know--

ledge and elegant literature, bv placing works of standard merit within tlie attainment of

every class of Readers, is most humbly inscribed by His Majesty's dutiful and devoted

subject
—Archibald Constable."

t See ante, p. 265. § Sec ante, vol. i. p. 556.

39 *
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no luck. I like better that he should throw in his talent of mimicry and humour
into the present current tone of the company, than that he should be required to

give this, that, and t'other hit selected from his public recitations. TBhey are good
certainly

— excellent; hut then yon must laugh, and that is always severe to me.

When 1 do laugh in sincerity, the joke must be or seem to be unpremeditated. I

could not help thinking, in the midst of the glee, what gloom had lately been over

the minds of three of the company. What a strange scene if the surge of con-

versation could suddenly ebb like the tide, and show us the state of people's real

minds !

' No eyes the rocks discover,

Wiiich lurk beneath the deep.'

Life could not be endured were it seen in reality. Things keep mending in London.

''December '2-2.—I wrote six of my close pages yesterday, which is about twenty-
four pages in print. Wliat is more, I think it comes off twangingly. The story
is so very interesting in itself, that there is no fear of the book answering. Super-
ficial it must be, but I do not care for the charge. Better a superficial book which

brings well and strikingly together the known and acknowledged facts, than a dull

boring narrative, pausing to see farther into a mill-stone at every moment than the

nature of the mill-stone admits. Nothing is so tiresome as walking through some
beautiful scene with a minute philosopher, a botanist, or pebble-gatherer, who is

eternally calling your attention from the grand features of the natural picture to look

at grasses and chucky-stones. Yet, in their way, they give useful information ;

and so does the minute historian. Gad, I think that will look well in the preface.

My bile is quite gone ; I really believe it arose from mere anxiety. A\ hat a wonder-

ful connexion between the mind and body !

" The air of Bonnie Dundee running in my head to-day, I wrote a few verses to it

before dinner, taking the key-stone from the story of Clavers leaving the Scottish

Convention of Estates in 1G88-9.* I wonder if they are good. Ah, poor Will

Erskine! thou couldst and wouldst have told me. I mu^ consult J. B., who is

as honest as w^as W. E. But then, though he has good taste too, there is a little

of Big Bow-wow about it. Can't say what made me take a frisk so uncommon of

late years as to write verses of free-will. I suppose the same impulse which makes
birds sing when the storm has blown over. .

" Dined at Lord Minto's. There were Lord and Lady Ruthven, William Clerk,
and Thomas Thomson,—a right choice party. There was also my very old friend

Mrs. Brydone, the relict of the traveller, and daughter of Principal Robertson, and

really worthy of such a connexion—Lady Minto, who is also peculiarly agree-
able—and her sister, Mrs. Admiral Adam, in the evening.

" December 23.—Lord Minto's father, the first Earl—was a man among a thou-

sand. I knew him very, very intimately in the beginning of the centurjs and,

which was verj' agreeable, was much at his house on very easy terms. He loved

the Muses, and worshipped them in secret, and used to read some of his poetry,
which was but middling. With the mildest manners, he was very tenacious of his

opinions, although he changed them twice in the crises of politics. He was the

early friend of Fox, and made a figure towards the end of the American war, or

during the strugsfles betwixt Fox and Pitt. Then came the Revolution, and he

joined the Anti-Gallican party so keenly, that he declared against Addington's

peace with France, and was for a time, I believe, a Wyndhamite. He was recon-

ciled to the Whigs on the Fox and Grenville coalition ;
but I have heard that Fox,

contrary to his wont, retained such personal feelings as made him object to Sir

Gilbert Elliot's having a seat in the Cabinet ; so he was sent Governor-General to

India—a better thing, I take it, for his fortune. He died shortly after his return, |
on his way down to his native country. He was a most pleasing and amiable man.

I was very sorry for his death, though I do not know how we should have met, for

a contested election in Roxburghshire had placed some coldness betwixt the present
Lord and me. I was certainly anxious for Sir Alexander Don, both as friend of my

* See Scott's Poetical Works, vol. xii. pp. 194-7.

+ Gilbert, Earl of Minto, died in June, 1814.
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most kind friend Charles Duke of Buccleuch, and on political arcounLs ; and those

thwartings are what men in public life do not like to endure. After a cessation of

friendship for some years, we have now come about again. We ncv.r had the

slightest personal dispute or disagreement. But politics are the blowpipe bent-uih

whose influence the best cemented friendships diffuse ; and ours, after all, was only
a very familiar acquaintance.

"
It is very odd that the common people about Minto and the neighbourhood will

not believe at this hour that the first Earl is dead. They think he had dour some-

thing in India which he could not answer for—that the house was rebuilt on a scale

unusually large to give him a suite of secret apartments, and that he often walks
about the woods and crags of Minto at night, witli a white nightcap, and long white

beard. The circumstance of his having died on the road down to Scotland is the

sole foundation of this absurd legend, whicii shows how willing the public are to

gull themselves when they can find no one else to take the trouble. I have seen

people who could read, write and cipher, shrug their shoulders and look mysterious
when this subject was mentioned. One very absurd addition was made on occasion

of a great ball at Minto House, which it was said was given to draAv all people

away from the grounds, that the concealed Earl might have leisure for his exercise.

This was on the principle in the German play,* where, to hide their conspiracy, the

associates join in a chorus song.
" We dined at home ; Mr. Davidoff and his tutor kept an engagement with us to

dinner notwithstanding the death of the Emperor Alexander. They went to the

play with the womankind ;
I staid at home to write.

" December 24.—Wrote to Walter and Jane, and gave the former an account of

how things had been in the money market. Constable has a new scheme of pub-

lishing the works of the Author of Waverley in a superior style, at £1, Is. a volume.

He says he will answer for making £20,000 of this, and liberally offered me any
share of the profits. I have no great claim to any, as I have only to contribute the

notes, which are light work ; yet a few thousand coming in will be a good thing—
besides the Printing-Office. Constable, though valetudinary, and cross with his

partner, is certainly as good a pilot in these rough seas as ever man put faith in.

His rally has put me in mind of the old song—
' The tailor raise and shook his duds,

He gar'd tlie bills flee uff" in cluds.

And they that staid gat fcarfu' tliuds—
The tailor proved a man, O.' '

" We are for Abbotsford to-day, with a light heart.

" December 25, Mboisford.
—Arrived here last night at seven. Our halls are silent

compared to last year, but let us be thankful—Barbarus has sei;etes
? Nullum numen

abest, si sit prudenlia. There shall be no lack of wisdom. But come—II faut cul-

tiver notre jardin.] Let us see, I shall write out the Bonnets of Bonnie Dundee.

I will sketch a preface to La Rochejacquelin for Constable's Miscellany, and try

about a specimen of notes for the Waverley novels. Together with letters and by-

business, it will be a good day's work.

' I make a vow,
And keep it true.'

I will accept no invitation for dinner, save one to Newton-Don, and Mertoun to-

morrow, instead of Christmas-Day. On this day of general devotion I have a par-

ticular call for gratitude I !
"

* See Canning's
" German play," in the Anti-Jacobin. t See Candide.
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CHAPTER XXX.

CONSTABLE IN LONDON — EXTRACT FROM JAMES BALLANTYNE'S MEMORAN-
DUM— SCOTTS DIARY RESUMED— PROGRESS OF WOODSTOCK— REVIEW OF
PEPYSS DIARY— SKENE— SCROPE—MATHEWS, &c. —COMMERCIAL ALARMS
RENEWED AT INTERVALS— CATASTROPHE OF THE THREE HOUSES OF
HURST AND ROBINSON, CONSTABLE, AND BALLANTYNE— JANUARY AND
FEBRUARY, 1826.

It was not till nearly three weeks after Sir Walter penned the last-

quoted paragraph of his Diary, that Mr. Constable made his appear-
ance in London. I saw him immediately. Having deferred his journey
imprudently, he had performed it very rapidly ; and this exertion, with

mental excitement, had brought on a sharp access of gout, which con-

fined him for a couple of days to his hotel in the Adelphi
—reluctantem

draconem. A more impatient spirit never boiled in a feverish frame.

It was then that I, for the first time, saw full swing given to the tyran-
nical temper of the Czar. He looked, spoke, and gesticulated like some

hoary despot, accustomed to nothing but the complete indulgence of

every wish and whim, against whose sovereign authority his most
trusted satraps and tributaries had suddenly revolted—open rebellion

in twenty provinces
—confusion in the capital

—treason in the palace.
I will not repeat his haughty ravings of scorn and wrath. I listened

to these w-ith wonder and commiseration ; nor were such feelings miti-

gated when, having exhausted his violence of vituperation against

many persons of whom I had never before heard him speak but as able

and trusted friends, he cooled down sufficiently to answer ray question
as to the practical business on which the note announcing his arrival

in town had signified his urgent desire to take my advice. Constable

told me that he had already seen one of the Hurst and Robinson firm,

and that the storm which had seemed to be " blown over" had, he was
satisfied, only been lulled for a moment to burst out in redoubled fury.
If they went, however, he must follow. He had determined to support
them through the coming gale as he had done through the last ; and
he had the means to do so effectually, provided Sir Walter Scott would
stand by him heartily and boldly.
The first and most obvious step was to make large sales of copy-

rights ; and it was not surprising that Constable should have formed

most extravagant notions of the marketable value of the property of

this nature in his possession. Every bookseller is very apt to do so.

A manuscript is submitted to him ; he inspects it with coldness and

suspicion ; with hesitation offers a sum for it ; obtains it, and sends it

to be printed. He has hardly courage to look at the sheets as they are

thrown ofl^; but the book is at last laid on his counter, and he from

that moment regards it with an eye of parental fondness. It is //is ;

he considers it in that light quite as much as does the author, and is

likely to be at least as sorely provoked by any thing in the shape of

hostile criticism. If this be the usual workincr of self-love or self-interest
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in such cases, what wonder that the man* who had at his disposal (to

say nothing of innumerable minor properties) the copyrights of the

Encyclopaedia Britannica, with its Supplement, a moiety of the Edin-

burgh Review, nearly all Scott's Poetry, the Waverley Novels, and
the advancing Life of Napoleon

—who had made, besides, sundry con-
tracts for novels by Scott, as yet unwritten—and who seriously viewed
his plan of the new Miscellany as in itself the sure foundation of a

gigantic fortune—what wonder that the sanguine Constable should
have laid to his soul the flattering unction that he had oulv to disiilav

such resources in some quarter totally above the momentary pressure
of the trade, and command an advance of capital adequate to relieve

him and all his allies from those unfortunate ditficulties about a few

paltry
" sheafs" of stamped paper ? To be brief, he requested me to

accompany him, as soon as he could get into his carriage, to the Bank
of England, and support him (as a confidential friend of the Author of

Waverley) in his application for a loan of from £100,000 to £200,000
on the security of the copy-rights in his possession. It is needless to

say that, without distinct instructions from Sir Walter, I could not take

upon me to interfere in such a business as this. Constable, when I re-

fused, became livid with rage. After a long silence, he stamped on the

ground, and swore that he could and would do alone. I left him in

stern indignation.
There was another scene of the same kind a day or two afterwards,

when his object was to get me to back his application to Sir Walter to

borrow £20,000 in Edinburgh, and transmit it to him in London. I

promised nothing but to acquaint Scott immediately with his request,
and him with Scott's answer. Sir Walter had, ere the message reached

him, been made aware that his advances had already been continued

in the absence of all ground for rational hope.
It is no business of mine to detail Constable's subsequent proceedings

on this his last visit to London. Every where he found distrust. The

metropolitan bankers had enough on their hands at a time when, as

Mr. Huskisson afterwards confessed in Parliament, the Bank of Eng-
land itself had been on the verge of a stoppage, without embarrassing
themselves with new securities of the uncertain and precarious nature

of literary property. The great bookselling houses were all cither

labouring themselves, or watching with fear and trembling the daily

aggravated symptoms of distress among their friends and connexions.

Constable lingered on, fluctuating between wild hope and savage

despair, until, I seriously believe, he at last hovered on the brink of

insanity. When he returned to Edinburgh, it was to confront creditors

whom he knew he could not pay.
Before that day came, I had necessarily been informed of the nature

of Scott's connexion with commercial speculations; but I had nor hecn

prepared for the amount to which Constable's ruin must involve him,

until the final blow was struck.

* On seeinff the passag^e in the text, Mr. Constable's surviving: partner writes as follows:—
" No better illustration of this buoyant idea of the value of literary property is to bo tbund

than in the now well-ascertained fact of Constable himself, in 1811, ovcr-cstimntin^ his

partner, Mr. Hunter, ovt of the concern at the Cross to the tune of some i^lO.OOO or

i£12,000—a blow from which the firm never recovered. R. C."

Vol. II. 31
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I believe I have now said enough by way of preface to Sir Walter's

Diary from Christmas 1825, to the latter part of January 1826, when

my darkest anticijiatidns were more than realized. But before I return

to this Diary, it may be well to transcribe the very short passage of

James Ballantyne's deathbed memorandum which refers to this painful

period. Mr. Ballantyne says, in that most candid paper :
—

" I need not here enlarg-e upon the unfortunate facility which, at the period of

universal confidence and indulgence, our and other houses received from the banks.

Suffice it to say that all our appearances of prosperity, as well as those of Consta-

ble, and Hurst and Robinson, were merely shadows, and that from the moment the

bankers exhibited symptoms of doubt, it might have been easy to discover what
must be the ultimate result. During weeks, and even months, however, our house

was kept in a state of very painful suspense. The other two, I have no doubt, saw
the coming events more clearly. I must here say, that it was one of Sir Walter's

weaknesses to shrink too much from looking evil in the face, and that he was apt to

carrj' a great deal too far—' sufficient for the day is the evil thereof.' I do not think

it was more than three weeks before the catastrophe that he became fully convinced

it was impending
—if indeed his feelings ever reached the length of conviction at

all. Thus, at the last, his fortitude was very severely tried indeed."

DIARY.

"
Mboisford, December 26, 1825.—My God ! what poor creatures we are ! After

all my fair proposals yesterday, I was seized with a most violent pain in the right

kidnejf and parts adjacent, which forced me instantly to go to bed and send for

Clarkson.* He came, enquired, and pronounced the complaint to be gravel aug-
mented by bile. I was in great agony till about two o'clock, but awoke with the

pain gone. I got up, had a fire in my dressing-closet, and had Dalgliesh to shave
me—two trifles, which I only mention, because they are contrary to my hardy and

independent personal habits. But although a man cannot be a hero to his valet, his

valet in sickness becomes of great use to him. I cannot expect that the first will

be the last visit of this cruel complaint ; but shall we receive good at the hand of

God, and not receive evil 1

" December 21th.—Slept twelve hours at a stretch, being much exhausted. Totally
without pain to-day, but uncomfortable from the effects of calomel, which, with me
at least, is like the assistance of an auxiliary army, just one degree more tolerable

than the enemy it chases away. Calomel contemplations are not worth recording.
I wrote an introduction and a few notes to the Memoirs of Madame La Rochejacque-
lin,f being all that I was equal to. Sir Adam Ferguson came over and tried to

marry my verses to the tune of Bonnie Dundee. They seem well adapted to each
other. Dined with Lady S and Anne. Worked at Pepys in the evening, with
the purpose of review for Quarterly.:}: Notwithstanding the depressing effects of
the calomel, I feel the pleasure of being alone and uninterrupted. Few men, lead-

ing a quiet life, and without any strong or highly varied change of circumstances,
have seen more variety of society than I—few have enjoyed it more, or been bored,
as it is called, less by the company of tiresome people. I have rarely, if ever,
found any one, out of whom 1 could not extract amusement or edification ; and were
1 obliged to account for hints afforded on such occasions, I should make an ample
deduction from my narrative powers. Still, however, from the earliest time I can

remember, I preferred the pleasure of being alone to wishing for visiters, and have
often taken a bannock and a bit of cheese to the wood or hill, to avoid dining with

* James Clarkson, Esq., Surgeon, Melrose, son to Scott's old friend Dr. Clarkson of

Selkirk.

t See Constable's Miscellany, vol. v.

tSee the Quarterly Review for January 1826,—or Scott's Miscellaneous Prose, vol. xx.
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company. As I grew from boyhood to manhood, I saw this would not do ; and that
to gain a place in men's esteem I must mix and bustle with thcin. Pride, and an
exaltation of spirits often supplied the real pleasure which others seem to feel in

society; yet mine certainly upon many occasions was real. Still, if the question
was, eternal company, without the power of retiring within yourself, or solitary
confinement for life, 1 should say, 'Turnkey, lock the cell.' My life, thouirh not
without its fits of waking and strong exertion, has been a sort of dream, spent in

'Chewing the cud of sweet and bitter fancy.'

I have worn a wishinij-cap, the power of which has been to divert present griefs

by a touch of the wand of imagination, and gild over the future by prospects more
fair than can be realized. Somewhere it is said that this castle-building

—this

wielding of the unreal trowel, is fatal to exertions in actual life. I cannot tell, I

liave not found it so. I cannot, indeed, say like Madame Genlis, that in the

imaginary scenes in which I have acted a part I ever prepared myself for any thintr

which actually befell me ; but I have certainly foshioned out much that made the

present hour pass pleasantly away, and much that has enabled me to contribute to

the amusement of the public. Since I was five years old I cannot remember the

time when I had not some ideal part to play for my own solitary amusement.

^'December 28.—Somehow I think the attack on Christmas-Day has been of a

critical kind ; and having gone oflTso well, may be productive rather of health than

continued indisposition. If one is to get a renewal of health in his fifty-fourth

year, he must look to pay fine for it. Last night George Thomson came to see how
I was, poor fellow. He has talent, is well informed, and has an excellent heart ;

but there is great eccentricity about him. I wish to God I saw him provided in a

country kirk. That, Avith a rational wife, would, I think, bring him to a steady

temper ; at present he is between the tyning and the winning. If I could get him
to set to any hard stud}^ he would do something clever.

" Hmu to make a critic.—A sly rogue, sheltering himself under the generic name
of Mr. Campbell, requested of me, through the penny-post, the loan of £50 for

two years, having an impulse, as he said, to make this demand. As I felt no cor-

responding impulse, I begged to decline a demand which might have been as rea-

sonably made by any Campbell on earth ; and another impulse has determined the

man of fifty pounds to send me anonymous abuse of my works, and temper, and

selfish disposition. The severity of the joke lies in 14(/. for postage, to avoid

which, his next epistle shall go back to the clerks of the Post-Office, as not for

Sir W S . How the severe rogue would be disappointed, if he knew I

never looked at more than the first and last lines of his satirical effusion ! When
I first saw that a literary profession was to be my fate, I endeavoured by all efforts

of stoicism to divest myself of that irritable degree of sensibility
—or, to speak

plainly, of vanity
—which makes the poetical race miserable and ridiculous. The

anxiety of a poet for praise and for compliments I have always endeavoured to keep
down.

" December 29.—Base feelings this same calomel gives one—mean, poor, and

abject
—a wretch, as Will Rose says.

' Fie fie on silly coward man.
That he should be the slave o't.'*

Then it makes one "
wofully dogged and snappish," as Dr. Rutt the Quaker says

in his Giirnal.—Must go to Woodstock, yet am vexed by that humour of contra-

diction which makes me incline to do any thing else in preference. Commenced

preface for the new edition of my Novels. The City of Cork send my freedom in

a silver box.

^^ December 31.—Took a good sharp walk the first time since my illness, and

found myself the better in health and spirits. Being Hogmanay, there dined with

us Colonel Russell and his sisters; Sir Adam Ferguson and Lady, Colonel Fer-

* Burns.
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guson, ^vith ^fary and Margaret : an auld-world ])arty, who made themselves happy
in the auld fashion, I fell so tired about eleven, that I was forced to steal to bed.

^^

January 1, 18'26.—A year has passed,
—another has commenced. These divi-

sions of time influence our feeliuirs as they recur. Yet there is nothing in it; for

every day in the year closes a twilvenionlh as well as the .Slst December. The
latter is only the solemn pause, as when a guide, showing a wild and mountainous

road, calls on a party to look back at the scenes which they have just passed. To
rue this new year opens sadly. There are these troublesome pecuniary difficulties,

which, however, I think this week should end. '{"here is the absence of all my
children, Anne excepted, t'rom our little family festival. There is, besides, that

ugly rei)orl of the 15th Hussars going to India. Waller, I suppose, will have some

step in view, and will go, and I fear Jane will not dissuade him. A hard frosty

day—cold, but dry and pleasant under foot. Walked into the plantations with Anne
and Anne Russell. A thought strikes me, alluding to this period of the year.

People say that the whole human frame in all its parts and divisions is gradually in

the act of decaying and renewing. W'hat a curious time-piece it would be that

could indicate to us the moment this gradual and insensible change had so com-

pletely taken place, that no atom was left of the original person who had existed at

a certain period, but there existed in his stead another person having the same
thews and sinews ;

— the same face and lineaments ; the same consciousness
; a

new ship built on an old plank ; a pair of transmigrated stockings like those of Sir

John Cutler, all green, without one thread of the original black silk left ! Singular—to be at once another and the same !

''

January 2.—W'eather clearing up in Edinburgh once more, and all will, I be-

lieve, do well. I am pressed to get on with Woodstock, and must try. I wish I

could open a good vein of interest which would breatlie freely. I must take my
old way and write myself into good-humour with my task. It is only when I dally
with what I am about, look back, and aside, instead of keeping my eyes straight

forward, that I feel those cold sinkings of the heart. All men, I suppose, do so less

or more. They are like the sensation of a sailor when the ship is cleared for action,
and all are at their places

—gloomy enough ; but the first broadside puts all to rights.
Dined at Iluntly Burn with the Fergusons en masse.

"January 3.—Promises a fair day, and I think the progress of my labours will

afford me a little exercise. Walked with Colonel Russell from eleven till two, the

first good day's exercise I have had since coming here. W'e w-ent through all the

Terrace, the Roman Planting,* over by the Stiel and Ilaxellcleuch, and so by the

Rhynter's Glen to Chiefswood, which gave my heart a twinge, so disconsolate it

seemed. Yet all is for the best. When I returned, signed a bond for £10,000,
which will disencumber me of all jiressing claims;-)" when I get forwards Wood-
stock and Nap. there will be £1-2,000 and upwards, and I hope to add £3000
against this time next year, or the devil must hold the dice. J. 13. writes me seri-

ously on the carelessness of my style. I did not think I had been more careless

than usual ; but I daresay he is right. I will be more cautious.

"
January 4.—Despatched the deed executed yesterday. Mr. and Mrs. vSkene,

my excellent friends, came to us from Edinburgh. Skene, distinguished for his

attainments as a draughtsman and for his higiily gentlemanlike feelings and charac-

ter, is Laird of Rubislaw, near Aberdeen. Having had an elder brother, his educa-
tion was somewhat neglected in early life, against which disadvantage he made a
most gallant fight, exerting himself much to obtain those accomplishments which
he has since possessed. Admirable in all exercises, there entered a good deal of
the cavalier into his early character. Of late he has given himself much to the

study of antiquities. His wife, a most excellent person, was tenderly fond of So-

*This plantation nov7 covers the remains of an old Roman road from the Great Camp
on the Eildon hills (the Trimontium of the annalists) to the ford below Scott's house.

t When scttlinsj his estate on his eldest son, Sir WaRcr iiad retained the power of bur-

dcning it with .t'10,000 for behoof of his younger children : he now raised the sum for the

assistance of the struggling firms.
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phin. They bring so much old-fashioned kindness and good-humnur wiih ihtm
besides the recollections of other times, that they must be always welcome euwu!
Letter from Mr. Scrope,* announcing a visit.

"
Janttari/ 5.—Got the desired accommodation which will put J. H. niiitp stmicht

but am a little anxious still about Constat)le. He has inunciisi' stuck to h,- sure'
and most valuable, but he may have sacrifices to make to convert a larije proportioti
of it into ready money. The accounts from London are moat disa.sirous. M:inT

wealthy persons totally ruined, and many, many more have been obliir.d id pur-
chase their safety at a price they will feel all their lives. I do not hear thin.^n bav.;

been so bad in Edinburgh; and J. B.'s business has been transacted by the banks
with liberality.

" Colonel Russell told us last night that the last of the Moguls, a descendant of

Kubla-Khan, though having no more power than his ethgies at the back of a set of

playing-cards, refused to meiit Lord Hastings, because the Governor-(Jeneral would
not agree to remain standing in his presence. Pretty well for the blood of Tiniur
in these degenerate days !

" Much alarmed. I had walked till twelve with Skene and Russell, and then sat

down to my work. To my horror and surprise I could neither write nor spell, but

put down one word for another, and wrote nonsense. I was much overpowered at

the same time, and could not conceive the reason. I fell asleep, however, in my
chair, and slept for two hours. On my waking my head was clearer, and I began
to recollect that last night I had taken the anodyne left for the purpose by Clarkson,
and, being disturbed in the course of the night, I had not slept il off. Obliged to

give up writing to-day
—read Pepys instead.

^^

January 6.—This seems to be a feeding storm, coming on by little and little.

"Wrought all day, and dined quiet. My disorder is wearing off, and the rjuiet so-

ciety of the Skenes suits my present humour. I really thought I was in for some

very bad illness. Curious expression of an Indian-born boy just come from Ben-

gal, a son of my cousin George Swinton. The child saw a hare run across the

fields, and exclaimed,
'

See, there is a little tiger.'

^^
January 7—Sunday.

—
Knight, a young artist, son of the performer, came to do

a picture of me at the request of Terry. This is very far from being agreeable, as

I submitted to that state of constraint last year to Newton, at request of Lockhart ;

to Leslie, at request of my American friend ;| to Wilkie, for his picture of the

King's arrival at Holyrood House; and some one besides. I am as tired of the

operation as old IMaida, who had been so often sketched that he got up and walked
off with signs of loathing whenever he saw an artist unfurl his paper and handle

his brushes. But this young man is civil and modest; and I have agreed he shall

be in the room while I work, and take the best likeness he can, without compelling
me into the fixed attitude and yawning fatigues of an actual sitting. I think, if he

has talent, he may do more my way than in the customary mode ; at least I can't

have the hantr-dog- look which the unfortunate Theseus has who is doomed to sit for

what seems an eternity.:!:
" I wrought till two o'clock—indeed till I was almost nervous with correcting

and scribbling. I then walked, or rather was dragged through the snow by Tom
Purdie, while Skene accompanied. What a blessing there is in a fellow like Tom,
whom no familiarity can spoil, whom you may scold and praise and joke with,

knowing the quality of the man is unalterable in his love and reverence to his

master. Use an ordinary servant in the same way, and he will be your master in

* William Scrope, Esq. of Lincolnshire—the representative of the Lords Scrope of Bo\.

ton (to whose peerage he is, I believe, entitled), was at tliis period much in Scotland, iH'iiijr

a zealous angler and deerstalker. He had a lease of Lord Somervillc's pavilion opposite

Melrose, and lived on terms of affectionate intimacy with Sir Walter Scott. There occurs

in a subsequent entry an allusion to Mr. Scrope's eminence as an amateur artist.

tSir Walter omits the name of his friend, Mr. Ticknor of Boston, who possc.-sc;4
>[r.

Leslie's portrait.

t sedet, seternumque sedebit

Infehx Theseus ViaaiL.
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a month. We should thank God for the snow as well as summer flowers. This
brushincT exercise has put all my nerves into tone af^ain, which were really jarred
with fatigue until my ver)' back-bone seemed breaking. This comes of trying to

do too much. .T. B.'s news are as good as possible. Prudence, prudence, and all

will do excellently.

January 8.—Frost and snow still. Write to excuse myself from attending the

funeral of my aunt Mrs. Curie, which takes place to-morrow at Kelso. She was a

woman of the old Sandy-Knowe breed, with the strong sense, high principle, and

indilTerent temper which belonged to my father's family. She lived with great
credit on a moderate income, and I believe gave away a great deal of it.*

"
January 9.—Mathews the comedian and his son come to spend a day at Abbots-

ford.—Mr. Scrope also comes out.

''January 10.—Bodily health, the mainspring of the microcosm, seems quite
restored. No more flushing or nervous fits, but the sound mind in the sound body.
What poor things does a fever-fit or an overflowing of bile make of the master of

creation. The snow begins to fall thick this morning—
' The landlord then aloud did say,
As how he wished they would go away.'

To have our friends shut up here would be rather too much of a good thing.
—The

day cleared up and was very pleasant. Had a good walk and looked at the curling.
Mr. Mathews made himself very amusing in the evening. He has the good-nature
to show his accomplishments without pressing and without the appearance of feel-

ing pain. On the contrary, I daresay he enjoys the pleasure he communicates.

''
January \\.—I got proof-sheets, in which it seems 1 have repeated a whole

passage of history which had been told before. James is in an awful stew, and I

cannot blame him ; but then he should consider the hyoscyamus which I was taking,
and the anxious botheration about the money-market. However, as Chaucer says—

' There is na workeman
That can bothe worken wel and hastilie,

This must be done at leasure parfaitly.'

^'January 12.—Mathews last night gave us a very perfect imitation of old Cum-
berland, who carried the poetic jealousy and irritability farther than any man I ever

saw. He was a great flatterer, too, the old rogue. Will Erskine used to admire

him. I think he wanted originality. A very high-bred man in point of manners in

society. Upon the whole, the days pass pleasantly enough—work till one or two,
then an hour or two hours' walk in the snow, then lighter work, or reading. Late

dinner, and singing, or chat, in the evening. Mathews has really all the will, as

"Well as the talent, to be amusing. He confirms my idea of ventriloquism (which is

an absurd word), as being merely the art of imitating sounds at a greater or less

distance, assisted by some little points of trick to influence the imagination of the

audience—the vulgar idea of a peculiar organization (beyond fineness of ear and of

utterance) is nonsense.

^'^

January 13.—Our party are about to disperse
—

" Like youthful steers imyoked, east, north, and south."

I am not sony, being one of those whom too much mirth always inclines to sad-

ness. The missing so many of my own family, together with the serious inconve-

niences to which I have bees exposed, give me at present a desire to be alone. The
Skenes return to Edinburgh, so does Mr. Scrope—item, the little artist; Mathews
to Newcastle ; his son to Liverpool. So exeunt omnes.

" Mathews assures me that Sheridan was generally very dull in society, and sate

* In a letter of this date, to his sister-in-law, Mrs. Thomas Scott, Sir Walter says
—

" Poor Aunt Curie died like a Roman, or rather like one of the Sandy-Knowe bairns, the

most stoical race I ever knew. She turned every one out of the room, and drew her last

breath alone. So did my uncle Captain Robert Scott, and several others of that family."
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sullen and silent, swallowing glass after glass, rather a hinderance than a help.
But there was a time when he broke out with a resumption of what h;id heun \'>iu\n

on, done with g-reat force, and generally attacking some person in thf company, or
some opinion which he had expressed. I never saw Sheridan but in large parties.
He had a Bardolph countenance, with heavy features, but his eye possessed the
most distinguished brilliancy. Mathews says it is very simple in Tom Moore to
admire how Sheridan came by the means of paying the price of Drury-L-.uie Theatre,
when all the world knows he never j)aid it at all; and that Lacy, who sohl it was
reduced to want by his breach of faith.

^^
January 14.—An odd mysterious letter from Constable, who has gone post to

London. It strikes me to be that sort of letter which I have seen men write when
they are desirous that their disagreeable intelligence should be rather apprehended
than expressed. I thought he had been in London a fortnight ago, disposing of

property to meet this exigence, and so I think he should. Well, I must have

patience. But these terrors and frights are truly annoying. Luckily the fumiy
people are gone, and I shall not have the task of grinning when I am serious enough.

" A letter from J. B., mentioning Constable's journey, but without expressing
much apprehension. He knows C. well, and saw him before his departure, and
makes no doubt of his being able easily to extricate whatever may be entangled. 1

will not therefore make myself uneasy. I can help doing so surely, if I will. At

least, I have given up cigars since the year began, and have now no wish to return

again to the habit, as it is called. I see no reason why one should not, with God's

assistance, shun noxious thoughts, which foretell evil and cannot remedy it.

^^

January 15.—Like yesterday, a hard frost. Thermometer, at 10; water in my
dressing-room frozen to flint ; yet I had a fine walk yesterday, the sun dancing
delightfully on "

grim Nature's visage hoar."* Were it not the plague of being
dragged along by another person, I should like such weather as well as summer,
but having Tom Purdie to do this office reconciles me to it. I cannot ckik with

John, as old Mrs. Mure used to say. I mean, that an ordinary menial servant thus

hooked to your side reminds me of the twin bodies mentioned by Pitscottie, being
two trunks on the same waist and legs. One died before the other, and remained

a dead burden on the back of its companion. Such is the close union with a person
whom you cannot well converse with, and whose presence is yet indispensable to

your getting on. An actual companion, whether humble or your equal, is still

worse. But Tom Purdie is just the thing, kneaded up between the friend and

servant, as well as Uncle Toby's bowling-green between sand and clay. You are

certain he is proud as well as patient under his burden, and you are under no more

constraint than with a pony. I must ride him to-day if the weather holds up.

Meantime, I will correct that curious fellow Pepys's Diary. I mean the article I

have made of it for the Quarterly.

^''

Edinburgh, January 16.—Came through cold roads to as cold news. Hurst

and Robinson have suffered a bill to come back upon Constable, which I suppose
infers the ruin of both houses. We shall soon see. Dined with the Skenes.

"
January 17.—James Ballantyne tMs morning, good honest fellow, with a visage

as black as the crook. He hopes no salvation ; has indeed taken measures to stop.

It is hard, after having fought such a battle. Have apologized for not attending the

Royal Society Club, who have a gaudeamus on this day, and seemed to count nuu-h

on my being the preses. My old acquaintance. Miss Elizabeth Clerk, sister of

Willie, died suddenly. I cannot choose but wish it had been Sir W. S., and
yet

the feeling is unmanly. I have Anne, my wife, and Charles to look after. I telt

rather sneaking as I came home from the Parliament-House—felt as if I were liable

momfrari digito in no very pleasant way. But this must be borne cum cxlcris .•

and, thank God, however uncomfortable^ I do not feel despondent. I have seen

Cadell, Ballantyne, and Hogarth ; all advise me to execute a trust of my property

for payment of my obligations ; so does John Gibson,f and so I resolve to do. My
wife and daughter are gloomy, but yet patient.

* Burns's Vision.

t Mr. John Gibson, junior, W. S.,—Mr. James JoUie, W. S.,—and Mr. .\leiander Monv-
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'^January 18.—Ho that sleeps too lon^ in the morninn^. let him borrow the pillow
of a debtor. So says the Spaniard, and so say I. I had of course an indifferent

night of it. I wish these two days were over; but the worst is over. The Bank
of Scotland has behaved very well; expressing a resolution to serve Constable's
house and me to the uttermost; but as no one can say to what extent Hurst and

Robinson's failure may go, borrowing would but linger it out.

''January IJ).—During yesterday I received formal visits from my friends Skene
and Colin Mackenzie (who, I am glad to see, looks well), with every offer of ser-

vice. The Royal Bank also sent Sir John Hope and Sir Henry .lardine to offer to

comply with my wislies. Tlie Advocate came on the same errand. But I gave all

the same answer—that my intention was to ])ut the whole into the hands of a

trustee, and to be contented with the event, and that all I had to ask was time to do

so, and to extricate my affliirs. I was assured of every accommodation in this way.
From all quarters I have had the same kindness.—Letters from Constable and Ro-
binson have arrived. The last persist in saying they will pay all and every body.
They say moreover, in a postscript, that had Constable been in town ten days
sooner, all would have been M'ell. I feel quite composed and determined to labour.

There is no remedy. I guess (as Mathews makes his Yankees say) that we shall

not be troubled with visiters; and I calculate that I will not go out at all, so what
can I do better than labour? Even yesterday I went about making notes on Wa-
verley, according to Constable's plan. It will do good one day. To-day, when I

lock this volume, I go to Woodstock. Heigho.—Knight came to stare at me to

complete his portrait. He must have read a tragic page comparative to what he
saw at Abbotsford.—We dined of course at home, and before and after dinner I

finished about twenty printed pages of Woodstock, but to what effect others must

judge. A painful scene after dinner, and another after supper, endeavouring to con-

vince these poor dear creatures that they must not look for miracles, but consider

the misfortune as certain, and only to be lessened by patience and labour.

"
January 20.—Indifferent night

—very bilious, which may be want of exercise.

Mais, pourtant, culfivoiis noire jardin. The public favour is my only lottery. I have

long enjoyed the foremost prize, and something in my breast tells me my evil genius
will not overwhelm me if I stand by myself. Why should I not ? I have no ene-

mies—many attached friends. The popular ascendency which I have maintained is

of the kind which is rather improved by frequent appearances. In fact, critics may
say what they will, but ' hain your reputation, and tyne* your reputation,' is a true

proverb.
" Sir William Forbesf called, the same kind, honest, friend as ever, with all

offers of assistance, &c. &c. &c. All anxious to serve me, and careless about their

own risk of loss. And these are the cold, hard, money-making men whose ques-
tions and control I apprehended. Lord Chief Commissioner Adam also came to see

me, and the meeting, though pleasing, was melanchol}\ It was the first time we
had met since the break up of his hopes in the death of his eldest son on his return

from India, where he was Ciiief in Council and highly esteemed,
:J:

The Commis-
sioner is not a very early friend of mine, for I scarce knew him till his settlement

in Scotland with his present office. But I have since lived much with him, and
taken kindly to him as one of the most pleasant, kind-hearted, benevolent men I

have ever known. It is high treason among the Tories to express regard for him,

penny, W. S., were the three gentlemen wiio ultimately agreed to take charge, as trustees,

of Sir Walter Scott's affairs; and certainly no pciitlcmcn ever aC(iuitted themselves of such

an office in a manner more honourable to themselves or more satisfactory to a client and

his creditors.

• To hairi any thing is, Anglicc, to deal ver}^ carefully, pcnuriously about it—tync, to

lose. Scott often used to say, "hain a pen and tyne a pen;" which is nearer the proverb
alluded to.

t The late Sir William Forbes, Bart., succeeded his father (the biographer of Bcattie) as

chief of the iiead private banking-house in Edinburgh. Scott's amiable friend died 24th

October, 1828.

X John Adam, Esq. died on shipboard, on his passage homewards from Calcutta, 4th

June, 1825,



DIARY— WHIG AND TORY. 473

or respect for the Jury Court in which he presides. I was airninst that fxporitn.-nt
as much as any one. But it is an experiment, and the eatahlishmcnt (wliich the

fools will not perceive) is the only thing which I see likely to ir'we snme prosp»TtH
of amhition to our bar, which has been otherwise so much diminished. As for iho

Chief Commissioner, I daresay he does what all other peoph; of consc<juenc« do
in elections and so forth. But he is the personal friend of the King, and the dfrided

enemy of whatever strikes at the constitutional rights of the Monarcli ;
—hcsidi-s I

love him for the various changes wiiich he has endured tlirouc^h lift', and whi<-h

have been so great as to make him entitled to be regardf'd in one point of view as

the most fortunate—in the other, the most unfortunate man in the world. He has

gained and lost two fortunes by the same good luck and the same rash confidence,

of which one raised, and the other now threatens, my peculium. And his quit-t,

honourable, and generous submission under circumstances more painful than mine,—for the loss of world's wealth was to him aggravated by the death of his yoiuig-

est and darling son in the West Indies,—furnished me at the time and now with a

noble example. So Tory and Whig may go be damned together, as names tliat

have disturbed old Scotland, and torn asunder the most kindly feelings since the

first day they were invented. Yes, d n them, they are spells to rouse all our

angry passions, and I dare say, notwithstanding the opinion of my private and calm

moments, I will open on the cry again so soon as something occurs to claim my
words. Even yet, God knows, I would fight in honourable contest with word or

blow for my political opinions; but I caimot permit that strife to mix its water3

with my daily meal, those waters of bitterness which poison all mutual love and

confidence betwixt the well disposed on either side, and prevent them, if need were,

from making mutual concessions and balancing the constitution against the ultras

of both parties. The good man seems something broken by these afllictions.

'^^

January 21.—Susannah in Tristram Shandy thinks death is best met in bed. I

am sure trouble and vexation are not. The watches of the night press wearily
when disturbed by fruitless regrets and disagreeable anticipations. But let it pass.

'

Well, Goodman Time, or blunt, or keen.

Move thou quick, or take thy leisure,

Long-est day will have its e'en,

Weariest life but treads a measure.'

I have seen Cadell, who is very much downcast for the risk of their copy-rights

being thrown away by a hasty sale. I suggested that if they went very cheap,

some means might be fallen on to purchase them in. I fear the split betwnxt Con-

stable and Cadell will render impossible what might otherwise be hopeful enough.

It is the Italian race-horses, I think, which, instead of riders, have spurs tied to

their sides, so as to prick them into a constant gallop. Cadell tells me their gross

profit was sometimes £10,000 a-year, but much swallowed up with expenses, and

his partner's draughts which came to £4000 yearly. What there is to show for

this, God knows. Constable's apparent expenses were very much within bounds.

" Colin Mackenzie entered, and with his usual kindness engages to use his influ-

ence to recommend some moderate proceeding to Constable's creditors, such as may

permit him to go on and turn that species of property to account, which no man alive

can manage so well as he.
" Followed Mr. Gibson with a most melancholy tale. Things arc much worse

with Constable than I apprehended. Naked we entered the world, and naked we

leave it—blessed be the name of the Lord !

^^
January 22.—I feel neither dishonoured nor broken down by the bad—now

really bad news I have received. I have walked my last on the domains I have

planted—sate the last time in the halls I have built. But death would have taken

them from me if misfortune had sjiared them. My poor people wiiom I loved so

well!—There is just another die to turn up against me in this run of ill-luck ; i.e.

—If I should break my magic wand in the fall from this elephant, and lose my

popularity with my fortune. Then Woodstock and Bony may both go to the paper-

maker, aiid I may take to smoking cigars and drinking grog, or turn devotee, and

Vol. II. 3K 40*
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intoxicate the brain another way. In prospect of absolute ruin, I wonder if thej
would let me leave the Court of Session. I would like methinks to go abroad,

' And lay my bones far from the Tweed.''

But I find my eyes moistening, and that will not do. I will not yield without a

fight for it. It is odd, when I set myself to work doggedly, as Dr. Johnson would

saj', I am exactly the same man that I ever was—neither low-spirited nor distrait. In

prosperous times I have sometimes felt mj- fancy and powers of language flag, but

adversity is to me at least a tonic and bracer; the fountain is awakened from its

inmost recesses, as if the spirit of affliction had troubled it in his passage.
" Poor Mr. Pole the harper sent to offer me £500 or £600, probably his all.*

There is much good in the world after all. But I will involve no friend, either rich

or poor. My own right liand shall do it—else will I be done in the slang language,
and uiidone in common parlance.

" I am glad that, beyond my own family, who are, excepting Lady S., young and
able to bear sorrow, of which this is the first taste to some of them, most of the

hearts are past aching which would have once been inconsolable on this occasion.

I do not mean that many will not seriously regret, and some perhaps lament my
misfortunes. But my dear mother, my almost sister, Christy Rutherford, poor Will

Erskine; those would have been mourners indeed.

"Well—exertion—exertion. O, Invention, rouse thyself! May man be kind!

May God be propitious ! The worst is, I never quite know when I am right or

wrong ; and Ballantyne, who does know in some degree, will fear to tell me. Lock-
hart would be worth gold just now, but he too might be too diffident to speak broad
out. All my hope is in the continued indulgence of the public. I have a funeral-

letter to the burial of the Chevalier Yelin, a foreigner of learning and talent, who
has died at the Royal Hotel. He wished to be introduced to me, and was to have
read a paper before the Royal Society when this introduction was to have taken

place. I was not at the Society that evening, and the poor gentleman was taken ill

at the meeting and unable to proceed. He went to his bed and never rose again ;

and now his funeral will be the first public place I shall appear at. He dead, and
I ruined. This is what you call a meeting.

''January 23.—Slept ill, not having been abroad these eight days—splendida bilis.

Then a dead sleep in the morning, and when the awakening comes, a strong feeling
how M^ell I could dispense with it for once and for ever. This passes away, how-
ever, as better and more dutiful thoughts arise in my mind. I know not if my
imagination has flageed ; probably it has ; but at least my powers of labour have
not diminished during the last melancholy week. On Monday and Tuesday my
exertions were suspended. Since Wednesday inclusive I have written thirty-eight
of my close manuscript pages, of which seventy make a volume of the usual
Novel size.

"Wrote till twelve a.m., finishing half of what I call a good day's work—ten

pages of print or rather twelve. Then walked in the Prince's Street pleasure-

grounds with good Samaritan James Skene, the only one among my numerous
friends who can properly be termed amicus curarum mearum, others being too busy
or too gay, and several being estranged by habit.

"The walks have been conducted on the whole with much taste, though Skene
has undergone much criticism, the usual reward of public exertions, on account of

his plans. It is singular to walk close beneath the grim old castle, and think what
scenes it must have seen, and how many generations of threescore and ten have
risen and past away. It is a place to cure one of too much sensation over earthly

subjects of mutation. My wife and girl's tongues are chatting in a lively manner
in the drawing-room. It does me good to hear them.

"
January 2i.—Constable came yesterday and saw me for half an hour. He

seemed irritable, but kept his temper under command. Was a little shocked when
I intimated that I was disposed to regard the present works in progress as my own.

* Mr. Pole had long attended Sir Walter Scott's daughters as teacher of the harp. To
the end Scott always spoke of his conduct on this occasion ats the most affecting circum-

AtajiQe that accompanied his disasters.
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I think 1 saw two things :—1. That he is desirous to return into the mana<remcnt
of his own affairs without Cadell, if he can. 2. That he relies on mv con'iicxi(jn
as the way of helping him out of the slough. Indeed he said he was ruined utter! v
without my countenance. I certainly will befriend him if I can, hut Constahl'o
without Cadell is like getting the clock without the pendulum :—the one haviriT the

ingenuity, the other the caution of the business. I will see my way liffore m;rkin"

any bargain, and I will help them, I am sure, if I can, without'endangering my Ij.-it

cast for freedom.—Worked out my task yesterday.
—My kind friend Mrli. (.'outis

has got the cadetship for Pringle Shortreed, in which I was peculiarly interested.
"I went to the Court for the first time to-day, and, like the man with the large

nose, thought every body was thinking of me and my mishaps. Many were,
undoubtedly; and all rather regrettingly, some obviously affected. It is singidar to

see the difference of men's manner whilst they strive to be kind or civil in their

way of addressing me. Some smiled as they wished me good day, as if to say,
' Think nothing about it, my lad ; it is quite out of our thoughts.' Others greeted
me with the affected gravity which one sees and despises at a funeral. The best-

bred,—all, I believe, meaning equally well—^just shook hands and went on.—A
foolish puff in the papers, calling on men and gods to assist a popular author, who
having choused the public of many thousands, had not the sense to keep wealth
when he had it.—If I am hard pressed, and measures used against me, I must use
all means of legal defence, and subscribe myself bankrupt in a petition for seques-
tration. It is the course one should, at any rate, have advised a client to take. But
for this I would, in a Court of Honour, deserve to lose my spurs. No, if they
permit me, I will be their vassal for life, and dig in the mine of my imagination to

find diamonds (or what may sell for such) to make good my engagements, not to

enrich myself. And this from no reluctance to be called the Insolvent, which I

probably am, but because I will not put out of the power of my creditors the

resources, mental or literary, which yet remain to me. Went to the funeral of

Chevalier Yelin, the literary foreigner mentioned on 22d. How many and how
various are the ways of affliction! Here is this poor man dying at a distance from

home, his proud heart broken, his wife and family anxiously expecting letters, and
doomed only to learn they have lost a husband and father for ever. He lies buried

on the Calton Hill, near learned and scientific dust—the graves of David Hume
and John Playfair being side by side.

''January 25.—Anne is ill this morning. May God help us ! If it should prove
serious, as I have known it in such cases, where am I to find courage or comfort ?

A thought has struck me—Can we do nothing for creditors with the goblin drama,
called the Fortunes of Devorgoil 1 Could it not be added to Woodstock as a fourth

volume "? Terry refused a gift of it, but he was quite and entirely wrong ; it is not

good, but it may be made so. Poor Will Erskine liked it much.

"
January 26.—Spoke to J. B. last night about Devorgoil, who does not seem to

relish the proposal, alleging the comparative failure of^ Halidon Hill. Ay, says

Self-Conceit, but he has not read it—and when he does, it is the sort of wild fanciful

work betwixt heaven and earth, which men of solid parts do not estimate. Pepys

thought Shakspeare's Midsummer's Night's Dream the most silly play he had ever

seen, and Pepys was probably judging on the same grounds with J. B., though pro-

sumptuous enough to form conclusions against a very ditftrent work from any of

mine. How if I send it to Lockhart by and by ]

" Gibson comes with a joyful face, announcing all the creditors had unanimously

agreed to a private trust. This is handsome and confidential, and must warm my
best efforts to get them out of the scrape. I will not doubt—to doubt is to lose.

Sir William Forbes took the chair, and behaved, as he has ever done, with the

generosity of ancient faith and early friendship. That House is more deeply con-

cerned than most. In what scenes have Sir William and I not borne share together

—desperate and almost bloody affrays, rivalries, deep drinking matches, and finally,

with the kindest feelings on both sides, somewhat separated by his retiring much

within the bosom of his family, and I moving little beyond mine. It is fated our

planets should cross, though, and that at the periods most interesting for me. Down
—down—a hundred thoughts.

" I hope to sleep better to-night. If I do not I shall get ill, and then I cannot
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keep my engagements. Is it not odd 1 I can command my eyes to be awake when
toil and weariness sit on my eyelids, but to draw the curtain of oblivion is beyond
my power. I remember some of the wild Buccaneers, in their impiety, succeeded

pretty well by shuttintr hatches and burning brimstone and assafoetida to make a

tolerable imitation of liell—but the pirates' heaven was a wretched aifair. It is one

of the worst things about this system of ours, that it is a hundred times more easy
to inflict pain than to create pleasure.

*^

January 21th.—Slept better and less bilious, owing doubtless to the fatigue of

the preceding night, and the more comfortable news. Wrote to Laidlaw, directing
him to make all preparations for reduction. The Celtic Society present me with

the most splendid broadsword I ever saw. A beautiful piece of art, and a most
noble weapon. Honourable Mr. Steuart (second son of the Earl of Moray), Gen-

eral Graham Stirling, and MacDougal attended as a committee to present it. This

was very kind of my friends the Celts, with whom I have had so many merry meet-

ings. It will be a rare legacy to Walter—for myself, good lack ! it is like Lady
Dowager Don's prize in a lottery of hardware—she—a venerable lady who always
wore a haunch-hoop, silk neglige, and triple ruffles at the elbow—having the luck

to gain a pair of silver spurs and a whip to correspond.

"
January 28//(.—Tliese last four or five days I have wrought little ; to-day I set

on the steam and ply my paddles.

"
January 29th.—The proofs came so thick in yesterday that much was not done.

But I began to be hard at work to-day. I must not gunmlize much.
" Mr. JoUie, who is to be my trustee, in conjunction with Gibson, came to see

me ;
—a pleasant and good-humoured man, and has high reputation as a man of busi-

ness. I told him, and I will keep my word, that he would at least have no trouble

by my interfering and thwarting their management, which is not the unfrequent
case of trusters and trustees.
" Constable's business seems unintelligible. No man thought the house worth

less than £150,000. Constable told me, when he was making his will, that he was
worth £80,000. Great profits on almost all the adventures. No bad speculations—
yet neither stock nor debt to show. Constable might have eaten up his share ; but

Cadell was very frugal. No doubt trading almost entirely on accommodation is

dreadfully expensive.

"
January 30.—I laboured fairly yesterday. The stream rose fast, if clearly is

another question ; but there is bulk for it, at least—about thirty printed pages.

' And now ag^ain, boys, to the oar.'

"
January 31.—There being nothing in the roil this morning, I stay at home from

the Court, and add another day's perfect labour to Woodstock, which is worth five

days of snatched intervals, when the current of thought and invention is broken in

upon, and the mind shaken and diverted from its purpose by a succession of petty

interruptions. I have now no pecuniary provisions to embarrass me, and I think,
now the shock of the discovery is past and over, I am much better off on the whole.

I feel as if I bad shaken off" from my shoulders a great mass of garments, rich

indeed, but always more a burden than a comfort. I shall be free of an hundred

petty public duties imposed on me as a man of consideration—of the expense of a

great hospitality
—and what is better, of the great waste of time connected with it.

I have known in my day all kinds of society, and can pretty well estimate how
much or how little one loses by retiring from all but that which is very intimate.

I sleep and eat, and work as I was wont ; and if I could see those about me as in-

different to the loss of rank as I am, I should be completely happy. As it is. Time
must salve that sore, and to Time I trust it.

" Since the 14th of this month no guest has broken bread in my house, save G.

H. Gordon* one morning at breakfast. This happened never before since I had a

* Mr. Gordon (of whom more in the sequel) was at this time Scott's amanuensis : he

copied, that is to say, the MS. for press.
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house of my own. But I have played Abou Hassan long enougli ; and if the Ca-

liph comes I would turn him back again.

February 1.—A most generous letter (though not more so than I expected) from
Walter and Jane, otTering to interpose with their fortune, &c. (Jod Almiifhiy for-

bid !
—that were too unnatural in nie to accept, though dutiful and ulTtVticnati- in

them to offer. They talk of India still. With my damaged fortune I cannot help
them to remain by exchange, and so forth. God send what is for the best. .\i-

tended the Court, and saw J. B. and Cadell as I returned. Both very gloomy.
Came home to work, &c., about two.

"
Fthruarij 2.—An odd visit this morning from INIiss of , wliose law-

suit with a Methodist parson of the name of , made some noise. Tlio worthy
divine had in the basest manner interfered to prevent this lady's marriai^e by two

anonymous letters, in which he contrived to refer the lover, to whom they were ad-

dressed, for farther corroboration to himself. The whole imposition makes the sub-

ject of a little pamphlet. The lady ventured for redress into the thicket of English
law—lost one suit—gained another, with £300 damages, and was ruined. The

appearance and person of Miss are prepossessing. She is about thirty years

old, a brunette, with regular and pleasing features, marked with melancholy—an

enthusiast in literature, and probably in religion. She had been at Abbotsford to

see me, and made her way to me here, in the vain hope that she could get her story
worked up into a novel ; and certainly the thing is capable of interesting situations.

It throws a curious light upon the aristocratic or rather hieratic influence exercised

by the Methodist preachers within the connexion, as it is called. Admirable food

this would be for the Quarterly, or any other reviewers, who might desire to feed

fat their orrudge against these sectarians. But there are two reasons against such a

publication. First, it could do the poor sufferer no good. 2dly, It might hurt the

Methodistic connexion very much, which I for one would not like to injure. They
have their faults, and are peculiarly liable to those of hypocrisy, and spiritual am-

bition, and priest-craft. On the other hand, they do infinite good, carrying religion
into classes in society where it would scarce be found to penetrate, did it merely

rely upon proof of its doctrines, upon calm reason, and upon rational argument.
The Methodists add a powerful appeal to the feelings and passions ; and though I

believe this is often exaggerated into absolute enthusiasm, yet I consider upon the

whole they do much to keep alive a sense of religion, and the practice of morality

necessarily connected with it. It is much to the discredit of the Methodist clergy,

that when this calumniator was actually convicted of guilt morally worse than

many men are hanged for, they only degraded him from the first to the second class

of their preachers. If they believed him innocent, they did too much—if guilty,

far too little.

"
February 3.—This is the first time since my troubles that I felt at awaking—

' I had drunken deep
Of all the blessedness of sleep.'

I made not the slightest pause, nor dreamed a single dream, nor even changed my
side. This is a blessing to be grateful for. There is to be a meeting of the credit-

ors to-day, but I care not for the issue. If they drag me into the Court, oblorto

collo, instead of going into this scheme of arrangement, they will do themselves a

great injury, and perhaps eventually do me good, though it would give me much

pain. James Ballantyne is severely critical on what he calls unitations of Mrs.

Radcliffe in Woodstock. Many will think with him—yet I am of opinion he is

quite wrong, or as friend J. F.* says vrong. In the first place, am I to look on the

mere fact of another author having treated a subject happily, as a bird looks on a

potato-bogle which scares it away from a field, otherwise as free to its depredations

as any where else 1 In 2d place, I have taken a wide difference ; my object is not

to excite fear of supernatural things in my reader, but to show the effect of such

* I believe J. F. stands for James Ferrier, Esq.—one of Sir Walter's brethren of the

Clerk's table—the tather of his esteemed and admired friend the authoress of "Marriage,"

"The Inheritance," &c.
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upon the agents in the
stor}'^

—one a man of sense and firmness—one a man
.ninged by remorse—one a stupid iine^nqiiirinjT clown—one a learned and worthy,

out superstitious divine. In 3d place, the book turns on this hinge, and cannot
want it. But I will try to insinuate the refutation of Aldiboronti's exception into

the prefatory matter.—Frnm the 19th .January to the 2d February inclusive, is

exactly fifteen days, during which time, with the intervention of some days' idle-

ness, to let imagination brood on the task a little, I have written a volume, I

think, for a bet, I could have done it in ten days. Then I must have had no Court
of Session to take me up hours every morning, and dissipate my attention and

powers of working for the rest of the day. A volume, at cheapest, is worth £1000.
This is working at the rate of £24,000 a year; but then we must not bake buns
faster than people have appetite to eat them. They are not essential to the market
like potatoes.
" .John Gibson came to tell me in the evening that a meeting to-day had approved

of the proposed tmst. I know not why, but the news gives me little concern. I

heard it as a party indifferent. I remember hearing that Mandrin* testified some
horror when he found himself bound alive on the wheel, and saw the executioner

approach with a bar of iron to break his limbs. After the second and third blow,
he fell a-laughing, and being asked the reason by his confessor, said he laugrhed at

his own folly, which had anticipated increased agony at every blow, when it was
obvious that the Jirst must have jarred and confounded the system of the nerves so

much as to render the succeeding blows of little consequence. I suppose it is so

with the moral feeling ; at least I could not bring myself to be anxious whether
these matters were settled one way or other.

"
February 4.—Wrote to Mr. Laidlaw to come to town on Monday, and see the

trustees. To farm or not to farm, that is the question. With our careless habits,
it were best, I think, to risk as little as possible. Lady Scott will not exceed with

ready money in her hand ; but calculating on the produce of a farm is different, and
neither she nor I are capable of that minute economy. Two cows should be all

we should keep. But I find Lady S. inclines much for the four. If she had her

youthful activity, and could manage things, it would be well, and would amuse
her. But I fear it is too late for work.

" Wrote only two pages (of manuscript) and a half to-da3^ As the boatswain

said, one can't dance always nouther. But, were we sure of the quality of the

stuff, what opportunities for labour does this same system of retreat afford us ! I

am convinced that in three years I could do more than in the last ten, but for the

mine being, I fear, exhausted. Give me my popularity (an at<;/'w/pc/s/u/a/e.'), and
all my present difficulties shall be a joke in four years ; and it is not lost yet, at least.

*^
February 5.—Rose after a sound sleep, and here am I without bile or any thing

to perturb my inward man. It is just about three weeks since so great a change
took place in my relations in society, and already I am indifferent to it. But I have
been always told my feelino-s of joy and sorrow, pleasure and pain, enjoyment and

privation, are much colder than those of other people.

' I think the Romans call it stoicism.'

" Missie was in the drawing-room, and overheard W^illiam Clerk and me laugh-

ing excessively at some foolery or other in the back-room, to her no small surprise,
which she did not keep to herself. But do people suppose that he was less sorry
for his poor sister or I for my lost fortune ? If I have a very strong passion in the

world, it is pride, and that never hinged upon world's gear, which was always with
me—Liffht come, light go.

"
Ftbruary 6.—Letters received yesterday from liOrd Montagu, John !Morritt, and

Mrs. Hughes, kind and dear friends all, with solicitous enquiries. But it is very
tiresome to tell my story over again, and I really hope I have few more friends inti-

* " Authentic Memoirs of the remarkable Life and surprising Exploits of Mandrin,

Captain-General of the French Smug-g^lcrs, who for the space of nine months resolutely
stood in defiance of the whole French Army of France, &.c. 8vo. Lend. 1755." Abbots-

ford Library.
—See Gentleman's Magazine, vol, xxv.—Note, Waverley Novels, vol. xxxviL

p. 434.
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mate enough to ask me for it. I dread letter-writting, and envy the old hf-niut of

Prague, who never saw pen or ink. What then"? one must wrilf, it is a part of
the law we live on. Talking of writing, I finished my six pawis, lu-at and hand-
some, yesterday. N. B. At night I fell asleep, and the oil dropped from the lamp
upon my manuscript. Will this extreme unction make it go smoothly down with
the public ?

'

' Thus idly we profane the sacred time

By silly prose, light jest, and lighter rhyme.'

I have a song to write, too, and I am not thinking of it. I trust it will como upon
me at once— a sort of catch it should be.* 1 walked out, feeling a little over-

wrought.

"
February 7.—My old friend Sir Peter Murray called to offer his own assistance,

Lord Justice-Clerk's, and Abercromhy's, to negotiate for me a seat upon the Brnch

[of the Court of Session] instead of my sheriffdom and clerkship. I explained to

him the use which I could make of my pen was not, 1 thought, consistent with that

situation; and that, besides, I had neglected the law too long to permit me to think
of it: but this was kindl}^ and honourably done. I can see people think me much
worse off than I think myself. They may be right; but I will not be beat till I

have tried a rally, and a bold one.

"
February 8.—Slept ill, and rather bilious in the morning. Many of the Bench

now are my juniors. I will not seek ex e/eemusynd a place which, had I turned my
studies that way, I might have aspired to long ago ex riuritis. My pen should do
much better for me than the odd £1000 a-year. If it fails, I will lean on what

they leave me. Another chance mijht be, if it fails, in the patronage which might,
'after a year or two, place me in Exchequer. But I do not count on this unless,

indeed, the Duke of Buccleuch, when he comes of age, should choose to make

play. Got to my work again, and wrote easier than the two last days.
" Mr. Laidlaw came in from Abbotsford, and dined with us. We spent the even-

ing in laying down plans for the farm, and deciding whom we should keep and
whom dismiss among the people. This we did on the true negro-driving principle
of self-interest—the only principle I know which never swerves from its objects.
We chose all the active, young, and powerful men, turning old age and infirmity
adrift. I cannot help this, for a guinea cannot do the work of five; but I will con-

trive to make it easier to the sufferers.

"
February 9.—A stormy morning, lowering and blustering like our fortunes.

3fea mrtute me involvo. But I must say to the muse of fiction as the Earl of Pem-
broke said to the ejected nuns of Wilton:—' Go spin, you jades, go spin I' Per-

haps she has no tow on her rock. When I was at Kilkenny last year we went to

see a nunnery, but could not converse with the sisters because they were in strict

retreat. I was delighted with the red-nosed Padre, who showed us the place with

a sort of proud, unctuous humiliation, and apparent dereliction of the world, tliat

had to me the air of a complete Tartuffe ; a strong, sanguine, square-shouldered son

of the Church, whom a Protestant would be apt to warrant against any suflerinn^s

he was like to sustain by privation. My purpose, however, just now was to talk

of the strict retreat, which did not prevent the nuns from walking in their little gar-

den, peeping at us, and allowing us to peep at them. Well, now we are in strict

retreat; and if we had been so last year, instead of gallivanting to Ireland, this

affair might not have befallen—if literary labour could have prevented it. But who
could have suspected Constable's timbers to have been rotten from the beginning ?

" Visited the Exhibition on my way home from the Court. The new rooms are

most splendid, and several good pictures. The Institution has subsisted but five

years, and it is astonishing how much superior the worst of the present collection

are to the teaboard-looking things which first appeared. John Thomson, of Dud-

dingstone, has far the finest picture in the Exhibition, of a large size—subjt^t

Dunluce, a ruinous castle of the Antrim family, near the Giant's Causeway, with

one of those terrible seas and skies which only Thomson can paint. Found Scropo

' See " Glee for Kmg Charles," Waverli-y Novels, voL xl. p. 40.
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there, improving a picture of his own, an Italian scene in Calabria. He is, I think,
one of the very best amateur painters I ever saw—Sir George Beaumont scarcely

excepted.
" I would not write to-day after I came home. I will not say could not, for it is

Bot true ; but I was lazy ; felt the desire Jar nicnie, which is the sign of one's

mind being at ease. I read The English in Italy, which is a clever book. Byron
used to kick and frisk more contemptuously against the literary gravity and slang
than any one I ever knew who had climbed so high. Then, it is true, I never knew

any one climb so high
—and before you despise the eminence, carrying people along

with you as convinced that you are not jilaying tho fox and the grapes, you must
be at the top. Moore told me some delightful stories of him. ***** #|
He wrote from impulse, never from effort; and therefore I have always reckoned
Burns and Byron the most genuine poetical geniuses of my time, and half a century
before me. We have many men of high poetical talent, but none, I think, of that

ever-sfushing and perennial fountain of natural waters.
" Mr. Laidlaw dined with us. Says Mr. Gibson told him he would dispose of

my affairs, were it any but Sir W. S. No doubt, so should I. I am well-nigh
doing so at any rate. 'Q\xt fortuna juvnnte ! much may be achieved. At worst,
the prospect is not very discouraging to one who wants little. Methinks I have
been like Burns's poor labourer,

' So constantly in Ruin's sig-ht,

The view o't gives me little fright.'
"

CHAPTER XXXI.

EXTRACT FROM JAMES BALLANTYNE'S MEMORANDA— ANECDOTE FROM MR.
SKENE— LETTERS OF JANUARY AND FEBRUARY, 1826, TO J. G. LOCKHART —
MR. MORRITT— AND LADY DAVY— RESULT OF THE EMBARRASSMENTS OF
CONSTABLE, HURST, AND BALLANTYNE — RESOLUTION OF SIR WALTER
SCOTT— MALACHI MALAGROWTHER.

I ixTERRUPT, for a moment, Sir Walter's Diary, to introduce a few-

collateral illustrations of the period embraced in the foregoing chapter.
When he returned to Edinburgh from Abbotsford on Monday the 16th

of January, he found (as we have seen) that Hurst & Co. had dishon-

oured a bill of Constable's ; and then proceeded, according to engage-
ment, to dine at Mr. Skene of Rubislaw's. Mr. Skene assures me that

he appeared that evening quite in his usual spirits, conversing on what-
ever topic was started as easil}- and gaily as if there had been no

impending calamity ; but at parting, he whispered,
"
Skene, I have

something to speak to you about ; be so good as to look in on me as

you go to the Parliament-House to-morrow." When Skene called in

Castle Street, about half-past nine o'clock next morning, he found Scott

writing in his study. He rose, and said,
" My friend, give me a shake

of your hand—mine is that of a beggar." He then told him that Bal-

lantyne had just been with him, and that his ruin was certain and com-

plete ; explaining, briefly, the nature of his connexion with the three

houses, whose downfall must that morning be made public. He added,

t Here follow several anecdotes, since published in Moore's Life of Byron.
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"Don't fancy I am going to stay at home to })rood idly on what can't
be helped. I Avas at work upon Woodstock when you came in, and I

shall take up the pen the moment I get back from Cruirt. I tuoan to

dine with you again on Sunday, and hope then to
rc[)()rt progress to

some purpose." When Sunday came, he reported acconlinijlv, that,

in spite of all the numberless interruptions of meetings and conferences
with his partner, the Constables, and men of business—to say nothini^
of his distressing anxieties on account of his wife and daughter

—he
had written a chapter of his novel every intervening day.
The reader may be curious to see what account James Ballantyne's

memorandum gives of that dark announcement on tiic morning (.-f

Tuesday the 17th. It is as follows:—"On the evening of the Kith, I

received from Mr. Cadell a distinct message putting me in possession
of the truth. I called immediately in Castle Street, but found Sir

Walter had gained an unconscious respite by being engaged out at

dinner. It was between eight and nine next morning that I made the

final communication. No doubt he was greatly stunned—but, upon the

whole, he bore it with wonderful fortitude. He then asked,
'

Well,
what is the actual step we must first take—I suppose we must do some-

thing?' I reminded him that two or three thousand pounds were due

that day, so that we had only to do what we must do—refuse payment—to bring the disclosure sufficiently before the world. He took leave

of me with these striking words,
'

Well, James, depend upon that, I

will never forsake you.'"
After the ample details of Scott's Diary, it would be idle to quote

here many of his private letters in January 1826; but I must give two
of those addressed to myself, one written at Abbot sford on the 15th,

the day he started for Edinburgh to receive the fatal intelligence
—the

other on the 20th. It will be seen that I had been so verv unwise as

to intermingle with the account of one of my painful interviews with

Constable, an expression of surprise at the nature of Sir Walter's

commercial encasements which had then for the first time been

explained to me ; and every reader will, I am sure, appreciate the gen-
tleness of the reply, however unsatisfactory he may consider it as

regards the main fact in question.

To J. G. Lockhart, Esq. 25, PaU-Mall, London.

"
Abhotsford, January 15, I8M.

" My dear Lockhart,
" I have both your packets. I have been quite well since my attack, only for

some time very downhearted with the calomel and another nasty stufT thoy call

hyoscyamus—and to say truth, the silence of my own household, which used to be

merry at this season.
" I enclose the article on Pepys. It is totally uncorrected, so I wish of course

much to see it in proof if possible, as it must be dreadfully inaccurate: the opiate

was busy with my brain when the beginning was written, and as James Ballantyne

complains wofully, so will your printer I doubt. The subject is like a cjood sirlnin._

which requires only to be basted with its own drippings. I had little trouble of

research or reference ; perhaps I have made it too long, or introduced too many
extracts—if so, use the pruning-knife, hedgebill, or axe. ad libitum. You know I

don't care a curse about what I write or what becomes of it.

"To-morrow, snow permitting, we go into Edinburgh; meantime, ye can expect

Vol. II. 3L 41
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no news from this place. I saw poor Chiefswood the other day. Cock-a-pistol*
sends his humble reniombninces. Coniniond iiie a tliousand times to the masrnani-
nious .lohnnio. I live in hopes he will not grreatly miss Marion and the red cow.
Don't let him foro^et poor ha-papa. Farewell, my dear Lockhart; never trouble

yourself about writinjr to me, for I suspect you have enough of that upon hand.
" Pardon my sendinfj you such an unwashed, uncombed thing as the enclosed.

I really can't see now to road my own hand, so bad have my eyes or my fingers or

both become. Always yours alVectionately,
Walter Scott."

To the same.

"
Edinburgh, January 20, 1826.

" My dear Lockhart,
"

I have your kind letter. Whenever I heard that Constable had made a cessio

fori, I thought it became me to make public how far I was concerned in these mat-

ters, and to offer my fortune so far as it was prestable, and the completion of mj
literary engaofoments.

—
(ihe better thing almost of the two)—to make good all

claims upon Eallantyne and Co. ; and even supposing that neither Hurst and Co.
nor Constable and Co, ever pay a penny they owe me, my old age will be far from
destitute—even if my right hand should lose its cunning. Tiiis is the very worst

that can befall me; but I have little doubt that, with ordinary management, the

affairs of those houses will turn out favourably. It is needless to add that I will

not engage myself, as Constable desires, for £20,000 more—or £2000—or £200.
I have advanced enough already to pay other people's debts, and must now pay my
own. If our friend C. had set out a fortnight earlier, nothinjr of all this would
have happened, but he let the hour of distress precede the hour of provision, and he
and others must pay for it. Yet don't hint this to him, poor fellow—it is an in-

firmity of nature.
"

I have made my matters public, and have had splendid offers of assistance, all

which I have declined, for I would rather bear my own burden than subject myself
to obligation. There is but one way in such cases.

"
It is easy, no doubt, for any friend to blame me for entering into connexion with

commercial matters at all. But I wish to know what I could have done better;
excluded from the bar, and then from all profits for six years, by m}' colleague's

prolonged life. Literature was not in those days what poor Constable has made
it ; and, with my little capital, I was glad to make commercially the means of sup-

porting my family. I got but £600 for the Lay of the Last IVIinstrel, and—it was
a price that made men's hair stand on end—£1000 for Marmion. I have been far

from suffering by James Ballantyne. I owe it to him to say, that his difficulties as

well jis his advantages are owing to me. I trusted too much to Constable's assu-

rances of his own and his correspondents' stability, but yet I believe he was only
sanguine. The upshot is just what Hurst and Co. and Constable may be able to

pay me ; if 15s. in the pound. I shall not complain of my loss, for I have gained
many thousands in my day. But while I live I shall regret the downfall of Consta-
ble's house, for never did there exist so intelligent and so liberal an establishment.

They went too far when money was plenty, that is certain ; yet if every author in

Britain had taxed himself half a year's income, he should have kept up the house
which first broke in upon the monopoly of the London trade, and made letters what

-

they now are.
"

I have had visits from all the monied people, offering their purses
—and those

• who are creditors, sending their managers and treasurers to assure me of their join- ^

ing in and adopting any measures I may propose. I am glad of this for their sake,
and for my own—for although I shall not desire to steer, yet I am the only person

• that can cann, as Lieutenant Hatchway says, to any good purj)ose. A very odd

anonymous offer I had of £30,000,f which I rejected, as I did every other. Unless
I die, I shall beat up against this foul weather. A penny I will not borrow from

any one. Sine* m)' creditors are content to be patient, I have the means of right-
•

ing them perfectly, and the confidence to employ them. I would have given a good

* A gardener, by name James Scott, who lived at a place called popularly Cock-a-pistol,
because the battle of Melrose (a. d. 1526) began there.

t Sir Walter never knew the name of this munificent person.
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deal to have avoided the coup (fecial
,-
but that havina taken placf, I woulil not jt

sixpence for any other results. I iVar you will think I am wnim.r in i
i'

excited resistance to bad fortune. .My dear Lockhart, I am as calm auil i. ... ., . ii..

as you ever saw nie, and working at Woodstock like a very tiijer. I am ^rn'rcil
for Lady Scott and Anne, who cannot conceive adversity can hav«> th. f

them, even for a niomont. If it teaches a little of the fruiruliiy which I . .,1

the heart to enforce when money was ])lenty, and it seemed cruel to interrupt the

enjoyment of it in the way they liked best—it will be well.
" Kindest love to Sophia, and tell her to study the song* and keep her spirits up.

Tyne heart, tyne all ; and it is making more of money than it is worth in i»ri.'v»)

about it. Kiss Johnnie for me. How glad I am fortune carried you to Loudon
before these reverses hajipened, as they would have embittered parting, and niude

it resemble the boat leaving the sinking ship. Yours, dear Lockhart, alFfctionutf-ly,
Walter Srcrrr."

From Sir Walter's letters of the same period, to friends out of his

own family, I select the following :—

To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., §rc. Maritie Terrace, Brighton.

"
Edinburgh, Cth Febnjar>-. ISX.

" My dear Morritt,
" It is very true I have been, and am, in danger of a pecuniary loss, and proba-

bly a very large one, which, in the uncertainty, I look at as to the full extent, being
the manly way of calculating such matters, since one may bo better, but can hardly
be worse. I can't say I feel overjoyed at losing a large sum of hard-earned money
in a most unexpected manner, for all men considered Constable's people secure as

the Bank ; yet, as I have obtained an arrangement of payment convenient for every
body concerned, and easy for myself, I cannot say that I care much about the mat-

ter. Some economical restrictions I will make; and it happened oddly that they
were such as Ladj' Scott and myself had almost detennincd upon without this com-

pulsion. Abbotsford will henceforth be our only establishment ; and during the

time I must be in town, I will take my bed at the Albyn Club. We shall also

break off the rather excessive hospitality to which we were exposed, and no longer
stand host and hostess to all that do pilgrimage to Melrose. Then I give up an ex-

pensive farm, which I always hated, and turn all my odds and ends into cash. I

do not reckon much on my literary exertions— I mean in proportion to former suc-

cess—because popular taste may tluctuate. But with a modenite degree of the fa-

vour which I have always had, my time my own, and my mind unplaijued about

other things, I may boldly promise myself soon to get the better of this blow.
" In these circumstances, I should be unjust and ungrateful to ask or accept the

pity of my friends. I, for one, do not see there is much occasion for making moan
about it. ]My womankind will be the greater sufferers,—yet even they look cheerily
forward ; and, for myself, the blowing off my hat in a stormy day has given me
more uneasiness.

" I envy your Brighton party, and your fine weather. When I was at Abbotsford

the mercury was down at six or seven in the morning, more than once. I am ham-

mering away at a bit of a story from the old atlair of the didblerie at Woodstiwk in

the Long Parliament times. I don't like it much. I am obliged to hamper my
fanatics^eatly too much to make them effective ; but I make the sacrifice on prin-

ciple ; so, perhaps, I shall deserve good success in other parts of the work. You
will be surprised when I tell you that I have written a volume in exactly fifl»«en

days. To be sure I permitted no interruptions. But then I took exercise, and for

ten days of the fifteen attended the Court of Session from two to four hours every

day. This is nothing, however, to writing Ivanhoe when I had the actual cramp
in my stomach; but I have no idea of these things preventing a man from doin?

what he has a mind. My love to all the party at Brighton, tiresi.lo party I had

almost said, but you scorn my words—sea-side party then be it. Lady Scott and

Anne join in kindest love. I must close my letter, for one of the consequences ot

* "
Up with the bonnets of Bonnie Dundee.'
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our nusfortiincs is, tliat we dine every day at half-past four o'clock, which prema-

ture hour arises, I suppose, from sorrow beinsr huuprry as well as thirsty. One most

laiiffhable part of our tragic comedy was, that every friend in the world came for-

mally, just as they do here when a relation dies, thinkingr that the eclipse of les

beaux 1JCUX dc ma cassette was perhaps a loss as tleserving of consolation.

" We heard an unpleasant report that your nephew was ill. I am glad to see

from your letter it is only the lady, and in the right way; and I hope, Scoitice

logucn-s, she will he worse before she is better. This mistake is something like

the Irish blunder in Faulkner's Journal,
" For his Grace the Duchess of Devon-

shire was safely delivered—read her Grace the Duke of Devonshire, &c."—Always

yours, alfectionately, W ALTER Scott.

" P. S. Will you do me a favour ] Set fire to the Chinese stables ; and if it

embrace the whole of the Pavilion, it will rid me of a great eye-sore."

To Lady Davy, 26, Park Street, London.

" 6lh February, 1826.

" My dear Lady Davy,
" A very few minutes since I received your kind letter, and answer it in all

frankness, and in lago's words,
' I am hurt, ma'am, but not killed'—nor even kilt.

I iiave made so much by literature, that, even should this loss fall in its whole

extent, and we now make preparations for the worst, it will not break, and has not

broken my sleep. If I have good luck, I may be as rich again as ever ; if not, I

shall still have far more than many of the most deserving people in Britain—sol-

diers, sailors, statesmen, or men of literature.

" I am much obliged to you for your kindness to Sophia, who has tact, and great

truth of character, Tbelieve. She will wish to take her company, as scandal said

ladies liked their wine, little and good ;
and I need not say I shall be greatly

oblio-ed by your continued notice of one you have known now for a long time. I

am,%etween ourselves, afraid of the little boy ; he is terribly delicate in constitu-

tion, and so twined about the parents' hearts, that But it is needless croaking ;

what is written on our foreheads at our birth shall be accomplished. So far I am

a good Moslem. ^ , , • i

^' Lockhart is, I think, in his own line, and therefore I do not regret his absence

though, in our present arrangement, as my wife and Anne propose to remain all the

year round at Abbotsford, I shall be solitary enough in my lodgings. But I always

loved beinrr a bear and sucking my paws in solitude, better than being a lion and

rampin.T fJr the amusement of others ;
and as I propose to slam the door in the face

of all and sundry for these three years to come, and neither eat nor give to eat, I

shall come forth bearish enough, sliould I live, to make another avatar. Seriously,

I intend to receive nobody, old and intimate friends excepted, at Abbotsford this

season, for it cost me much more in time than otherwise.

"I beo- my kindest compliments to Sir Humphry, and tell him 111 Luck, that

direful clieniist, never put into his crucible a more indissoluble piece of stuff than

your affectionate cousin and sincere well-wisher,
•' Walter Scott.

I offer no cold comments on the strength of character Avhich Sir

Walter Scott exhibited in the crisis of his calamities. But for the revela-

tions of his Diary it would never have been known to his most intimate

friends, or even to his own afiectionate children, what struggles it cost

him to reach the lofty serenity of mind which was reflected in all his

outward conduct and demeanour.

As yet, however, he had hardly prepared himself for the extent to

wdiich' Constable's debts exceeded his assets. The obligations of that

house amounted, on a final reckoning, to £256.000 ; those of Hurst

and Robinson to somewhere about £300,000. The former paid, ulti-

mately, only 2s. 9d. in the pound; the latter about Is. 3d.
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The firm of James Ballantyne and Co. might have allowecl itself to
be declared bankrupt, and obtained a speedy discharge, as the ImmjIi-

sclling concerns did, for all its obligations;
—but that Sir Walter Scott

was a partner. Had he cli(jsen to act in the manner commDtily ailopied

by commercial insolvents, the matter would have been suttk-din a vcr\-

short time. The creditors of Ballantyne and Co.—(whose claims, in-

cluding sheafs of bills of all descriptions, amounted to
£ll7,i)()())

—
would have brought into the market whatever pn)]ierty, literary or

otherwise, he at the hour of failure possessed; they would have had a

right to his life-rent of Abbotsford, among other things
—and to his

reversionary interest in the estate, in case eitlicr his eldest son or his

daughter-in-law should die without leaving issue, and thus void the

])rovisions of their marriage-contract. All this being brought into the

market, the result would have been a dividend very far superior to

what the creditors of Constable and Ilurst received ; and in return, the

partners in the printing firm woukl have been left at liberty to reap for

themselves the profits of their future exertions. Things were, however,

complicated in consequence of the transfer of Abbotsford in January,
1825. At first, some creditors seem to have had serious thoughts of

contesting the validity of that transaction; but a little reflection and

examination satisfied them that nothing could be gained by such an

attempt. But, on the other hand, Sir Walter felt that he had done

wrong in placing any part of his property beyond the reach of his cre-

ditors, by entering into that marriage-contract, without a jirevious most

deliberate examination into the state of his responsibilities. He must

have felt in this manner, though I have no sort of doubt, that the result

of such an examination in January lS-2.5, if accompanied by an instant

calling in of all counter-hUh, would have been to leave him at j)erfect

liberty to do all that he did upon that occasion. However that may
have been, and whatever may have been his delicacy respecting this

point, he regarded the embarrassments of his commercial firm, on the

whole, with the feelings not of a n^ierchant but of a gentleman. He

thought that by devoting the rest of his life to the service of his credit-

ors, he could, 'in the upsliot, pay the last farthing he owed them. They

(with one or two paltry exceptions) applauded his honourahle inten-

tions and resolutions, and partook, to a large extent, in the self-reliance

of their debtor. Nor had they miscalculated as to their interest. Nor

had Sir Walter calculated wrongly. He paid the penalty of health and

life, but he saved his honour and his self-respect ;

"The glory dies not, and the grief is past."

As soon as Parliament met, the recent convulsion in the commercial

world became the subject of some very remarkable debates
jn

the

Lower House; and the Ministers, tracing it mainly to the rash facility

of bankers in yielding credit to speculators, proposed to strike at the

root of the evil'bv taking from private banks the privilege of circulating

their own notes "as monev, and limitin-i even the Bank of England to

the issue of notes of £3 value and upwards. The G«.vernment desitrned

that this regulation should apply to Scotland as well as England : and

the northern public received the announcement with almost nniversal

reprobation. The Scotch banks apprehended a most serious curlad-

41 -
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inent of their profits ;
and the merchants and traders of every class

were well dis})oscd to back them in opposing the Ministerial innova-

tion. Scott, ever sensitively jealous as to the interference of English
statesmen with the internal affairs of his native kingdom, took the

matter up with as much zeal as he could have displayed against the

Union had he lived in the days of Queen Anne. His national feelings

may have been somewhat stimulated, perhaps, by his deep sense of

gratitude for the generous forbearance which several Edinburgh bank-

ing-houses had just been exhibiting towards himself; and I think it

need not be doubted, moreover, that the splendida bills which, as the

Diary shows, his own misfortunes had engendered, demanded some

escape-valve. Hence the three Letters of Malachi Malgrowther, which

appeared first in the Edinburgh Weekly Journal, and were afterwards

collected into a pamphlet by the late Mr. Blackwood, who, on that

occasion, for the first time, had justice done to his personal character

by
" the Black Huzzar of Literature."

These diatribes produced in Scotland a sensation not, perhaps, infe-

rior to that of the Drapier's letters in Ireland; a greater one, certainly,
than any political tract had excited in the British public at large since

the appearance of Burke's Reflections on the French Revolution. They
were answered most elaborately and acutely in the London Courier

(then the semi-official organ of Lord Liverpool's Government) by Sir

Walter's friend, the Secretary of the Admiralty, Mr. Croker, who, per-

haps, hazarded, in the heat of his composition, a few personal allusions

that might as well have been spared, and which might have tempted
a less good-natured antagonist to a fiery rejoinder. Meeting, however,
followed meeting, and petition on petition came up with thousands of

signatures ; and the Ministers ere long found that the opposition, of

which Malachi had led the van, was, in spite of all their own speeches
and Mr. Croker's essays, too strong and too rapidly strengthening, to

be safely encountered. The Scotch part of the measure was dropt,
and Scott, having carried his practical object, was not at all disposed
to persist in a controversy which, if farther pursued, could scarcely, as

he foresaw, fail to interrupt the kindly feehngs that Croker and he had
for many years entertained for each other, and also to aggravate and

prolong, unnecessarily, the resentment with which several of his friends

in the Cabinet had regarded his unlooked-for appearance as a hostile

agitator.
I believe, with these hints, the reader is sufficiently prepared for

resuming Sir Walter's Diary.



DIARY—FEBRUARY, 18-2G. A-fJ

CHAPTER XXXII.

DIARY RESUMED — ANECDOTE OF CULLODEN— LETTER FROM MACKINTOSH— EXHIBITION OF PICTURES — MODERN PAINTERS— IIAIUTS OF COMIHjrtl.

TION— GLENGARRY— ADVOCATES' LIBRARY — NFXiOTIATlO.NS WITH CUF^
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JACQUES DE LALAIN — PROGRESS OF WOODSTOCK AND iJIONAl'AUTK —
NOVELS BY GALT— MISS AUSTIN — AND LADY M0R(;AX — SECOND AND
THIRD EPISTLES OF MALACHI — DEPARTURE FROM CASTLE STREET -
FEBRUARY AND MARCH, 1826.

DIARY.

'^Edinburgh, February 10.—Went tlirough, for a new day, the task of buttoninif,

which seems to me somehow to fill up more of my morninir than usual—not, cer-

tainly, that such is the case, but that my mind attends to the process, havincr so

little left to hope or fear. The half hour between wakinrr and risiiiir has all my
life proved propitious to any task which was exercisinf^ my invention. When I trot

over any knotty difficulty in a story, or have had in former times to fill up a passage
in a poem, it was always when I first opened my eyes that the desired ideas

thronged upon me. This is so much the case, that I am in the habit of relyinij

upon it, and saying to myself, when I am at a loss,
' Never mind, we shall have it

at seven o'clock to-morrow morning.' If I have forgot a circumstance, or a name,
or a copy of verses, it is the same thing. I think the first hour of the morning is

also favourable to the bodily strength. Among other feats, when I was a young
man, I was able at times to lift a smith's anvil with one hand, by what is calleil

the horn—that projecting piece of iron on which things are beaten to turn them
round. But I could only do this before breakfast. It required my full strength,

undiminished by the least exertion, and those who choose to try will find the teat

no easy one. This morning I had some new ideas respecting \Voodstock, which

will make the story better. The devil of a difficulty is, that one puzzles the skean

in order to excite curiosity, and then cannot disentangle it for the satisfaction of the

prying fiend they have raised. I have a prettily expressed letter of condolence from

Sir James Mackintosh.* Yesterday I had an anecdote from old Sir James Stewart

* This letter is so honourable to the writer, as well as to Sir Walter, that I am tempted
to insert it in a note.

To Sir W. Scott, Bart. Edinburgh.
"
Cadogan Place, Feb. 7. lSe6.

" My dear Sir,

"Having been sailing on Windermere when Lord Gifford past the Lakes, and ulniost

constantly confined since my return to town, I did not hrur till two days ago of your very
kind message, which, if I had received it in the north, I should probably have answfrcd

in person. I do not know that I should now have troubled you with written thanks for

what is so natural to you as an act of courtesy and hospitality, if I were not in hojifsi that

you might consider it as excuse enough for an indulgence of inclination which might
otherwise be thought intrusive.

" No man living has given pleasure to so many persons as you have done, and you must

be assured that great multitudes wlio never saw you, in every quurfer of llie world, will

regret the slightest disturbance of your convenience. But, as I have obstrvcd lliat the

express declaration of one individual sometimes makes more inipres.sion than the stronufsit

assurance of the sentiments of multitudes, I venture to say that I ino.st sincerely lament

that any untoward circumstances should, even for a lime, interrupt the indulgence of your

taste and your liberal enjoyments. I am sorry that Scotland shoulii, for a moment, loao

the very peculiar distinction of having the iionours of the country done to vi.MitcrM by the

person at the head of our literature. Above all, I am sorry that a fortune earned by i^-niiw

and expended so generously, should be for the shortest time shaken by the gcacriU

calamities.



488 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

Denham,* which is worth writin<T down. His uncle, Lord Elcho, was, as is well

known, cnsratTpd in the alTair of 17-15. He was dissatisfied with the conduct of

matters from beirinning to end. JUit after the left winff of the Hisj^hlanders was

repulsed and broken at Culloden, Klcho rode up to the Chevalier and told him all

was lost, and that nothin<T remained except to charge at the head of two thousand

men, who were still unbroken, and eltlier turn the fate of the day or die sword in

hand, as became his pretensions. The Chevalier g^ve him some evasive answer,
and, turning his horse's head, rode oil' tiie field. Lord Elcho called after him (I
write his very words), 'There you go for a damned cowardly Italian,' and never
would see him again, though he lost his property and remained an exile in the

cause. Lord Elclio let't two copies of his memoirs, one with Sir James Stewart's

family, one with Lord Wemyss. This is better evidence than the romance of Che-
valier Johnstone ; and I have little doubt it is true. Yet it is no proof of the

Prince's cowardice, though it shows him to have been no John of Gaunt. Princes

are constantly surrounded with people who hold up their own
life and snfeiy to them

as by far the most important stake in any contest; and this is a doctrine in which
conviction is easily received. Such an eminent person finds every body's advice,
save here and there that of a desperate Elcho, recommend obedience to the natural

instinct of self-preservation, which very often men of inferior situations find it

difficult to combat, when all the world are crying to them to get on and be damned,
instead of encouraging them to run away. At Prestonpans the Chevalier offered

to lead the van, and he was with the second line, which, during that brief atfair,

followed the first very close. Johnstone's own account, carefully read, hrings him
within a pistol-shot of the first line. At the same time Charles Edward had not a
head or heart for great things, notwithstanding his daring adventure ; and the Irish

officers, by whom he was guided, were poor creatures. Lord George Murray was
the soul of the undertaking.!

^^

February 11.—Court sat till half-past one. A man, calling himself* * * *

of * * * *
*, writes to me, expressing sympathy for my misfortunes, and offering

me half the profits of what, if I understand him right, is a patent medicine, to

which I suppose he expects me to stand trumpeter. He endeavours to get over my
objections to accepting his liberality (supposing me to entertain them) by assuring
me his conduct is founded on 'a sage seljishyiess .'^ This is diverting enough. I

suppose the Commissioners of Police will next send me a letter of condolence,

begging my acceptance of a broom, a shovel, and a scavenger's great-coat, and

assuring me that they had appointed me to all the emoluments of a well-frequented
crossincr. It would be doinu- more than thev have done of late for the cleanliness

of the streets, which, witness my shoes, are in a piteous pickle. I thanked the

" Those dispositions of yours which most quicken the fellow-feelings of others will best

console you. I have lieard with delight that your composure and cheerfulness have already
comforted those who arc most affectionately interested in you. What I heard of your

happy temper in this wu}' reminded me of Warburton's fine character of Bayle
—' He had

a soul superior to the attacks of fortune, and a heart practised to the best philosopliy.'

You have expended your fortune too well not to be consoled for a temporary suspension
of its produce ; you have your genius, your fame, and, what is better than either, your
kind and cheerful nature.

"
I trust so much to your good-natured indulgence, that I hope )'ou will pardon me for

joining my sincere but very humble voice to the admiration and sympathy of Europe.—
I am, my dear Sir, yours most truly, J. Mackintosh."

• General Sir James Stewart Denham of Coltness, Bart., Colonel of the Scots Greys.
His father, the celebrated political economist, took part in the Rebellion of 1745, and was

long afterwards an exile. The reader is no doubt acquainted with Lady Mary Wortley

Montagu's Letters, addressed to him and bis wife Lady Frances. Tlie present venerable

Sir James had, I think, attained the rank of captain in a foreign service before his father's

attainder was reversed ;
—

yet he has lived to become the senior general officer in the

British army.

+
" Had Prince Charles slept during the whole of the expedition," says the Chevalier

Johnstone,
" and allowed Lord George Murray to act for him according to his own judg-

ment, there is every reason for supposing he would have found the crown of Great Britain

on his head when he awoke."—Memoirs of the Rebellion of 1745, Sfc. London, 1810. 4to.

p. 140.
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selfish sage with due decorum—for what purpose can anger nerve ! 1 remember
once before, a mad woman, from about Alnwick, l)y name • • •

•, baited uw wuh
letters and plans

—first for charity for herself or soinv protege— I gave my —
then she wanted to have half the profits of a novel which I was to pubh r

my name and auspices. She sent me the manuscript, and a mm-in^ lalc n wa,, i,,r

some of the scenes lay in the Cabinet a Piau. 1 declined the
partur-rship. La.Htly,

my fair correspondent insisted I was a lover of speculation, and would Jmj nnirh

profited by going shares in a patent medicine which she had invented for the bi-iiriit

of little babes. I dreaded to have any thing to do with such a Hfrnd-likf atlair,

and begged to decline the honour of her correspondence in futurf. I slionld havt>

thought the thing a quiz but that the novel was real and substantial. Sir Al. x in-

der Don called, and we had a good laugh together.

'''February \2.—Having ended the second volume of Woodstock last night, I

had to begin the third this morning. Now I have not the slightest idea how the

story is to be wound up to a catastrophe. I am just in the sauu- case as I used to

he when I lost myself in former days in some country to which I was a stranger.
I always pushed for the pleasantest route, and either found or made it tho nearest.

It is the same in writing. I never could lay down a plan
—or, having laid it down,

I never could adhere to it ;
the action of composition always extended some pas-

sages, and abridged or omitted others ; and personages were rendered important or

insignificant, not according to their agency in the original conception of the piece,
but according to the success, or otherwise, with which I was able to bring them out,

I only tried to make that which I was actually writing diverting and interesting,

leavintr the rest to fate. I have been often amused with the critics distinguishing
some passages as particularly laboured, when the pen passed over the whole as fast

as it could move, and the eye never again saw them, except in proof. Verse I

write twice, and sometimes three times over. This hab nub at a vtnture is a peril-

ous style, I grant, but I cannot help it. When I strain my mind to ideas which are

purely imaginative
—for argument is a diiferent thing

—it seems to mo that the sun

leaves the landscape
—that I think away the whole vivacity of my original concep-

tion, and that the results are cold, tame, and spiritless. It is the ditference between

a written oration and one bursting from the unpremeditated exertions of the speaker,
which have always something the air of enthusiasm and inspiration. I would not

have young authors imitate my carelessness, however.
" Read a few pages of Will D'Avenant, who was fond of having it supposed that

Shakspeare intrigued with his mother. I think the pretension can only be treated

as Phaeton was, according to Fielding's farce—
'

Besides, by all tiie villan^c boys I'm shamed,

You, the sun's son, you rascal—you be damn'd.'

Ecrad I'll put that into Woodstock. It might come well from the old admirer of

Shakspeare. Then Fielding's lines were not written. What then 1—it is an ana-

chronism for some sly rogue to detect. Besides, it is easy to swear they were

written, and that Fielding adopted them from tradition.*

''February 13.—The Institution for the Encouragement of the Fine Arts opens

to-day, with a handsome entertainment in the Exhibition-room, as at Somerset

House. It strikes me that the direction given by amateurs and professors to their

proteges and pupils, who aspire to be artists, is upon a pedantic and false principle.

All the fine arts have it for their highest and most legitimate end and purpose, to

aflFect the human passions, or smooth and alleviate, for a time, the near luuiuiet fetd-

ings of the mind—to excite wonder, or terror, or pleasure, or emotion of some kind

or°other. It often happens that, in the very rise and origin of these arts, as in the

instance of Homer, the principal object is obtained in a degree not equalled by any

successor. But there is a degree of execution which, in more refined times, the

poet or musician begins to study, which gives a value of its own to their productions

of a different kind from the rude strength of their predecessors. Poetry become

complicated in its rules—music learned in its cadences and harmonies—rhetoric

subtle in its periods. There is more given to the labour of executing—less attained

*See the couplet, and the apology, in Woodstock— IFoceWey Novels, vol. xl. p. IM.

Vol. II. 3M
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by the effect produced. Still the nobler and popular end of these arts is not for-

i;otten ; and if we have some ])roductions too learned, too recherches for public feel-

in"^, we have, every now and tluMi, nnisic that electrifies a whole assembly, elo-

quence which shakes the forum, and poetry whicli carries men up to the third heaven.
But in painting it is different; it is all become a mystery, the secret of which is

lodged in a few connoisseurs, whose object is not to praise the works of such paint-
ers as produce effect on maidvind at large, but to class them according to their pro-

ficiency in the inferior rules of the art, which, though most necessary to be taught
and learned, should yet only be considered as the Gradus ad Parnassum, the steps

by which the higher and ultimate object of a great popular effect is to be attained.

They have all embraced the very style of criticism which induced Michael Angelo
to call some Pope a poor creature, when, turning his attention from the general
effect of a noble statue, his Holiness began to criticise the hem of the rol)e. This
seems to me the cause of the decay of this delighttul art, especially in history, its

noblest branch. As I speak to myself, I may say that a painting should, to be ex-

cellent, have something to say to the mind of a man, like myself, well educated,
and susceptible of those feelings which any thing strongly recalling natural emotion
is likely to inspire. But how seldom do I see any thing that moves me much !

Wilkie, the far more than Teniers of Scotland, certainly gave many new ideas. So
does Will Allan, though overwhelmed with their remarks about colouring and

grouping, against which they are not willing to place his general and original merits.

Landseer's dogs were the most magnificent things I ever saw—leaping, and bound-

ing, and grinning on the canvas. Leslie has great powers ; and the scenes from
Moliere by Newton are excellent. Yet painting wants a regenerator

—some one
who will sweep the cobwebs out of his head before he takes the pallet, as Chantrey
has done in the sister art. At present we are painting pictures from the ancients,
as authors in the days of Louis Quatorze wrote epic poems according to the recipe
of Dacier and Co. The poor reader or spectator has no remedy; the compositions
are secundum artem; and if he does not like them, he is no judge, that's all.

^^
February 14.—I had a call from Glengarry yesterday, as kind and friendly as

usual.* This gentleman is a kind of Quixote in our age, having retained, in their

full extent, the whole feelings of clanship and chieftainship, elsewhere so long
abandoned. He seems to have lived a century too late, and to exist, in a state of

complete law and order, like a Glengarry of old, whose will was law to his sept.

Warm-hearted, generous, friendly ; he is beloved by those who know him, and his

efforts are unceasing to show kindness to those of his clan who are disposed fully
to admit his pretensions. To dispute them is to incur his resentment, which has
sometimes broken out in acts of violence which have brought him into collision

with the law. To me he is a treasure, as being full of information as to the history
of his own clan and the manners and customs of the Highlanders in general.

Strong, active, and muscular, he follows the chase of the deer for days and nights

together, sleeping in his plaid when darkness overtakes him. The number of his

singular exploits would fill a volume ; for, as his pretensions are high, and not

always willingly yielded to, he is every now and then giving rise to some rumour.
He is, on many of these occasions, as much sinned against as sinning; for men,
knowing his temper, sometimes provoke him, conscious that Glengarry, from his

character for violence, will always be put in the wrong by the public. I have seen

him behave in a very manly manner when thus tempted. He has of late prosecuted
a quarrel, ridiculous enough in the present day, to have himself admitted and recog-
nised as Chief of the whole Clan Ranald, or surname of Macdonald. The truth

seems to be, that the present Clanranald is not descended from a letjitimate chief-

tain of the tribe; for, having accomplished a revolution in the 16th century, they
adopted a Tanist, or Captain, that is a Chief not in the direct line of succession—
namely, a certain Ian ^loidart, or John of Moidart, who took the title of Captain
of Clanranald, with all the powers of Chief, and even Glengarry's ancestor recog-
nised them as chiefs de facto if not de jure. The fact is, that this elective power
was, in cases of insanity, imbecility, or the like, exercised by the Celtic tribes, and

though Ian Moidart was no chief by birth, yet by election he became so, and trans-

mitted his power to his descendants, as would King William III., if he had had

•The late Colonel Ranaldson Macdonell of Glengarry. He died in January 1828.
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any. So it is absurd to set i:p the jus sans;uims now, which Glenjprry'a anrrator*
did not, or could not make good, when it was a right worth coiiibatini; for. I

wrought out iny full task yesterday.
" Saw Cadell as I returned from the Court. He seemed dejected, and gloomy

about the extent of stock of novels, &c. on hand. He infectecl mi! nitl,
'

.,,i

of spirits, and I almost wish my wife had not asked Mr. Scriipc and <
, K.

Sharpe for this day. But the former sent such loads of ganit; that I.ady .s<ti.h'!i

gratitude became ungovernable. I have not seen a creature at dinmr kuxcv th»!

direful 17th of January, except my own family and Mr. Laidlaw. The love of Holi>

tude increases by indulgence ; I hope it will not diverge into misanthropy, h iii,«.fl

not mend the matter that this is the first day that a ticket for salf is on my housr,

poor No. 39. One gets accustomed even to stone walls, and the place suiifd m«

very well. All our furniture too is to go
—a hundred little articles that semied to

me connected with all the happier years of my life. It is a sorry business. But

sursiiin corda.
" My two friends came as expected, also Missie, and staid till half-past ten.

Promised Sharpe the set of Piranesi's views in the dining-parlour. They belonged
to my uncle, so I do not like to sell them.

"
Fehruary 15.—Yesterday I did not write a line of Woodstock. Partly, I was

a little out of spirits, though that would not have hindered. Partly, I wanted to

wait for some new ideas—a sort of collecting of straw to make bricks of. Partly,

I was a little too far beyond the press. I cannot pull well in long traces, when the

draught is too far behind me. I love to have the press thumpinir- clattering, and

banging in my rear ; it creates the necessity which almost always makes me work

best. Needs must when the devil drives—and drive he does even according to the

letter. I must work to-day, however.—Attended a meeting of the Faculty about

our new library. I spoke—saying that I hopod we would now at length act upon a

general plan, and look forward to commencing upon such a scale as might secure

us at least for a century against the petty and partial management, which we have

hitherto thought sufficient, of fitting up one room after another. Disconnected and

distant, these have been costing large sums of money from time to time, all now

thrown away. We are now to have space enough for a very large range ol build-

intrs, which we may execute in a simple taste, leaving Government to ornament

them if they shall think proper
—otherwise to be plain, modest, and handsome, and

capable of being execitted by degrees, and in such portions as convenience may
admit of.—Poor""James Hogg, the^Ettrick Shepherd, came to advise with me about

his affairs,—he is sinkin<r under the times; having no assistance to give him, my
advice I fear will be of little service. I am sorry for him if that would

help him,

especially as, by his own account, a couple of hundred pounds would carry him on.

"Febrtmry 16.— 'Misfortune's gowling bark"* comes louder and louder. By

assio-ning my whole property to trustees for behoof of creditors, with two works

in progress and nigh publication, and with all my future literary labours, I conceived

I was bringing into the field a large fund of payment, which could not exist with-

out my exertions, and that thus far I was entitled to a corresponding detrree of

indulirence. I therefore supposed, on selling this house, and various other property,

and on receiving the price of Woodstock and Napoleon, that they would irive nie

leisure to make^other exertions, and be content with the rents of Abbotstord, with-

out attempting a s;ale. This would have been the more reasonable, as the very

printino- of these works must amount to a larje sum, of which thi^y will t.iuch the

profits." In the course of this delay I supposed I was to have the chance ot gelling

some insio-ht both into Constable's affairs and those of Hurst and Robinson.
^
Nay,

emplovin«r these houses, under precautions, to soil the works, the publishers prolit

would^have come in to pay part of their debt. But (Jibson last niirht came in after

dinner, and gave me to understand that the Bank of Scotland see this in a dilh'rent

point of view, and consider my contribution of the produce ot past, pr.-s.'nt,
and

future labours, as compensated in full by their accepting of the trust-deed, insu-art

of pursuino- the mode of sequestration, and placing me m the Gazette. l hey

therefore expect the trustees to commence a lawsuit to reduce the marriage se ttie-

* Burns's Dedication to Gavin Hamilton.
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ment, wliich seines the estate upon Walter, thus loading me with a most expensive
suit, and I suppose selling library and whatever else the)^ can lay hold on.

" Now this seems unequal measure, and would besides of itself totally destroy
any power of fancy, of genius, if it deserves the name, which may remain to me.
A man cannot write in the House of Correction; and this species of peine forte ei

dure which is threatened, would render it impossible for one to help himself or

others. So I told Gibson I had my mind made up as far back as the 24th of January,
not to suffer myself to be harder pressed than law would press me. If this great
commercial company, through whose hands I have directed so man)' thousands,
think they are right in taking every advantage and giving none, it must be my care

to see that they take none but what the law gives them. If they take the sword of
the law, I must lay hold of the shield. If they are determined to consider me as

an irretrievable bankrupt, they have no title to object to my settling upon the usual
terms which the Statute requires. They probably are of opinion, that I will be
ashamed to do this by applying publicly for a sequestration. Now, my feelings are

different. I am ashamed to owe debts I cannot pay ; but I am not ashamed of being
classed with those to whose rank I belong. The disgrace is in being an actual

bankrupt, not in being made a legal one. I had like to have been too hasty in this

matter. I must have a clear understanding that I am to be benefited or indulged in

some way, if I bring in two such funds as those works in progress, worth certainly
from £10,000 to £15,000.

^^
February 17.—Slept sound, for nature repays herself for the vexation the mind

sometimes gives her. This morning put interlocutor on several Sheriff-Court pro-
cesses from Selkirkshire. Gibson came to-night to say that he had spoken at full

length with Alexander Monypenny, proposed as trustee on the part of the Bank of

Scotland, and found him decidedly in favour of the most moderate measures, and

taking burden on himself that the Bank would proceed with such lenity as miglit
enable me to have some time and opportunity to clear these affairs out. I repose
trust in Mr. M. entirely. His father. Colonel Monypenny, was my early friend,
kind and hospitable to me when I was a mere boy. He had much of old General
Withers about him, as expressed in Pope's epitaph

—
A worth in youth approv'd,

A soft humanity ia age beloved I

His son David, and a younger brother, Frank, a soldier, who perished by drowning
on a boating party from Gibraltar, were my schoolfellows; and with the survivor,
now Lord Pitmilly, I have always kept up a friendly intercourse. Of this gentle-
man, on whom my fortunes are to depend, I know little. He was Colin Macken-
zie's partner in business while my friend pursued it, and he speaks highly of him :

that's a great deal. He is secretary to the Pitt Club, and we have had all our lives

the habit idem sentire de republica: that's much too. Lastly, he is a man of perfect
honour and reputation ; and I have nothing to ask which such a man would not

either grant or convince me was unreasonable. I have, to be sure, something of a
constitutional and hereditary obstinacy ; but it is in me a dormant quality. Con-
vince my understanding, and I am perfectly docile ; stir my passions by coldness or

affronts, and the devil would not drive me from my purpose. Let me record, I have
striven against this besetting sin. When I was a boy, and on foot expeditions, as

we had many, no creature could be so indifferent which way our course was directed,
and I acquiesced in what any one proposed ; but if I was once driven to make a

choice, and felt piqued in honour to maintain my proposition, I have broken off from
the whole party, rather than yield to any one. Time has sobered this pertinacity
of mind ; but it still exists, and I must be on my guard against it. It is the same
with me in politics. In general I care very little about the matter, and from year's
end to year's end have scarce a thought connected with them, except to laugh at the

fools, who think to make themselves great men out of little by swaggering in the

rear of a party. But either actually important events, or such as seemed so by their

close neighbourhood to me, have always hurried me off my feet, and made me, as I

have sometimes regretted, more forward and more violent than those who had a

regular jog-trot way of busying themselves in public matters. Good luck ; for had
1 lived in troublesome times, and chanced to be on the unhappy side, I had been

hanged to a certainty. What I have always remarked has been, that many who
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have hallooed me on at public mectinjjs, and so forth, liave
((uicily Uft me to iho

odium which a man known to the public always has more than hi.s own shart- of;

while, on the other hand, they were easily successful in pressinif hcfore rm-, who
never pressed forward at all, wlien there was any distribution of public favours or

the like. I am horribly tempted to interfere in this business of altt-riiiir the sv^l^-m
of banks in Scotland; and yet I know that if I can attract any notice, I will ollVnd

my English friends, without propitiating our doom in Scotland. I will think of it

till to-morrow. It is making myself of too much importance, after all.

''February 18.—I set about ^lalachi Malagrowther's Letter on the late disposi-
tion to change every thing in Scotland to an English model, but without resolving
about the publication. They do treat us very provokingly.

' O Land of Cakes ! said the Northern bard,

Thougli all the world betrays thee,

One fjiithful pen tliy rights shall jjuard,

One faithful iiarp sliall praise thee.' *

''

Fthruary 19.—Finished my letter (Malachi Malagrowther) this morning, and

sent it to James B., who is to call with the result this forenoon. I am not very
anxious to get on with Woodstock. I want to see what Constable's people mean
to do when they have their trustee. For an unfinished work they must treat with

the author. It is the old story of the varnish spread over the picture, which no-

thing but the artist's own hand could remove. A finished work might be seized

under some legal pretence.
"
Being troubled with thick-coming fancies, and a slight palpitation of the heart,

I have been reading the Chronicle of the Good Knight Messire Jacques de Lalain
—curious, but dull, from the constant repetition of the same species of combats in

the same style and phrase. It is like washing bushels of sand for a grain of gold.
It passes the time, however, especially in that listless mood when your mind is

half on your book, half on something else. You catch something to arrest the

attention every now and then, and what you miss is not worth going back upon.
Idle man's studies, in short. Still things occur to one. Something might be made
of a tale of chivalry,

—taken from the Passage of Arms, which Jacques de Lalain

maintained for the first day of every" month for a twelvemonth.* The first mention

perhaps of red-hot balls appears in the siege of Oudenarde by the Citizens of Ghent.
—

Chronique, p. 293. This would be light summer work.
" J. B. came and sat an hour. I led him to talk of Woodstock ; and, to say

truth, his approbation did me much good. I am aware it may, nay, must be par-

tial ; yet is he Tom Tell-truth, and totally unable to disguise his real feelings. I

think I make no habit of feeding on praise, and despise those whom I see greedy
for it, as much as I should an under-bred fellow who, after eating a cherry-tart, pro-

ceeded to lick the plate. But when one is flagging, a little praise (if it can be had

genuine and unadulterated by flattery, which is as difficult to come by as the ge-
nuine mountain dew) is a cordial after all. So now—vamos corazon—let us atone

for the loss of the morning.

"
February 20.—Yesterday, though late in beginning, I nearly finished my task,

which is six of my close pages, about thirty pages of print, a full and
uiiinttTrnpted

day's work. To-day I have already written four, and with some confidence, 'i hus

does flattery or praise oil the wheels. It is but two o'clock. Skene was here re-

monstrating against my taking apartments at the Albyn Club, and
recommending

that I should rather stay with them. I told him that was altogether impossible. I

hoped to visit them often, but for taking a permanent residence, I was altogether

the country mouse, and voted for

' A hollow tree,

A crust of bread and liberty.'

The chain of friendship, however bright, does not stand the attrition of constant

close contact.

* A parody on Moore's Minstrel Boy.

t This hmt was taken up in Count Robert of Paris.

42
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"
Fihruary 2L—Corroded Uie proofs of MAlachi this moniing ; it may fall dead,

and there will be a si|uib lost; it may chance to light on some ingredients of na-

tional ft eling. and set folk's Iteards in a l)hizc—and so much the better if it does. I

mean better for Scotland—not a whit for me. Attended the hearing in Parliament-

House till near four o'clock, so I shall do little to-night, for I am tired and sleepy.
One person talking for a long time, whether in pulpit or at the bar, or any where

else, unless the inti>rest be great, and the eloquence of the highest character, sets

me to sleep. I impudently lean my head on my hand in the Court and take my
nap without shame. The Lords may keep awake and mind their own affairs.

Q\M>d supra nos nihil ad iws. These clerks' stools are certainly as easy seats as are

in Scotland, those of the Barons of Exchequer always excepted.

"
Fchrudry 2'2.—Pallantyne breakfasted, and is to negotiate about Malachi with

Blackwood. It reads not amiss ; and if I can get a few guineas for it, I shall not

be ashamed to take them ; for, paying Lady Scott, I have just left between £3 and
£\ for any necessary occasion, and my salary does not become due until 20th

March, and the expense of removing, &c., is to be provided for :

' But shall we go mourn for that, my dear ?'

The mere scarcity of money (so that actual wants are provided) is not poverty—it

is the bitter draught to owe money which we cannot pay. Laboured foirly at

Woodstock to-day, but principally in revising and adding to Malachi, of which an
edition as a pamphlet is anxiously desired. I have lugged in my old friend Car-
drona*—I hope it will not be thought unkindly. The Banks are anxious to have
it published. They were lately exercising lenity towards me, and if I can benefit

them, it will be an instance of the '

King's errand lying in the cadger's gate.'

"
February 23.—Corrected two sheets of Woodstock this morning. These are

not the days of idleness. The fact is, the not seeing company gives me a command
of my time which I possessed at no other period in my life, at least since I knew
how to make some use of my leisure. There is a great pleasure in sitting down
to write with the consciousness that nothing will occur during the day to break the

spell. Detained in the Court till past three, and came home just in time to escape
a terrible squall. I am a good deal jaded, and will not work till after dinner. There
is a sort of drowsy vacillation of mind attends fatigue with me. I can command
my pen as the school-copy recommends, but cannot equally command my thoughts,
and often write one word for another. Read a little volume called the Omen—very
well written—deep and powerful language. f

"
February 24.—Went down to the printing-office after the Court, and corrected

Malachi. J. B. reproaches me with having taken much more pains in this tempo-
rary pamphlet than on w-orks which have a greater interest on my fortunes. I have

certainly bestowed enough of revision and correction. But the cases are different.

In a novel or poem, I run the course alone—here I am taking up the cudgels, and

may expect a drubbing in return. Besides, I do feel that this is public matter in

which the country is deeply interested ; and, therefore, is far more important than

any thing referring to my fame or fortune alone. The pamphlet will soon be out—
meantime, Malachi ])rosj)ers and excites much attention. The banks have bespoke
500 copies. The country is taking tiie alarm ; and, I think, the .Alinisters will not
dare to press the measure. I should rejoice to see the old red lion ramp a little,

and the thistle again claim its nemo me impunc. I do believe that Scotsmen will

show themselves unanimous at last, where their cash is concerned. They shall not

want backing. I incline to cry with Biron in Love's Labour's Lost,

' More Ates, more Ates, stir them on.'

* The late Mr. WilHamson of Cardrona, in Pceblc^hirc, was a strange humourist, of

-whom Sir Walter told many stories. The allusion liere is to the anecdote of the Leetle

Anderson in the first of Malachi's Epistles.
—See Scott's Prose Miscellanies, vol. xxi.

p. 289.

t The Omen, by Mr. Gait, had just been published.
—Sec Miscellaneous Prose, vol. iviii.,

p. 333.
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I suppose all imr.ginative people feel more or less of excitation from a scene of in-
surrection or tuniuU, or of general expression of national feelin"-. When I was a
lad, poor Davie Douglas* used to accuse me of being cupidaa nZvarum renun, and
say that I loveJ the stimulus of a broil. It might be so then, and even slill.

' Even in our aslies live their wonted fires.'

Whimsical enough, that when I viras trying to animate Scotland against the cur-
rency bill, John tJibson brought me the deed of trust, assigning my whole estate
to be subscribed by me ; so that I am turning patriot, and taking chanrc of the
affairs of the country, on the very day I proclaim myself incapable of manafrin<T

my own. What of thatl Who would think of their own trumpery debts, wlirn

they are taking the support of the whole system of Scottish banking on their
shoulders ? Odd enough too—on this day, for the first time since the awful I7th

January, we entertain a party at dinner—Lady Anna Maria Elliot, W. Clerk, John
A. Murray, and Thomas Thomson— as if we gave a dinner on account of ray
cessiofori.

"
February 25.—Our party yesterday went off very gaily ; much laugh and fun,

and I think I enjoyed it more from the rarity of the event—I mean from having
seen society at home so seldom of late. My head aches slightly thouorh ; yet we
were but a bottle of Champagne, one of Port, one of old Sherry, and two of Claret

among four gentlemen and three ladies. I have been led, from this incident, to

think of taking chambers near Clerk, in Rose Court. INIethinks the retired situation
should suit me well. Then a man and woman would be my whole establishment.

My superfluous furniture might serve, and I could ask a friend or two to dinner, as
I have been accustomed to do. I shall look at the place to-day. I must set now to

a second epistle of Malachi to the Athenians. If I can but get the sulky Scottish

spirit set up, the devil won't turn them.

'Cock up your beaver, and cock it fu' sprush ;

Wu'U over the Border, and give them a brush ;

There's somebody there we'll tCiich better behaviour ;

Hey, Johnnie, lad, cock up your beaver.'

"
February 26.—Spent the morning and till dinner on Malachi's second epistle.

It is difficult to steer betwixt the natural impulse of one's national feelings setting

in one direction, and the prudent regard to the interests of the empire and its inter-

nal peace and quiet, recommending less vehement expression. I will endeavour to

keep sight of both. But were my own interest alone concerned, d n me but I

would give it them hot ! Had some valuable communications from Colin Mackenzie,
which will supply my plentiful lack of facts.

" Received an anonymous satire in doggrel, which, having read the first verse
and last, I committed to the flames. Peter Murray of Simprim called, and sat half-

an-hour—an old friend, and who, from the peculiarity and originality of his genius,
is one of the most entertaining companions I have ever known. But I must finish

Malachi.

"
February 27.—^lalachi is getting on ; I must finish him to-night. I daresay,

some of my London friends will be displeased—Canning perhaps, for he is engoue
of Huskisson. Can't help it. The place I looked at won't do ; but I must really

get some lodging, for, reason or none, Dalgliesh will not leave me, and cries and
makes a scene.f Now, if I staid alone in a little set of chambers, he would serve

greatly for my accommodation. There are some places of the kind in the New
Buildings; but they are distant from the Court, and I cannot walk well on the

pavement. It is odd enough, that just when I had made a resolution to use my
coach frequently, I ceased to keep one.

^^
February 28.—Completed Malachi to-day. It is more serious than the first,

and in some places perhaps too peppery. Never mind ; if you would have a horse

* Lord Reston—See ante, vol. i. p. 30.

t Dalgliesli was Sir Walter's butler. He said he cared not how much Iiis wages were

reduced—but go he would not.
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kick, make a crupper out of a whin-cow ;* and 1 trust to see Scotland kick and fling
to some purpose. Woodstock lies back for this. But quid nonpro patria?

" March 1.—Malachi is in tlio Edinburtrh Journal to-day, and reads like the work
of an uncomjjroniisinir right-forward Scot of tlie old school. Some of the cautious

and pluckless instiorators will he afraid of tiicir confederate; for if a man of some

energy and openness of character hajiiieiis to be on the same side with these jobbers,

they stand as much in awe of his vehemence as did the inexperienced conjurer who
invoked a fiend wliom lie could not manage. Came home in a heavy shower with
the Solicitor. I tried him on the question, but found him reserved. The future

Lord Advocate must be cautious; but I can tell my good friend John Hope, that if

he acts the part of a firm and resolute Scottish patriot, both his own country and

Ensxland will respect him the more. Ah! Hal Dundas, there was no truckling in

thy"lay !

" Looked out a (juantity of things, to go to Abbotsford ; for we are Hitting, if you
please. It is with a sense of pain that I leave behind a parcel of trumpery prints
and little ornaments, once the pride of Lady S 's heart, but which she sees con-

signed with indilTerence to the chance of an auction. Things that have had their

day of importance with me I cannot forget, though the merest tritles. But I am
glad that she, with had health, and enough to vex her, has not the same useless

mode of associating recollections with this unpleasant business. The best part of

it is the necessity of leaving behind, viz. getting rid of, a set of most wretched
daubs of landscapes, in great gilded frames, of which I have often been heartily
ashamed. The history of them w-as curious. An amateur artist (a lady) happened
to fall into misfortunes, upon which her landscapes, the character of which had
been buoyed up far beyond their proper level, sank now beneath it, and it was low

enough. One most amiable and accomplished old lady continued to encourage her

pencil, and to order pictures after pictures, which she sent in presents to her friends.

I suppose I have eight or ten of them, which I could not avoid accepting. There
will be plenty of laughing w-hen they come to be sold. It would be a good joke

enough to cause it to be circulated that they were performances of my own in early

youth, and looked on and bought up as curiosities. Do you know why you have
written all this down. Sir W.? You want to put off writing Woodstock, just as

easily done as these memoranda, but which it happens your duty and your prudence
recommend, and therefore you are loth to begin.

'

Hcijrho,
I can't say no ;

But this piece of task-work off I can stave, O,
For Malachi's posting- into an octavo;
To correct the proof-sheets only this night I have, O,
So Conscience j'ou've gotten as good as you gave, O.

But to-morrow a new day we'll better behave, O
So I lay down the pen, and your pardon I crave, O.'

''March 2.—I have a letter from Cidin IMackenzie, approving Malachi,—'Cold
men may say it is too strong; but from the true men of Scotland you are sure of

the warmest gratitude.' I never have yet found, nor do I expect it on this occasion,
that ill-will dies in debt, or what is called f^ratitude distresses herself by frequent

payments. The one is like a ward-holding, and pays its reddendo in hard blows.

The other a blanch-tenure, and is discharged for payment of a red rose, or a pepper-
corn. He that takes the forlorn hope in an attack, is often deserted by them that

should support him, and who generally throw the blame of their own cowardice

uj)on his rashness. We shall see this end in the same way. But I foresaw it from

the bejjinning. The bankers will be ])ersuaded that it is a squib which may burn

their own fingers, and will curse the poor pyrotechnist that compoimded it—if they
do, they be d d. Slept indilTerently, and dreamed of Napoleon's last moments,
of which I was reading a medical account last night, by Dr. Arnott. Horrible death
—a cancer on the pylorus. I would have triven something to have lain still this

morning and made up for lost time. But de>'.idiie vakdlxi. If j'ou once turn on

your side after the hour at which you ouofht to rise, it is all over. Bolt up at once.

Bad night last—the next is sure to be better.

* Whin-cow—Anglice, a bush of furze.
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' Wlicn the drum bents, make ready ;

When tlic life i)lays, inarch away—
To the roll-call, to the roll-call, to the roll-call.

Before the break of day.'

" Dined with Chief Commissioner : Admiral Adam, W. Clerk, Thomson, and I.

The excellent old man was cheerfnl at intervals—at times sad, as was natural. A
good blunder he told us occurred in the Annandale case, which was a nuestion

partly of domicile. It was proved, that leaving Lochwood, the Earl had n-Jvcn

up his kain and carriages ;* this an English counsel contended was the best of all

possible proofs that the noble f]arl designed an absolute change of residence,
since he laid aside his walking-stick and his coach. First epistle of Malachi out of

print already.

^^ March 3.—Could not get the last sheets of Malachi, Second Epistle, so they
must go out to the world uncorrected—a great loss, for the last touches are always
most eifectual ; and I expect misprints in the additional matter. We were espe-
cially obliged to have it out this morning, that it may operate as a gentle prepara-
tive for the meeting of inhabitants at two o'clock. Fomte la galerc

—we shall see
if Scotsmen have any pluck left. If not, they may kill the next Percy themselves.
It is ridiculous enough for me, in a state of insolvency for the present, to be battling
about gold and paper currency

—it is something like the humorous touch in Hogarth's
Distressed Poet, where the poor starveling of the Muses is engaged, when in the

abyss of poverty, in writing an Essay on Payment of the National Debt; and his

wall is adorned with a plan of the mines of Peru. Nevertheless, even these fugi-
tive attempts, from the success which they have had, and the noise they are making,
serve to show the truth of the old proverb—

When house and land are gone and spent.
Then learning is most excellent'

On the whole, I am glad of this bruilzie, as far as I am concerned ; people will

not dare talk of me as an object of pity
—no more '

poor-manning.' Who asks how
many punds Scots the old champion had in his pocket when

' He set a bugle to his mouth,
And blew so loud and shrill.

The trees in greenwood shook thereat,
Sae loud rang every hill ?'

This sounds conceited enough, yet it is not far from truth.
" The meeting was very numerous, 500 or GOO at least, and unanimous, savino-

one Mr. Howden, who having been all his life, as I am told, in bitter opposition to

Ministers, proposed on the present occasion that the whole contested measure should
be trusted to their wisdom. I suppose he chose the opportunity of placing his own
opinion in opposition, single opposition too, to one of a large assembly. The speak-
ing was very moderate. Report had said that Jeffrey, J. A. Murray, and other sages
of the economical school, were to unbuckle their mails, and give us their opinions.
But no such great guns appeared. If they had, having the multitude on my side, I

would have tried to break a lance with them. A few short, but well expressed
resolutions, were adopted unanimously. These were proposed by Lord Rolio, and
seconded by Sir James Fergusson, I3art. I was named one of a committee to

encourage all sorts of opposition to the measure. Sol have already broken through
two good and wise resolutions—one that I would not write on political controversy;
another, that I would not be named in public committees. If my good resolves go
this way like snaw aff a dyke

—the Lord help me !

" March 4.—Last night I had a letter from Lockhart, who, speaking of Malachi,

says,
' The Ministers are sore beyond imagination at present ; and some of them,

I hear, have felt this new whip on the raw to some purpose.' I conclude he means

Canning is offended. I can't help it, as I said before—
-fiat justitia, ruat ccelum. No

*
Kain, in Scotch law, means payment in kind. Carriages, in the same phraseology,

stands for services in driving with horse and cart.

Vol. II. 3N 42*
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cause in which I h;id tho sliixhtcst personal interest should have made me use my
pen against them, blunt and pointed as it may be. But as they are about to throw
this country into distress and dantrer, by a measure of useless and uncalled for

experiment, they must hear the opinion of the Scotsman, to whom it is of no other

consequence than as a general measure affecting the country at large
—and more

they shall hear. I had determined to lay down the pen. But now they shall

have another of Malachi, beginning with buffoonery, and ending as seriously
as I can write it. It is like a frenzy that they will agitate the upper and middling
classes of society, so very friendly to them, with unnecessary and hazardous

projects.
'

Oil, thus it was they loved them dear,

And sought how to requite 'em,

And having no friends left but they.

They did resolve to figlit tliem.'

The country is very high just now. England may carry the measure if she will,

doubtless. But what will be the consequence of the distress ensuing. God only
can foretell. Lockhart, moreover, enquires about my affairs anxiously, and asks

what he is to say about them ; says 'he has enquiries every day.' Kind, very kind

all, and among the most interested and anxious. Sir William Knighton, who told

me 'the King was quite melancholy all the evening he heard of it.' This I can
well believe, for the King, educated as a prince, has nevertheless as true and kind

a heart as any subject in his dominions. He goes on— '
I do think they would

give you a Baron's gown as soon as possible,' &c. I have written to him in answer,

showing I have enough to carry me on, and can dedicate my literary efforts to clear

my land. The preferment would suit me well, and the late Duke of Buccleuch

gave me his interest for it. I daresay the young Duke would do the same for the

invaried \nrve I have borne his house ;
and by and by he will have a voice poten-

tial. But there is Sir William Rae, whose prevailing claim I would never place

my own in opposition to, even were it possible, by a iour dc force, such as L.

points at, to set it aside. Mean-time, I am building a barrier betwixt me and

promotion.
" In the mean-while, now I am not pulled about for money, &c., methinks I am

happier without my wealth than with it. Every thing is paid. I have no one
anxious to make up a sum, and pushing for his account to be paid. Since 17th

January I have not laid out a guinea, out of my own hand, save two or three in

charity, and six shillings for a pocket-book. But the cash with which I set out

having run short for family expenses, I drew on Blackwood, through Ballantyne,
which was duly honoured for £25, to account of Malachi's Letters, of which an-

other edition of 1000 is ordered, and gave it to Lady Scott, because our removal
will require that in hand. On the 20th my quarter comes in, and though I have

something to pay out of it, I shall be on velvet for expense—and regular I will be.

Methinks all trifling objects of expenditure seem to grow light in my eyes. That
I may regain independence I must be saving. But ambition awakes as love of

indulgence dies and is mortified witliin me. " Dark Cathullin will be renowned
or dead."

'' March 5.—Something of toddy and cigar in that last quotation, I think. Yet I

only smoked two, and liquified with one glass of spirits and water. I have sworn
I will not blot out what I have once written here.

" March 6.—Finished third Malachi, which I don't much like. It respects the

difhcultj^of finding gold to replace the paper circulation. Now this should have
been considered first. The admitting that the measure may be imposed, is yielding

up the question, and Malachi is like a commandant who should begin to fire from
interior defences before his outworks were carried. If Ballantyne be of my own
opinion, I will suppress it. We are all in a bustle shifting things to Abbotsford. It

is odd. but I don't feel the impatience for the country which I have usually expe-
rienced.

" March 7.—Detained in the Court till three by a hearing. Then to the committee

appointed at the meeting on Friday, to look after the small note business. A pack
of old faineants, incapable of managing such a business, and who will lose the day
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from mere coldness of heart. There are about a thousand names at the petition.

They have added no designations
—a great blunder; for lestimnnia sunt poncUmuda

noil nutneranda should never be lost sight of. They are disconcerted and iielpless;

just as in the business of the King's visit, when every body threw the wei<rht on
me. In another time—so disgusted was I with seeing them sitting in inctfectual

helplessness, spitting on the hot iron that lay before them, and touching it with a
timid finger, as if afraid of being scalded, that I might have dashed in "and taken

up the hammer, summoned the deacons and other heads of pu1)lic bodies, and by
consulting them have carried them with me. But I cannot waste my time, health,
and spirits, in fighting thankless battles. I left them in a quarter of an hour, and

presage, unless the country make an alarm, the cause is lost. The philosophical
reviewers manage their affairs better—hold off—avoid committing themselves, but
throw their vis inertix into the opposite scale, and neutralize feelings which they
cannot combat. To force them to fight on disadvantageous ground is our policy.
But we have more sneakers after ministerial favour than men who love their country,
and who, upon a liberal scale, would serve their party. For to force the Whigs to

avow an unpopular doctrine in popular assemblies, or to wrench the government of

such bodies from them, would be a coup de maitre. But they are alike destitute of

manly resolution and sound policy. D n the whole nest of them ! I have cor-

rected the last of Malachi, and let the thing take its chance. I have made just
enemies enough, and indisposed enough of friends.

" March 8.—At the Court, though a teind day. A foolish thing happened while
the Court were engaged with the teinds. I amused myself with writing on a sheet

of paper, notes on Frederick Maitland's account of the capture of Buonaparte ;

and I have lost these notes—shuffled in perhaps among my own papers, or those of

the teind clerks. What a curious document to be found in a process of valuation.

Being jaded and sleepy, I took up Le Due de Guise on Naples. I think this, with

the old Memoirs on the same subject which I have at Abbotsford, would enable me
to make a pretty essay for the Quarterly. We must take up Woodstock now in

good earnest. Mr. Cowan, a good and able man, is chosen trustee in Constable's

affairs, with full power. From what I hear, the poor man Constable is not sensible

of the nature of his own situation ; for myself^, I have succeeded in putting the

matter perfectly out of my mind since I cannot help it, and have arrived at a tlocci-

pauci-nihili-pili-fication of misery, and I thank whoever invented that long word.

They are removing our M'ine, &c. to the carts, and you will judge if our flitting is

not makino- a noise in the w"orld, or in the street at least.

" March 9.—I foresaw justly,

' When first I set this dangrerous stone a rolling,
'T would fall upon myself.'

Sir Robert Dundas to-day put into my hands a letter of between twenty and forty

pages, in angry and bitter reprobation of Malachi, full of general averments, and

very untenable arguments, all written at me by name, but of which I am to have

no copy, and which is to be circulated to other special friends, to whom it may be

necessary to '

give the sign to hate.' I got it at two o'clock, and returned it with

an answer four hourS afterwards, in which I have studied not to be tempted into

either sarcastic or harsh expressions. A quarrel it is, however, in all the forms,

between my old friend and myself, and his Lordship's reprimand is to be read out

in order to all our friends. They all know what I have said is true, but that will

be nothing to the purpose if they are desired to consider it as false. Nobody at

least can plague me for interest with Lord Melville as they used to do. By the

way, from the tone of his letter, I think his Lordship will give up the measure, and

I shall be the peace-offering. All will agree to condemn me as too warm—too rash

—and yet rejoice in privileges which they would not have been able to save but for

a little rousing of spirit, which will not perhaps fall asleep again.
—A gentleman

called on the part of a Captain Rutherford, to make enquiry about the Lord Ruther-

fords. Not being very cleever, as John Fraser used to say, at these pedigree matters,

referred him to my cousin Robert Rutherford. Very odd—when there is a vacant,

or dormant title in a Scottish family or 7iame, every body, and all connected with

the clan, conceive they have quodum modo a right to it. Not being engrossed by
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any individual, it communicates .part of its lustre to every individual in the tribe, as

if it remained in common stock for that purpose. ,

"March 10.—I am not made entirely on the same mould of passions like other

people. Many men would deeply rp<Tret a breach with so old a friend as Lord Mel-

ville, and many men would he in despair at losing the good graces of a Minister of

State for Scotland, and all pretty views about what might be done for myself and

my sons, especially Charles. But I think my good Lord doth ill to be angry, like

the patriarch of old, and 1 have, in my odd saiis souciaiice character, a good handful

of meal from the grist of the Jolly Miller, who

'Once
Dwelled on the river Dee ;

I care for nobody, no not I,

Since nobody cares for me.'

" Sandie Young* came in at breakfast-time with a Monsieur Brocque of Mont-

pelicr. Saw Sir Robert Dundas at Court. He is to send my letter to Lord Mel-
ville. Colin Mackenzie concurs in thinking Lord M. quite wrong. He must cool

iv. the shin he hef in,
" On coming home from the Court a good deal fatigued, I took a nap in my easy

chair, then packed my books, and committed the refuse to Jock Stevenson—
' Left not a limb on which a Dane could triumph.'

Gave Mr. Gibson my father's cabinet, Avhich suits a man of business well. Gave
Jock Stevenson the picture of my favourite dog Camp, mentioned in one of the

introductions to Marmion, and a little crow-quill drawing of Melrose Abbey by Nel-

son, whom I used to call the Admiral, poor fellow. He had some ingenuity, and
was in a moderate way a good penman and draughtsman. He left his situation of

amanuensis to go into Lord Home's militia regiment, but his dissipation got the

better of a strong constitution, and he fell into bad habits and poverty, and died, I

believe, in the Hospital at Liverpool.
—

Strange enough that Henry Weber, who
acted afterwards as my amanuensis for many years, had also a melancholy fate

ultimately. He was a man of very superior attainments, an excellent linguist and

geographer, and a remarkable antiquary. He published a collection of ancient

Romances, superior, I think, to the elaborate Ritson. He also published an edition

of Beaumont and Fletcher, but too carelessly done to be reputable. He was a vio-

lent Jacobin, which he thought he disguised from me, while I, who cared not a fig
about the poor young man's politics, used to amuse myself with teazing him. He
was an excellent and affectionate creature, but unhappily was afflicted with partial

insanity, especially if he used strong liquors, to which, like others with that unhappy
tendency, he was occasionally addicted. In 1814 he became quite insane, and, at

the risk of my life, I had to disarm him of a pair of loaded pistols, which I did by
exerting the sort of authority which, I believe, gives an effectual control in such

cases.f My patronage in this way has not been lucky to the parties protected. I

hope poor George Huntly Gordon will escape the influence of the evil star. He
has no vice, poor fellow, but his total deafness makes him helpless.

"March 11.—This day the Court rose after a long and laborious sederunt. I

employed the remainder of the day in completing a set of notes on Captain Mait-
land's manuscript narrative of the reception of Napoleon Buonaparte on board the

Bellerophon. It had been previously in the hands of my friend Basil Hall, who
had made many excellent corrections in point of style ; but he had been hyper-
critical in wishing (in so important a matter, where every thing depends on accu-

racy) this expression to be altered, for delicacy's sake, that to be corrected, for fear

of giving offence, and that other to be abridged, for fear of being tedious. The
plain sailor's narrative for me, written on the spot, and bearing in its minuteness the
evidence of its veracity. Lord Elgin sent me some time since a curious account
of his imprisonment in France, and the attempts which were made to draw him into

* Alexander Yoimg, Esq. of Harbum—a steady Whig of the old school, and a steady
and highly esteemed friend of Sir Walter's.

tSee ante, vol. i. p. 470.
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some intrigue which might authorize treating him with rigour.* He called to-day
and communicated some curious circumstances, on the authority of Fouche, Denon
and others, respecting Buonaparte and the Empress Maria Louisa, whom Lord
Elgin had conversed with on tlie subject in Italy. His conduct towards her was
somethina- like that of Ethwald to Elburga, in Joanna Baillie's fine tragedy,
making her postpone her high rank by birth to the authority which he had acquired
by his talents.

" March 12.—Resumed Woodstock, and wrote my task of six pages. I cannot

gurnalize, however, having wrought my eyes nearly out.

" March 13.—Wrote to the end of a chapter, and knowing no more than the man in

the moon what comes next, I will put down a few of Lord Elgin's remembrances,
and something may occur to me in the meanwhile. * # * #

" I have hinted in these notes that I am not entirely free from a sort of gloomy
fits, with a fluttering of the heart and depression of spirits, just as if I knew not

what was going to befall me. I can sometimes resist this successfully, but it is

better to evade than to combat it. The hang-dog spirit may have originated in the

confusion and chucking about of our old furniture, the stripping of walls of pictures,
and rooms of ornaments ; the leaving of a house we have so long called our home,
is altogether melancholy enough. I am glad Lady S. does not mind it, and yet I

wonder, too. She insists on my remaining till Wednesday, not knowing what I

suffer. 'ISIeanwhile, to make my recusant spirit do penance, I have set to work to

clear away papers and pack them for my journey. What a strange medley of

thoughts such a task produces ! There lie letters which made the heart throb when
received, now lifeless and uninteresting

—as are perhaps their writers. Riddles which
have been read—schemes which time has destroyed or brought to maturity—memo-
rials of friendships and enmities which are now alike faded. Thus does the ring
of Saturn consume itself. To-day annihilates yesterday, as the old tyrant swallowed
his children, and the snake its tail. But I must say to my Journal as poor Byron
did to Moore— ' D—n it, Tom, don't be poetical.'

" March 14.—J. B. called this morning to take leave and receive directions about

proofs, &c. Talks of the uproar about Malachi ; but I am tired of Malachi—the

humour is off, and I have said what I wanted to say, and put the people of Scotland

on their guard, as well as Ministers, if they like to be warned. They are gradually

destroying what remains of nationality, and making the country tabula rasa for doc-

trines of bold innovation. Their loosening and grinding doAvn all those peculiarities

which distinguished us as Scotsmen will throw the country into a state in which it

will be universally turned to democracy, and instead of canny Saunders, they will

have a very dangerous North British neighbourhood. Some lawyer expressed to

Lord Elibank an opinion, that at the L'nion the English law should have been ex-

tended all over Scotland. ' I cannot say how that might have answered our pur-

pose,' said Lord Patrick, who was never nonsuited for want of an answer,
' but it

would scarce have suited ymirs, since by this time the Aberdeen Jdvocates] would

have possessed themselves of all the business in Westminster Hall.'

" What a detestable feeling this fluttering of the heart is ! I know it is nothing

organic, and that it is entirely nervous ; but the sickening effects of it are dispiriting

to a degree. Is it the body brings it on the mind, or the mind that inflicts it upon the

body T I cannot tell ; but it is a severe price to pay for the Fata Morgana \yith

which Fancy sometimes amuses men of warm imaginations. As to body and mind,

I fancy I might as well enquire whether the fiddle or fiddlestick makes^
the tune.

In youth thrs complaint used to throw me into involuntary passions of causeless

tears. But I will drive it away in the country by exercise. I wish I had been a

mechanic ; a turning-lathe or a chest of tools would have been a God-send ; for

thought makes the a'ccess of melancholy rather worse than better. I have it seldom,
^

thank God, and. I believe, lightly, in comparison of others.

" It was the fiddle, after all, was out of order—not the fiddlestick ; the body, not

* See Life of Buonaparte—Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. xi. pp. 346-351.

t The Attorneys of the town of Aberdeen are styled Advocates. This valuable privilege

said to have been bestowed at an early period by some (sportive) monarch.
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the mind. I walkod out; met Mrs. Skene, who took a round with me in Prince's

Street. Bade Constable and Cadell farewell, and had a brisk walk home, which
enables me to face the desolation here with more spirit. News from Sophia. She
has had the luck to get an anti-drujr-jist in a Dr. Gooch, who precribos care for

Johnnie instead of drnjrs, and a little home-brewod ale instead of wine; and, like a
liberal physician, supplies the medicine he prescribes. As for myself, since I had
scarce stirred to lake exercise for four or five days, no wonder I had the mulligrubs.
It is an awful sensation thonofh, and would have made an enthusiast of me, had I

indulged my imagination on devotional subjects. I have been always careful to

place my mind in the most tranquil posture which it can assume during my private
exercises of devotion.
"

I have amused myself occasionally very pleasantly during the last few days by
reading over Lady Morgan's novel of O'Donnell, which has some striking and beau-

tiful passages of situation and description, and in tiie comic part is very rich and

entertaining. I do not remember being so much pleased with it at first. There is

a want of story, alwa3's fatal to a book the first reading
—and it is well if it gets a

chance of a second. Alas, poor novel ! Also read again, and for the third time at

least, Miss Austen's very finely written novel of Pride and Prejudice. That young
lady had a talent for describing the involvements, and feelings, and characters of

ordinary life, which is to me the most wonderful I ever met with. The Big Bow-
wow strain I can do myself like any now going; but the exquisite touch, which
renders ordinary commonplace things and characters interesting, from the truth of

the description and the sentiment, is denied to me. What a pity such a gifted crea-

ture died so early !

" March 15.—This morning I leave No. 39, Castle Street, for the last time. ' The
cabin was convenient,' and habit had made it agreeable to me. I never reckoned

upon a change in this particular so long as I held an office in the Court of Session.
In all my fonner changes of residence, it was from good to better ; this is retro-

grading. I leave this house for sale, and I cease to be an Edinburgh citizen, in the

sense of being a proprietor, which my father and I have been for sixty j^ears at

least. So farewell, poor 39, and may you never harbour worse people than those
who now leave you. Not to desert the Lares all at once, Lady S. and Anne remain
till Sunday. As for me, I go, as aforesaid, this morning.

' Ha til mi tulidh 1' "—«

CHAPTER XXXIII.

DOMESTIC AFFLICTIONS— CORRESPONDEiNCE WITH SIR ROBERT DUNDAS AND
MR. CROKER ON TIIE SUBJECT OF MALACHI MALAGRO\\THER.

Sir Walter's Diary begins to be clouded with a darker species of

distress than mere loss of wealth could bring to his spirit. His darling

grandson is sinking apace at Brighton. The misfortunes against which
his manhood struggled with stern energy were encountered by his

afibctionate wife under the disadvantages of enfeebled heallh; and it

seems but too evident that mental pain and mortification had a great
share in hurrying her ailments to a fatal end.

Nevertheless, all his adlictions do not seem to have interrupted for

more than a day or two his usual course of labour. With rare excep-

* Wc return no more
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tions he appears, all through this trying period, to have luii.shcd his

daily task—thirty pages of Woodstock, until that novel wasccjujijleted;

or, if he paused in it, he gave a similar space of time to some minor

production; such as his paper on Gait's Omen for Blackwood's Maga-
zine—or his very valuable one on the Life of Kenible for the(iiiarterly
Review. And hardly had Woodstock been finished before he bo'fan

the Chronicles of the Canongate. Pie also corresponded much as usual

(notwithstanding all he says about indolence on that score) with his

absent friends; and I need scarcely add that his duties as Sheritf

claimed many hours every week. The picture of resolution and indus-

try which this portion of his Journal presents is certainly as remark-

able as the boldest imagination could have conceived.

Before I open the Diary again, liowcver, I may as well place in

what an ingenious contemporary novelist calls an "
Inter-Chapter"

three letters connected with the affair of Malachi Malgrowther. The
first was addressed to the late Sir Robert Dundas (his colleague at the

Clerk's Tabic), on receiving through him the assurance that Lord

Melville, however strong in his dissent from Malachi's views on the

Currency Question, had not allowed that matter to interrupt his affec-

tionate regard for the author. The others will speak for themselves.

To Sir Robert Dundas of Dunira, Bart., Ilcriot Row, Edinburgh.

" My dear Sir Robert,
" I had your letter to-day, and am much interested and affected by its contents.

Whatever Lord Melville's sentiments had been towards me, I could never have lost

remembrance of the very early friend with whom I carried my satchel to school,
and whose regard I had always considered as one of the happiest circumstances of

my life. I remain of the same opinion respecting the Letters which have occa-

sioned so much more notice than they would have deserved, had there not been a

very general feeling in this country, and among Lord Melville's best friends too,

authorizing some public remonstrances of the kind from some one like myself, who
had nothing to win or to lose—or rather who hazarded losing a great deal in the

good opinion of friends whom he was accustomed not to value only but to reve-

rence. As to my friend Croker, an adventurer like myself, I would throw my hat

into the ring for love and give him a bellyful. But I do not feel there is any call

on me to do so, as I could not do it without entering into particulars, which I have
avoided. If I had said, which I might have done, that, in a recent case, a gentle-
man holding an office under the Great Seal of Scotland, was referred to the English
Crown Counsel—who gave their opinion

—on which opinion the Secretary was

prepared to act—that he was forcibly to be pushed from his situation, because he

was, from age and malady, not adequate to its duties ; and that by a process of

English law, the very name of which was unknown to us, I would, I think, have

made a strong case. But I care not to enter into statements to the public, the indi-

rect consequence of which might be painful to some of our friends. I only venture

to hope on that subject, that, suffering INIalachi to go as a misrepresentcr. or cahmi-

niator, or what they will, some attention may be paid that such grounds for calumny
and misrepresentation shall not exist in future—I am contented to be the scape-goat.
I remember the late Lord Melville defending, in a manner that defied ref^utation,

the Scots laws against sedition, and I have lived to see these repealed, by what our

friend Baron Hume calls 'a bill for the better encouragement of sedition and trea-

son.' It will last my day probably ; at least I shall be too old to be shot, and have

only the honourable chance of being hanged for iticirisriic. The vthole burgher

class of Scotland are gradually preparing for radical reform— I mean the middling
and respectable classes ; and when a burgh reform comes, which perhaps cannot

long be delayed, Ministers will not return a member for Scotland from the towns.

The gentry will abide longer by sound principles; for they are needy, and, desire
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advancement for their sons, and appointments, and so on. But this is a very
liollow dependence, and tliose who sincerely hold ancient opinions are waxing old.

"
DitTering so much as we do on this head, and holding my own opinion as 1

would do a point of religious faith, I am sure I ought to feel the more indebted to

Lord Melville's kindness and generosity for suffering our difference to be no breach

in our ancient friendship. I shall always feel his sentiments in this respect as the

deepest obligation I owe him ; for, perhaps, there are some passages in Malachi's

epistles that I ought to have moderated. But I desired to make a strong impression,
and speak out, not on the Currency Question alone, but on the treatment of Scot-

land generally, the opinion which. I venture to say, has been long entertained by
Lord Melville's best friends, though who that had any thing to hope or fear would
not have hesitated to state \t1 So much for my Scottish feelings

—
prejudices, if you

•will ; but which were born, and will die with me. For those I entertain towards
Lord Melville personally, I can only say that 1 have lost much in my life ; but the

esteem of an old friend is that I should regret the most ; and I repeat I feel most

sensibly the generosity and kindness so much belonging to his nature, which can

forgive that which has probably been most offensive to him. People may say that

I have been rash and inconsiderate : they cannot saj' I have been either selfish or

malevolent—I have shunned all the sort of popularity attending the discussion ;

nay, have refused to distribute the obnoxious letters in a popular form, though urged
from various quarters.

"
Adieu, God bless you, my dear Sir Robert. You may send the whole or any

part of this letter if you think proper ; I should not wish him to think that I was

sulky about the continuance of his friendship.
—I am yours most truly,

Walter Scott."

To Sir Walter Scoit, Bart.

[Private and confidential.]
"
Admiralty, .Alarch ]tj, 1826.

" My dear Scott,
" I have seen Lord Melville's and your letters to Sir R. Dundas, and the tone

of both of them makes me feel very anxious to say a confidential word or two to

you on the subject. 1 am not going to meddle with the politics, which are bad

enough in printed letters, but to endeavour, in the cordiality of a sincere private

friendship, to satisf)' you that these differences on speculative points of public policy
do not, in this region, and ought not in yours, to cause any diminution of private
intercourse and regard. Lord Melville certainly felt that his administration of

Scottish affairs was sweepingly attacked, and the rest of the Government were
astonished to see the one-pound pote question made a kind of war-cry which might
excite serious practical consequences, and, no doubt, these feelings were expressed
pretty strongly, but it was in the spirit of tt tu, Brute! The regard, the admira-

tion, the love, which we all bear towards you, made the stroke so much more pain-
ful to those who thought it directed at them, but that feeling was local and tempo-
rary ; by local I mean that the pain was felt on the spot where the blow was given—and 1 hope and believe it was so temporar}' as to be already forgotten. I can
venture to assure you that it did not at all interfere with the deep sympathy with
which we all heard of the losses you had sustained, nor would it, I firmly believe,
have caused a moment's hesitation in doing any thing which might he useful or

agreeable to you if such an opportunity had occurred. However Lord Melville

may have expressed his soreness on what, it must be admitted, was an attack on

him, as being for the last twenty years the minister for Scotland, there is not a man
in the world who would be more glad to have an opportunity of giving you any
mark of his regard ;

and from the moment we heard of the inconvenience you suf-

fered, even down to this hour, 1 do not believe he has had another feeling towards

you privately, than that which you might have expected from his general good-na-
ture and his particular friendship for you.

" As to mystlf (if I may venture to name myself to you), I am so ignorant of

Scottish affairs and so remote from Scottish interest, that you will easily believe

that I felt no personal discomposure from Mr. Malagrowther. What little I know of

Scotland you have taught me, and my chief feeling on this subject was ironder that

so clever a fellow as ^L M. could entertain opinions so different from those which
I fancied that I had learned from you; but this has nothing to do with our private
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feelings. If T diflercd from INI. M. as -vvidtly as I do from Mr. M'Culloch, that
need not affect my privatefeiUngs toward Sir Walter Scott, nor his towards me. Ha
may feel the matter very warmly as a Scotchman ; I can only have a very general,
and therefore proportionably faint interest in the subject ; but in either cast; you ami
I are not, like Sir Archy and Sir Callaghan, to quarrel about Sir Archy's irrcat-irrand-

mother ; but I find that I am dwelling too long- on so insij^nificant a par? of the sub-

ject as myself. I took up rny pen with the intention of satisfyinjr you as to tho

feelings of more important persons, and I shall now quit the topic altogether, with
a single remark, that this letter is strictly confidential, that even Lord Melville
knows nothing of it, and a plus forte raison, nobody else.—Believe me to be, my
dear Scott, most sincerely and affectionately yours,

J. W. Choker."

To J. W. Croker,Esq., M. P., ^c. ^c. Mmirally.

"Abbotsford, 10th March, 1826.

" My dear Croker,
" I received your very kind letter with the feelings it was calculated to excite,

those of great affection mixed with pain, which, indeed, I had already felt and anti-

cipated before taking the step which I knew you must all feel as awkward, cominor
from one who has been honoured with so much personal regard. I need not, I am
sure, say, that I acted from nothing but an honest desire of serving this country.

Depend upon it, that if a succession of violent and experimental changes are made
from session to session, with bills to amend bills, where no want of legislation had
been at all felt, Scotland will, within ten or twenty years, perhaps much sooner,
read a more fearful commentary on poor Malachi's Epistles than any statesmaa

residing out of the country, and stranger to the habits and feelings which are enter-

tained here, can possibly anticipate. My head may be low—I hope it will—before

the time comes. But Scotland, completely liberalized, as she is in a fair way of

being, will be the most dangerous neighbour to England that she has had since

1639. There is yet time to make a stand, for there is yet a great deal of good and

genuine feeling left in the country. But if you iin.'icotdi us, you will find us damned
mischievous Englishmen. The restless and yet laborious and constantly watchful
character of the people, their desire for speculation in politics or any thing else,

only restrained by some proud feelings about their own country, now become anti-

quated, and which late measures will tend much to destroy, will make them, under
a wrong direction, the most formidable revolutionists who ever took the field of

innovation. The late Lord Melville knew them well, and managed them accord-

ingly. Our friend, the present Lord Melville, with the same sagacity, has not the

same advantages. His high office has kept him much in the south ;
—and when he

comes down here, it is to mingle with persons who have almost all something to

hope or ask for at his hands.
" But I shall say no more on this subject so far as politics are concerned, only

you will remember the story of the shield, which was on one side gold, and on the

other silver, and which two knights fought about till they were mutually mortally
wounded, each avowing the metal to be that which he himself witnessed. You see

the shield on the golden, I, God knows, not on the silver side—but in a black,

gloomy, and most ominous aspect.
" With respect to your own share in the controversy, it promised me so great an

honour that I laboured under a strong temptation to throw my hat into the ring, tie

my colours to the ropes, cry, Hollo there. Saint Andrew for Scotland ! and try what
a good cause might do for a bad, at least an inferior, combatant. But then I must

have brought forward my facts ; and, as these must have compromised friends indi-

vidually concerned, I felt myself obliged, with regret for forfeiting some honour,

rather to abstain from the contest. Besides, my dear Croker, I must say, that you

sported too many and too direct personal allusions to myself, not to authorize and

even demand some retaliation dans le meme genre; and however good-humouredly
men begin this sort of '

sharp encounter of their wits,' their temper gets the better

of them at last. When I was a cudgel-player, a sport at which I was once an ugly

customer, we used to bar rapping over the knuckles, because it always euded in

breaking heads ; the matter may be remedied by baskets in a set-to with oak sap-

lincrs, but I know no such defence in the rapier and poniard game of wit. So I
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ihouofht it brst not to ondansjer the loss of an old friend for a bad jest, and sit qui-

etly down with j'our odd hits, and the discredit which I must count on here for not

repaying thrm, or tryintr to do so.
" As for my affairs, which you allude to so kindly, I can safely say, that no oak

ever quitted its withered leaves more easily than I have done what might be consi-

dered as great wealth. I wish to God it were as easy for me to endure impending
misfortunes of a very different kind. You may have heard that Lockhart's only
child is very ill, and the delicate habits of the unfortimate boy have ended in a dis-

ease of the spine, which is a hopeless calamity, and in my daughter's present situa-

tion, may have consequences on her health terrible for me to anticipate. To add to

this, though it needs no addition—for the poor child's voice is day and night in my
ear—I have, from a consultation of physicians, a most melancholy account of my
wife's health, the faithful companion of rough and smooth, weal and wo, for so

many years. So if you compare me to Bmtus in the harsher points of his charac-

ter, you must also allow* me some of his stoical fortitude—' no man bears sorrow

better.'
" I cannot give you a more absolute assurance of the uninterrupted regard with

which I must always think of you, and the confidence I repose in your expressions
of cordiality, than by entering on details, which one reluctantly mentions, except to

those who are sure to participate in them.
" As for Malachi, I am like poor Jean Gordon, the prototype of Meg Merrilees,

who was ducked to death at Carlisle for being a Jacobite, and till she was smothered

outright, cried out every time she got her head above water, Charlie yet. But I have
said my say, and have no wish to give my friends a grain more offence than is con-

sistent with the discharge of my own feelings, which, I think, would have choked
me if I had not got my breath out. I had better, perhaps, have saved it to cool my
porridge ; I have only the prospect of being a sort of Highland Cassandra. But
even Cassandra tired of her predictions, I suppose, when she had cried herself

hoarse, and disturbed all her friends by howling in their ears what they were not

willing to listen to.
" And so God bless you—and believe, though circumstances have greatly dimin-

ished the chance of our meeting, I have the same warm sense of your kindness as

its uniform tendency has w-ell deserved.—Yours affectionately,
Walter Scott."

CHAPTER XXXIV

DIARY RESUMED— ABBOTSFORD IN SOLITUDE—DEATH OF SIR A. DON— RE-

VIEW OF THE LIFE OF KRMBLE, (tc-CONCLUSION OF WOODSTOCK—DEATH
OF LADY SCOTT—CHRONICLES OF THE CANONGATE BEGUN—APRIL—MAY.
1826.

DIARY.
"
Mbotsford, March 15, 9 a/ ni^ht.

—The naturally unpleasant feelings which
influenced me in my ejectment, for such it is virtually, readily evaporated in the

course of the journey, though I had no pleasanter companions than Mrs. Mackay
the housekeeper and one of the maids ; and I have a shyness of disposition, which
looks like pride, but is not, which makes me awkward in speaking to my house-
hold domestics. With an out-of-doors' labourer or an old woman gathering sticks

I can crack for ever. I was welcomed hero on my arrival by the tumult great of

men and dogs, all happy to see me. One of my old labourers killed by the fall of

a stone working at Gattonside Bridge. Old Will Straiton, my man of wisdom and

proverbs, also dead. He was entertaining from his importance and self-conceit, but

really a sensible old man. When he heard of my misfortunes, he went to bed, and
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said he would not riso again, and kept his word. Tin was very infirm whtn I last
saw him. Tom Purdie in great glory, being released from all farm duty, and des-
tined to attend the woods and be my special assistant.

" March 17.—Sent off a packet to J. B. ; only three pages copy so must work
hard for a day or two. I wish I could wind up my bottom handsomely (an odd
but accredited

phrase);
the conclusion will not be luminous; we must try i(j make

it dashing. Have a good deal to do between hands in sorting up—hourly arrival
of books. I need not have exulted so soon in having attained ease and nui»!t. I

am robbed of both with a vengeance. A letter from Lockhart. My worst augury
is verified ; the medical people think poor Johnnie is losing strength ; !?»> is

gone with his mother to Brighton. The bitterness of this probably impeiujimr
calamity is extreme. The child was almost too good for this world ; beautiful in

features ; and though spoiled by every one, having one of the sweetest tempers as
well as the quickest intellect I ever saw ; a sense of humour quite extraordinary in

a child, and, owing to the general notice which was taken of him, a great deal
more information than suited his hours. He was born in the eighth month, and
such cliildren are never strong

—seldom long-lived. \ look on this side and that,
and see nothing but protracted misery, a crippled frame and decayed constitution,

occupying the attention of his parents for years, and dying at the end of that period,
when their hearts were turned on him; or the poor child may die before Sophia's
confinement, and that m'd.j again be a dangerous and bad affair ; or she may, by
increase of attention to him, injure her own health. In short, to trace into how
many branches such a misery may flow is impossible. The poor dear love had so
often a slow fever, that when it pressed its little lips to mine, I always foreboded
to my own heart what all "I fear are now aware of.

" March 18.—Slept indifferently, and under the influence of Queen Mab, st!ldom

auspicious to me. Dreamed of reading the tale of the Prince of the Black Marble
Islands to little Johnnie, extended on a paralytic chair, and yet telling all his pretty
stories about Ha-Papa, as he calls me, and Chiefswood—and waked to think I

should see the little darling no more, or see him as a thing that had better never
have existed. Oh misery, misery, that the best I can wish for him is early death,
with all the wretchedness to his parents that is likely to ensue! I had intended to

have staid at home to-day ; but Tom more wisely had resolved that I should walk,
and hung about the window with his axe and my own in his hand till I turned out

with him, and helped to cut some fine paling.

" March 19.—Lady S., the faithful and true companion of my fortunes, good and

bad, for so many years, has, but with difficulty, been prevailed on to see Dr. Aber-

crombie, and his opinion is far from favourable. Her asthmatic complaints are fast

terminating in hydropsy, as I have long suspected ; yet the announcement of the

truth is overwhelming. They are to stay a little longer in town, to try the effects

of a new medicine. On Wednesday they propose to return hither—a new aflliction,

where there was enough before ; yet her constitution is so good, that if she will be

guided by advice, things may be yet ameliorated. God grant it ! for really these

misfortunes come too close upon each other.

" March 20.—Despatched proofs and copy this morning; and Swanston the car-

penter coming in, I made a sort of busy idle day of it with altering and hanging

pictures and prints, to find room for those which came from Edinburgh, and by dint

of being on foot from ten to near five, put all things into apple-pie order. What

strange beings we are ! The serious duties I have on hand cannot divert my mind
from the most melancholy thoughts; and yet the talking of these workmen, and the

trifling occupation which they give me, serves to dissipate my attention. The truth

is, I fancy that a body under the impulse of violent motion cannot be stopped or

forced back, but may indirectly be urged into a different channel. In the evening
I read and sent off my sheriff-court processes.

" March 21.—Perused an attack upon myself, done with as much ability as truth,

by no less a man than Joseph Hume, the night-work man of the House of Com-

mons, who lives upon petty abuses, and is a ver)' useful man by so doing. He has
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had the kindness to say I am interested in keepintr up the taxes ; I Mish I had any
thinjr (Iso to do with tlioin than to pay them. Hut he is an ass, and not worth a

man's tliinkinjj about, .losopli Ilumo indeed I
—1 say Joseph Hum,—and could add

a Swiftian rliyme, hut forl)rar. Busy in unpacking and repacking. I wrote five

pages of Woodstock, which work hofrins

' To appropinquc an end.'

^^ March 23.—Lady Scott arrived yesterday to dinner. She was better than I

expected, but Anne, poor soul, looked very poorly, and had been much worried with
the fatioiip and discomfort of last week. Lady vS. takes the digHaUx, and, as she

thinks, with advantajir. thourrh the medicine makes her very sick. Yet on the whole,
thiniTs are bettiT than my frloomy apprehensions had anticipated. Took a brushino-

walk, but not till 1 had done a good task.

''March '21.—Sent off copy, proofs, &c., to .T. B.; clamorous for a motto. It is

foolish to encourage people to expect such decoraments. It is like beingr in the

habit of showino; feats of strength, which you gain little praise by accomplishing,
while some shame occurs in failure.

"March 26.—Here is a disagreeable morning, snowing and hniling, with gleams
of briofht sunshine between, and all the ground white, and all llie air frozen. I

don't like this jumblinor of weather. It is ungenial, and giA'es chilblains. Besides,
with its whiteness, and its coldness, and its discomfort, it resembles that most disa-

greeable of all things, a vain, cold, empty, beautiful woman, who has neither mind
nor heart, but only features like a doll. I do not know what is so like this disa-

greeable day, when the sun is so bright, and yet so uninfluential, that

' One may gaze upon its beams,
Till he is starved with cold.'

No matter, it will serve as well as another day to finish Woodstock. Walked rijht
to the lake, and coquetted with this disagreeable weather, whereby I catch chilblains

in my fingers, and cold in my head. Fed the swans. Finished Woodstock how-
ever, cum tola sequela of title-page, introduction, &c., and so, as Dame Fortune says
in Quevedo,

' Go wheel, and may the devil drive thee.'

" March 27.—Another bright cold day. I answered two modest requests from
widow ladies. One, whom I had already assisted in some law business, on the

footing of her having visited my mother, requested me to write to ^Ir. Peel, saying,
on her authority, that her second son, a youth of infinite merit and accomplishment,
was fit for any situation in a public office, and that I requested he might be pro-
vided accordingly. Another widowed dame, whose claim is havinsr read Marmion
and the Lady of the Lake, besides a promise to read all my other works—Gad, it

is a rash engagement !
—demands that I shall either pay £200 to get her cub into

some place or other, or settle him in a seminary of education. Really this is very
much after the fashion of the husbandman of Miguel Turra's requests of Sancho
M-hen Governor. ' Have you any thing else to ask, nonest man V quoth Sancho.
But what are the demands of an honest man to those of an honest woman, and she
a widow to boot ^ I do believe your destitute widow, especially if she hath a charge
of children, and one or two fit for patronage, is one of the most impudent animals

living. W'ent to Galashiels, and settled the dispute about Sandie's Wall.

"March 28.—We have now been in solitude for some time,—myself nearly totally

so, excepting at meals. One is tempted to ask himself, knocking at the door of his

own heart. Do you love this extreme loneliness 1 I can answer conscientiously, I do.

The love of solitude was with me a passion of early youth ; when in my teens, I

used to fly from company to indulge in visions and airj^ castles of my own, the dis-

posal of ideal wealth, and the exercise of imaginary power. This fooiing prevailed
even till I was eighteen, when love and ambition awakening with other passions,
threw me more into societ)', from which I have, however, at times withdrawn my-
self, and have been always even glad to do so. I have risen from a feast satiated ;

and unless it be one or two persons of very strong intellect, or whose spirits and
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good-humour amuse me, I Avish neither to see the hierh, the low, nor the middling
class of society. This is a feeling without the least tinge of misanthropy, which I

always consider as a kind of blasphemy of a shocking description. If (Jim! hears
with the very worst of us, we may surely endure each other. If tlirown into society,
I always have, and always will endeavour to bring pleasure with me, at least to

show willingness to please. But for all this '
I had rather live alone,' and I wish

my appointment, so convenient otherwise, did not require my going to Kdinhiirgh.
But this must he, and in my little lodging I shall be lonely enough. Ue:iding"at
intervals a novel called Granby, one of the class that aspire to describe the actual

current of society, whose colours are so evanescent that it is difficult to fix them on
the canvas. It is well written, but over-laboured—too much attempt to put the

reader exactly up to the thoughts and sentiments of the parties. The women do
this better; Edgeworth, Ferrier, Austen, have all given portraits of real society,
far superior to any thing man, vain man, has produced of the like nature.

" March 29.—Worked in the morning. Walked from one till half-past four. A
fine flashy disagreeable day, snow-clouds sweeping past among sunshine, driving
down the valley, and whitening the country behind them. Mr. Gibson came sud-

denly in after dinner. Brought very indifferent news from Constable's house. It

is not now hoped that they will pay above three or four shillings in the pound.
Robinson supposed not to be much better. Mr. G. goes to London immediately, to

sell Woodstock. This work may fail perhaps, though better than some of its pre-
decessors. If so, we must try some new manner. 1 think I could catch the dogs
yet. A beautiful and perfect lunar rainbow to-night.

^^
April 1.—Ex uno die disce omnes.—Rose at seven or sooner, studied and wrote

till breakfast, with Anne, about a quarter before ten. Lady Scott seldom able to

rise till twelve or one. Then I write or study again till one. At that hour to-day
I drove to Huntly-Burn, and walked home by one of the hundred and one pleij'-iing

paths which I have made through the woods I have planted
—now chatting ^ ,ith

Tom Purdie, who carries my plaid and speaks when he pleases, telling long st ,ries

of hits and misses in shooting twenty years back—sometimes chewing the c<id of

sweet and bitter fancy
—and sometimes attending to the humours of two curious

little terriers of the Dandie Dinmont breed, together with a noble wolf-hound puppy
which Glengarry has given me to replace Maida. This brings me down to the ^ery
moment I do tell—the rest is prophetic. I shall feel drowsy when this book is

locked, and perhaps sleep until Dalgliesh brings the dinner summons. Then I shall

have a chat with Lady S. and Anne ; some broth or soup, a slice of plain meat—
and man's chief business, in Dr. Johnson's estimation, is briefly despatched. Half
an hour with my famil}', and half an hour's coquetting with a cigar, a tumbler of

weak whisky and water, and a novel perhaps, lead on to tea, which sometimes con-

sumes another half hour of chat ; then write and read in my own room till ten

o'clock at night ; a little bread, and then a glass of porter, and to bed ; and this,

very rarely varied by a visit from some one, is the tenor of my daily life—and a

very pleasant one indeed, were it not for apprehensions about Lady iS. and poor
Johnnie Hugh. The former will, I think, do well ; for the latter—I fear—I fear

'^^

April 2.—I am in a wayward humour this morning. I received yesterday the

last proof-sheets of Woodstock, and I ought to correct them. Now, this oui^ht

sounds as like as possible to tnusf, and must I cannot abide. I would go to Prester

John's country of free good-will, sooner than I would must it to Kdinburgh. Yet

this is all folly, and silly folly too ; and so must shall be for once obeyed after I

have thus written myself out of my aversion to its peremptory sound.—Corrected

the said proofs till twelve o'clock—when I think I will treat resolution, not to a

dram, as the fellow said after he had passed the gin-shop, but to a walk, the rather

that my eyesight is somewhat uncertain and wavering.

"
April 3.—I have the extraordinary and gratifying news that W^oodstock is sold

for £8228 ; all ready money—a matchless sale for less than three months' work.*

* The reader will understand tliat, the Novel being sold for the behoof of James Ballon-

tyne and Company's creditors, this sum includes the cost of printing the first edition, as

well as paper.

43*
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If Napoleon docs as well, or nr;ir it, it will put tho trust affairs in high flourish.

Four or five years of leisure and industr)- would, with such success, amply replace

my losses. I have a curious fancy ; I will go set two or three acorns, and judge
by their success in growing win thcr I shall succeed in clearing my wa}'^ or not. I

have a little toothache keeps me from working much to-day, besides I sent olT, per
Blucher, copy for Napoleon, as well as the d d proofs. A blank forenoon!—
But how could I help it. Madam Duty? I was not lazy; on my soul I was not. I

did not cry for half holiday for the sale of Woodstock. But in came Colonel Fer-

guson with Mrs. Stewart of Blaekhill, or hall, or something, and I must show her
the garden, pictures, &:c. This lasts till one; and just as they are at their lunch,
and about to go off, guard is relieved by the Laird and Lady Harden, and Miss
Eliza Scott—and m)- dear Chief, whom I love very much, proving a little obsidional

or so, remains till three. That same crown, composed of the grass which grew on
the walls of besieged places, should be offered to visiters who stay above an hour
in any eident* person's house. Wrote letters this evening.

^^Jprili.
— Wrote two pages in the morning. Then went to Ashestiel with

Colonel Ferguson. Found my cousin Russell settled kindly to his gardening, &c.
He seems to have brought home with him the enviable talent of being interested

and happy in his own place. Ashestiel looks waste I think at this time of the year,
but is a beautiful place in summer, where I passed some happy years. Did I ever

pass unhappy years any where ] None that I remember, save those at the High
School, which I thoroughly detested on account of the confinement. I disliked

sen'ing in my father's office, too, from the same hatred to restraint. In other

respects, I have had unhapp)-^ days, unhappy weeks—even, on one or two occasions,

unhappy months ; but Fortune's finger has never been able to play a dirge on me
for a (juarter of a year together. I am sorry to see the Peel-wood and other natural

coppice decaying and abridged about Ashestiel—
>

' The horrid plough has razed the green.
Where once my children play'd ;

The axe has fell'd the hawthorn screen,
The schoolboy's summer shade.' t

i

*' There was a very romantic pasturage, called the Cow-park, which I was par-

ticularly attached to, from its wild and sequestered character. Having been part
oran old wood which had been cut down, it was full of copse

—hazel, and oak, and
all sorts of young trees, irregularly scattered over fine pasturage, and affording a

hiindred intricacies so delicious to the eye and the imagination. But some misjudg-
ing friend had cut down and cleared away without mercy, and divided the varied

and sylvan scene (which was divided by a little rivulet) into the two most formal

things in the world—a Ihriving plantation, many-angled, as usual—and a park laid

down in prass, wanting, therefore, the rich graminivorous variety which Nature

gives her carpet, and showing instead a braid of six days' growth—lean and hungry
growth too—of rye-grass and clover. As for the rill, it stagnates in a deep square
ditch, which silences its prattle, and restrains its meanders with a witness. The
original scene was, of course, imprinted still deeper on Russell's mind than mine,
and I was glad to see he was intensely sorry for the change.

"
Jpnl 5.—Rose late in the morning to give the cold and toothache time to make

themselves scarce, which they have obligingly done. Yesterday every tooth on the

riffht side of my head was absolutely waltzing. I would have drawn by the half-

dozen, but country dentists are not to be lippened^ to. To-day all is quietness, but
a little stiffness and swelling in the jaw. W'orked a fair task ; dined, and read

Clapperton's journey and Denman's into Bornou. Very entertaining, and less

botheration about mineralogy, botanv, and so forth, than usual. Pity Africa picks
off so many brave men, however. Work again in the evening.

•
Eident, i. e. eagerly diligent.

+ These lines arc slig-btly altered from Logan.
} Lippened

—i. e. relied upon.
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'^.^pril 6.—Wrote in the morning. Went at one to Huntly-Rum, whrre I had
the great pleasure to hear, throucrh a letter from Sir Adam, that Sophia was in

health, and Johnnie gainintr strength. It is a fine exchange from deep and achincr

uncertainty on so interesting a subject to the little spitfire feeling of »
well, but tht-y

might have taken the trouble to write ;' but so wretched a concspondfut as mysflf
has not much to say, so I will but grumble sufficiently to maintain the patriarchnl
dignity. I returned in time to work, and to have a shoal of things frr)m J. H.

Among others, a letter from an Irish lady, who, for the beaux yeux which I shall
never look upon, desires I may forthwith send her all the Waverley Novels, which
she assures me will be an era in her life. She may find out some other epocha.

"
Jprtl 7.—Made out my morning's task—at one drove to Chiefswood, and walked

home by the Rhymer's Glen, Mar's Lee, and Haxell-Cleiigh. Took me three hours.

The heath gets somewhat heavier for me every year
—but never mind, I like it alto-

gether as well as the day I could tread it best. The plantations are getting all into

green leaf, especially the larches, if theirs may be called leaves, which are only a

sort of hair. As I returned, there was, in the phraseology of that most precise of

prigs in a white collarless coat and chapeau bras, Mister Commissary ****, 'a
rather dense inspissation of rain.' Diel care.

'

Lord, who would live turmoiled in the Court,
And may enjoy such quiet walks as these ?'*

Yet misfortune comes our way too. Poor Laidlaw lost a fine prattling child of five

years old yesterday. It is odd enough—John, the Kentish Esquire, has just made
the ejaculation which I adopted in the last page, when he kills Cade, and posts

away up to Court to get the price set upon his head. Here is a letter come from

Lockhart, full of Court news, and all sorts of news. He erroneously supposes
that I think of applying to Ministers about Charles. I would not make such an

application for millions ; I think if I were to ask patronage it would not be through
them, for some time at least, and I might have better access.f \

'^
Jlpril 8.—We expect a raid of folks to visit us this morning, whom wa must

have dined before our misfortunes. Save time, wine, and money these misfortunes—and so far are convenient things. Besides, there is a dignity about them when

they come only like the gout in its mildest shape, to authorize diet and retirement,

the night-gown and the velvet shoe ;
when the one comes to chalk-stones, and you

go to prison through the other, it is the devil. Or compare the effects of Sieur

Gout and absolute poverty upon the stomach—the necessity of a bottle of laudanum
in the one case, the want of a morsel of meat in the other. Laidlaw's infant which
died on Wednesday is buried to-day. The people coming to visit prevent my going,
and I am glad of it. I hate funerals—always did. There is such a mixture of

mummery with real grief-^the actual mourner perhaps heart-broken, and all the rest

making solemn faces, and whispering observations on the weather and public news,
and here and there a greedy fellow enjoying the cake and wine. To me it is a farce

of most tragical mirth, and I am not sorry (like Provost Coulter:^:), but glad that I

shall not see my own. This is a most unfilial tendency of mine, fur my father abso-

lutely loved a funeral ; and as he was a man of a fine presence, and looked the

mourner well, he was asked to every interment of distinction. He seemed to pre-

serve the list of a whole bead-roll of cousins, merely for the pleasure of being at

their funerals, which he was often asked to superintend, and I suspect had some-

times to pay for. He carried me with him as often as he could to these mortuary
ceremonies ; but feeling I was not, like him, either useful or ornamental, I escaped
as often as I could. I saw the poor child's funeral from a distance. Ah, that Dis-

tance ! What a magician for conjuring up scenes of joy or sorrow, smoothing all

asperities, reconciling all incongruities, veiling all absurdities, softening every

coarseness, doubling every effect by the influence of the imagination ! A Scottish

wedding should be seen at a distance—the gay band of dancers just distinguished

« 2d King Henry VL Act IV. Scene 10.

+ In a letter of the same day he says
—" My interest, as you might have known, lies

Windsor-way."
t See ante, vol. i. p. 356.
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amid the elderly ^rTOup of the spectators
—the glass hold high, and the distant cheers

as it is swallowed, should be only a sketch, not a finished Dutch picture, when it

becomes brutal and boorish. Scotch psalmody, too, should be heard from a dis-

tance. Tiic grunt and the sniv(>l, and the whine and the scream, should all be
blended in that deep and distant sound, which, rising and falling like the Eolian

harp, may have some title to he called the praise of one's Maker. Even so the dis-

tant funeral—the few mourners on horseback, with their })laids wrapped around
them—the father heading the procession as they enter the river, and pointing out the

ford by which his darling is to be carried on the last long road—none of the subor-

dinate figures in discord with the general tone of the incident—but seeming just

accessions, and no more—this is affecting.

"Jpn'l 12.—I have finished my task this morning at half-past eleven—easily and

early—and, I think, not amiss. I hope J. B. will make some great points of admira-

tion !! !
— otherwise I shall be disappointed. If this work answers— if it but

answers, it must set us on our legs ; I am sure worse trumpery of mine has had a

great run. I remember with what great difficulty I was brought to think myself
something better than common, and now I will not in mere faintness of heart give

up good hopes.

''April 13.—On my return from my walk yesterday, I learnt with great concern

the death of my old friend, Sir Alexander Don. He cannot have been above six or

seven-and-forty. Without being much together, we had, considering our different

habits, lived in much friendship, and 1 sincerely regret his death. His habits were
those of a gay man, much connected with the turf; but he possessed strong natural

parts, and in particular few men could speak better in ])ublic when he chose. He
had tact, with power of sarcasm, and that indescribable something which marks the

gentleman. His manners in society were extremely pleasing, and as he had a taste

for literature and the fine arts, there were few more agreeable companions, besides

being a highly-spirited, steady, and honourable man. His indolence prevented his

turning these good parts towards acquiring the distinction he might have attained.

He was among the detenus whom Buonaparte's iniquitous commands confined so

long in France, and coming into possession of a large estate in right of his mother,
the heiress of the Glencairn family, he had the means of being very expensive, and

probably then acquired those gay habits which rendered him averse to serious busi-

ness. Being our member for Roxburghshire, his death will make a stir amongst
us. I prophesy Harden will be here, to talk about starting his son Henrv.—Accord-

ingly the Laird and Lady called. I exhorted him to write instantly. There can be
no objection to Henry Scott for birth, fortune, or political principles ; and I do not

see where we could get a better representative.

".?/)n7 15.—Received last night letters from Sir John Scott Douglas, and Sir

William F^Uiot of Stobbs, both canvassing for the county. Young Harry's the lad

for me. Poor Don died of a disease of the heart ; the body was opened, which
was very right. Odd enough, too, to have a man, probably a friend two days be-

fore, slashing at one's heart as it were a bullock's. I had a letter yesterday from
John Gibson. The House of Longman and Co. guarantee the sale of Woodstock.
Also I made up what was due of my task both for 13th and 14th. So hey for a

Swiftianism—
I loll in my chair,

And around me I stare,

With a critical air,

Like a calf at a fiiir;

And, say I, Mrs. Duty,
Good morrow to your beauty,
I kiss your sweet shoe-tie,

And hope I can suit ye.

" Fair words butter no parsnips, says Duty ; don't keep talking, then, but go to

your work again. Here is a day's task before you—the siege of Toulon.—Call

you that a task?— d—me, I'll write it as fast as Boney carried it on.
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"
April 16.—I am now far a-head with Nap. Lady Scott sooins to mako no way.A sad prospect ! In the evening a despatch from Lord Melville, written with all

the familiarity of former times. I am very glad of it.

''Jedhurs:h, .Ipril 17.—Came over to Jedburgh this morning, to breakfast with

my good old friend Mr. Shortreed, and had my usual warm reception. Lord (Jillies

held the Circuit Court, and there was no criminal trial for any olTencc whatrvi-r. I

have attended these circuits with tolerahle regularity since 179"2, and thonirh there

is seldom much of im])ortance to be done, yet I never remember before the I'urteous

Toll being quite blank. The judge was presented with a pair of white gloves, in

consideration of its being a maiden circuit.

"Received .£100 from John Lockhart, for review of Pepys ; but this is by far

too much—£50 is plenty. Still '
I must impelicoal the gratuifi/''* for the present.

Wrote a great many letters. Dined with the Judge, where I met the disappointed
candidate, Sir J. S. D., who took my excuse like a gentleman.

"
Jpril 18.—This morning I go down to Kelso to poor Don's funeral. It is, I

suppose, forty years since I saw him first. I was staying at Sydenham, a lad of

fourteen, or by'r Lady some sixteen, and he, a boy of six or seven, was brought to

visit me on a pony, a groom holding the leading rein—and now I, an old gray man,
am going to lay him in his grave. Sad work. The very road I go is a road of

grave recollections.

^^

Jbhnfsfnrd, April 19.—Returned last night from the house of death and mourn-

ing to my own, now the habitation of sickness and anxious apprehension. The result

cannot yet be judged.
—Two melancholy things last night. I left my pallet in our

family apartment, to make way for a female attendant, and removed to a dressing-
room adjoining, when to return, or whether ever, God only can tell. Also my ser-

vant cut my hair, which used to be poor Charlotte's personal task. I hope ohe
will not observe it. The funeral yesterday was very mournful

;
about fifty persons

present, and all seemed affected. The domestics in particular were very much so.

Sir Alexander was a kind, though an exact master. It was melancholy to see those

apartments, where I have so often seen him play the graceful and kind landlord,
filled with those who were to carry him to his long home. There was very little

talk of the election, at least till the funeral was over.

''April 20.—Another death; Thomas Riddell, younger of Camiston, sergeant-

major of the Edinburgh Troop in the sunny days of our yeomanry, and a very good
fellow.—The day was so tempting that I went out with Tom Purdie to cut some

trees, the rather that my task was very well advanced. He led me into the wood,
as the blind King of Bohemia was led by his four knights into the thick of the

battle at Agincourt or Cressy, and then, like the old king
' I struck good strokes

more than one,' which is manly exercise.

"
April 2^.—Good news from Brighton. Sophia is confined, and both she and

her baby are doing well, and the child's name is announced to be Walter, a favourite

name in our family, and I trust of no bad omen. Yet it is no charm for life. Of my
father's family, I was the second Walter, if not the third. I am glad the name
came my way, for it was borne by my father, great-grandfather, and great-great-

grandfather; also by the grandsire of that last named venerable person, who was
the first laird of Raeburn. Hurst and Robinson, the Yorkshire tykes, have failed,

after all their swaggering. But if Woodstock and Napoleon take with the public,
I shall care little about their insolvency ; and if they do not, I don't think their sol-

vency would have lasted long. Constable is sorely broken down.

' Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart

That's sorry yet for thee.'

His conduct has not been what I deserved at his hand, but I believe that, walking
blindfold himself, he misled me without malice prepense. It is best to think scat

*
Twelfth Night, Act II. Sc. 3.

Vol. II. 3P
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least, until the contrary be demonstrated. To nourish angry passions against a man
whom I really liked, would be to lay a blister on my own heart.

".^/)n7 27.—This is one of those abominable April mornings which deserve the

name of Sans Cullotidcs, as being cold, beggarly, coarse, savage, and intrusive. The
earth lies an inch deep with snow, to the confusion of the worshippers of Flora.

It is as imprudent to attach yourself to flowers in Scotland as to a caged bird
; the

cat, sooner or later, snaps up the one, and these Sans Cidlotides annihilate the other.

It was bat yesterday I was admiring the glorious flourish of the pears and apricots,
and now hath come the '

killing frost.' But let it freeze without, we are comfortable

within. Lady Scott continues better, and, we may hope, has got the turn of her

disease.

"
.^pril 28.—Beautiful morning, but ice as thick as pasteboard, too surely showing

that the night has made good yesterday's threat. Dalgliesh, with his most melan-

choly face, conveys the most doleful tidings from Bogie. But servants are fond of

the woful, it gives such consequence to the person who communicates bad news.
Wrote two letters, and read till twelve, and now for a stout walk among the plan-
tations till four.—Found Lady Scott obviously better, I think, than I had left her in

the morning. In walking I am like a spavined horse, and heat as I get on. The

flourishing plantations around me are a great argument for me to labour hard. ' Bar-

barus has segetes V 1 will write my finger-ends off first.

"
.^pril 29.—I was always afraid, privately, that Woodstock would not stand the

test. In that case my fate would have been that of the unfortunate minstrel and

trumpeter Maclean at the battle of Sheriffmuir—
'

Through misfortune he happened to fa', man,
But saving his neck
His trumpet did break,

And came off without music at a', man.'*

J. B. corroborated my doubts by his raven-like croaking and criticizing; but the

good fellow writes me this morning that he is written down an ass, and that the

approbation is unanimous. It is but Edinburgh, to be sure; but Edinburgh has

always been a harder critic than London. It is a great mercy, and gives encourage-
ment for future exertion. Having written two leaves this morning, I think I will

turn out to my walk, though two hours earlier than usual.—Egad, I could not per-
suade myself that it was such bad Balaam,] after all.

"
May 2.—Yesterday was a splendid IMay-day—to-day seems inclined to be soft,

as we call it ; but iani micux. Yesterday had a twang of frost in it. I must get to

work and finish Boaden's Life of Kemble, and Kelly's Reminiscences, for the Quar-

terly. ^i
—I wrote and read for three hours, and then walked, the day being soft and

delightful ; but, alas, all my walks are lonely from the absence of my poor compa-
nion. She does not suffer, thank God, but strength must fail at last. Since Sunday
there has been a gradual change—verj' gradual—but, alas, to the worse. My hopes
are almost gone. But I am determined to stand this grief as I have done others.

" May 4.—On visiting Lady Scott's sick-room this morning I found her suffering,
and I doubt if she knew me. Yet, after breakfast, she seemed serene and composed.
The worst is, she will not speak out about the symptoms under which she labours.

Sad, sad work ; I am under the most melancholy apprehension, for what constitu-

tion can hold out under these continued and wasting attacks. My niece, Anne
Scott, a prudent, sensible, and kind young woman, arrived to-day, having come
down to assist us in our distress from so far as Cheltenham. This is a great conso-

lation.—Henry Scott carries the county without opposition.

*
Hogg's Jacobite Relics, vol. iii. p. 5.

t Balaam is the cant name in a newspaper-olHce for asinine paragraphs, about mon-
strous productions of nature and the hke, kept standing in t\'pe to be used whenever the

real news of the day leave an awkward space that must be filled up somehow.

t See Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. xx. pp. 152-244.
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" May G.—The same scene of hopeless (almost) and unavailing anxioty. Still

welcoming me with a smile, and assertiii<r she is bettor, I fear the disi-ase is too

deeply enrwined with the principles of life. Still labourintr at this Review with-

out heart or spirits to finish it. I am a tolerable Stoic, but preach to myself in

vain.
• Are these things tlien necessities ?

Then kt us meet them like necessities.'"

'' May 7.—Hammered on at the Review till my back-bone ached. Rut I believe

it was a nervous aflection, for a walk cured it. Sir Adam and the (Jolomd dined

here. So I si)eiit the eveninir as pleasantly as I well could, considcrintr I am so

soon to go like a stranger to the town of which I have been so long a citizen, and

leave my wife lingering, without prospect of recovery, under the charge of two poor

girls. Talia cogit dura necessitas.

" May 8.—I went over to the election at Jedburgh. Tllere was a numerous meet-

ing; tlie Whigs, who did not bring ten men to the meeting, of course took the

whole matter under their patronage, which was much of a piece with the Blue Bot-

tle drawing the carriage. To see the diiference of modern times I We had a good
dinner, and excellent wine; and I had ordered my carriage at half-past seven, almost

ashamed to start so soon. Every body dispersed at so early an hour, however, that

when Henry had left the chair, there was no carriage for me, and Peter proved his

accuracy by showing me it was but a quarter-past seven. In the days that I remem-

ber they would have kept it up till day-light; nor do I think poor Don would have

left the chair before midnight. Well, tliere is a medium. Without being a veteran

Vice, a gray Iniijuity, like Falstaff, I think an occasional jolly-bout, if not carried to

excess*, improved society; men were put into good humour; when the good wine

did its good office, the jest, the song, the speech, had double effect; men were happy
for the night, and better friends ever after, because they had been so.

"
May U.— ' Dcr Abschied's tag est da,

Schwer liecft cs auf den iicrzen—schwer.'t
b'-

" Charlotte was unable to take leave of me, being
in a sound sleep, after a very

indifferent night. Perhaps it was as well. Emotion might have hurt her; and

nothing I could have expressed would have been Avorth the risk. I have foreseen,

for two years and more, that this menaced event could not be far distant. I have

seen plainly, within the last two months, that recovery was hopeless. And yet to

part with the companion of twenty-nine years when so very ill—that I did not, could

not foresee. It withers my heart to think of it, and to recollect that I can hardly

hope again to seek confidence and counsel from that ear to which all might be safely

confided. But in her present lethargic state, what would my attendance have

availed—and Anno has promised close and constant intelligence. I must dine with

James Ballantyne to-day cnfamiUe. I cannot help it; but would rather be at home

and alone. However, I can go out too. I will not yield to the barren sense of

hopelessness which struggles to invade me.

•'Edinhuri^h
—Mrs. Brown''s ludij;ings, North St. David Street—May 12.—I passed

a pleasant day with kind J. B., which was a great relief from the black dog, which

would have worried me at home. He was quite alone.
"
Well, here I am in Arden. And I may say with Touchstone,

' When I was at

home I was in a better place ;'t I must, when there is occasion, draw to my own

Bailie Nicol Jarvie's consolation— 'One cannot carry the comforts of the Saut-

Market about with one.' Were I at ease in mind, I think the body is very well

* M King Henry VI., Act III. Scene 1.

t This is the opening couplet of a German trooper's song, alluded to, ante, vol. i. p.

167. The literal translation is—
The day of departure is come,

Heavy lies it on the hearts—heavy.

t As You Like it, Act I. Scene 4.
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cared for. Only one other lodgfer in the house, a Mr. Shandy—a clergyman; and,

despite his name, said to be a quiet one.

"
Mtiy 13.—The projected niensvire apiinsi the Scottish hank-notes has heen aban-

doned. IMalachi mig^ht clap liis winffs upon this, hut, alas ! domestic anxiety has

cut his comb.—I think very lightly in general of praise; it costs men nothing, and
is usually only lip-salve. Some praise, however, and from some people, docs at

once delight and strengthen the mind ; aiid I insert in this place the quotation with
which Ld. C. Baron Shi^phcrd concluded a letter concerning me to the Chief Com-
missioner :—"

Magna etiam ilia laus et admirabilis videri solet, tulisse casus sapi-
enter adversos, non fractum esse fortunS, retinuisse in rebus asperis dignitatem."*
I record these words, not as meriting the high praise they imply, but to remind me
that such an opinion being partially entertained of me by a man of a character so

eminent, it becomes me to make my conduct approach as much as possible to the

standard at which he rates it.—As I must pay some cash in London, I have bor-

rowed from Mr. Alexander Ballantyne the sum of £500. If God should call me
before next November, when my note falls due, 1 request my son Walter will, in

reverence to my memorj', see that Mr. Alexander Ballantyne does not suffer for hav-

ing obliged me in a sort of exigency—he cannot afford it, and God has given my
son the means to repay him.

" May 14.—A fair good morrow to you Mr. Sun, who are shining so brightly on

these dull walls. Methinks j'ou look as if you were looking as bright on the banks
of the Tweed ; but look where you will, Sir Sun, you look upon sorrow and suffer-

ing.
—Hogg was here yesterday in danger, from having obtained an accommodation

of £100 from James Ballantyne, which he is now obliged to repay. I am unable

to help the poor fellow, being obliged to borrow myself. But I long ago remon-
strated against the transaction at all, and gave him £50 out of my pocket to avoid

granting the accommodation, but it did no good.

"
May 15.—Received the melancholy intelligence that all is over at Abbotsford.

^^Ahbotsford, May 16.—She died at nine in the morning, after being very ill for

two days—easy at last. I arrived here late last night. Anne is worn out, and has
had hysterics, which returned on my arrival. Her broken accents were like those

of a child, the language as well as the tones broken, but in the most gentle voice

of submission. ' Poor mamma—never return again
—

gone for ever—a better place.'

Then, when she came to herself, she spoke with sense, freedom, and strength of

mind, till her weakness returned. It would have been inexpressibly moving to me
as a stranger

—what was it then to the father and the husband T For myself, I scarce

know how I feel, sometimes as firm as the Bass Rock, sometimes as w^eak as the

water that breaks on it. I am as alert at thinking and deciding as I ever was in my
life. Yet, when I contrast what this place now is, with what it has been not long
since, I think my heart will break. Lonely, aged, deprived of my family

—all but

poor Anne; an impoverished, an embarrassed man, deprived of the sharer of my
thoughts and counsels, who could always talk down my sense of the calamitous

apprehensions which break the heart that must bear them alone.—Even her foibles

were of service to me, by giving me things to think of beyond my weary self-

reflections.
" I have seen her. The figure I beheld is, and is not my Charlotte—my thirty

years' companion. There is the same symmetry of form, though those limbs are

rigid which were once so gracefully elastic—but that yellow masque, with pinched
features, which seems to mock life rather than emulate it, can it be the face that

was once so full of lively expression ? I will not look on it again. Anne thinks

her little changed, because the latest idea she had formed of her mother is as she

appeared under circumstances of extreme pain. Mine go hack to a period of com-

farative

ease. If I write long in this way, I shall write down my resolution, which
should rather write up, if I could. I wonder how I shall do with the large por-

tion of thoughts which were hers for thirty years. I suspect they will be hers yet
for a long time at least. But I will not blaze cambric and crape in the public eye,
like a disconsolate widower, that most affected of all characters.

* Cicero de Oral. ii. 346.
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''May 17.—Last night Anne, after conversinnr \\\i\\ apparent oase, dropped sud-

denly down as she rose from the supper-table, and lay six or seven minutes, as if

dead. Clarkson, however, has no fear of these affections.

'' May 18.—Another day, and a briorht one to the external world, a^in opens on

us; the air soft, and the flowers smiling, and the leaves glitteririfr. They cannot
refresh her to whom mild weather was a natural enjoyment. Cerements of lead

and of wood already hold her; cold earth must have her soon. But it is not my
Charlotte, it is not the bride of my youth, the mother of my children, that will be

laid among the ruins of Dryburgh, which we have so often visited in gaiety and

pastime. No, no. She is sentient and conscious of my emotions somewhere—
somehow ; where we cannot tell ; how we cannot tell ; yet would I not at this mo-
ment renounce the mysterious yet certain hope that I shall see her in abetter world,
for all that this world can give me. The necessity of this separation, that neces-

sity which rendered it even a relief, that and patience must be my comfort. I do
not experience those paroxysms of grief which others do on the same occasion. I

can exert myself, and speak even cheerfully with the poor girls. But alone, or if

any thing touches me, the choking sensation. I have been to her room ; there was
no voice in it—no stirring ; the pressure of the coffm was visible on the bed, but it

had been removed elsewhere ; all was neat, as she loved it, but all was calm—calm
as death. I remembered the last sight of her; she raised herself in bed, and tried

to turn her eyes after me, and said, with a sort of smile, 'You all have such mel-

ancholy faces.' These were the last words I ever heard her utter, and I hurried

awa)', for she did not seem quite conscious of what she said—when I returned, im-

mediately departing, she was in a deep sleep. It is deeper now. This was but

seven days since.

They are arranging the chamber of death ; that which was long the apartment
of connubial happiness, and of whose arrangements (better than in richer houses)
she was so proud. They are treading fast and thick. For weeks you could have
heard a foot-fall. Oh my God I

^' May 19.—Anne, poor love, is ill with her exertions and agitation
—cannot walk—and is still hysterical, though less so. I ordered flesh-brush and tepid bath,

which I think will bring her about. We speak freely of her whom we have lost,

and mix her name with our ordinary conversation. This is the rule of nature. All

primitive people speak of their dead, and I think virtuously and wisely. The idea

of blotting the names of those who are gone out of the language and tamiliar dis-

course of those to whom they were dearest, is one of the rules of ultra-civilisation

which, in so many instances, strangle natural feeling by way of avoiding a painful
sensation. The Highlanders speak of their dead children as freely as of their

living members ; how poor Colin or Robert would have acted in such or such a

situation. It is a generous and manly tone of feeling ; and so far as it may be

adopted without affectation or contradicting the general habits of society, I reckon

on observing it.

" May 20.—To-night, I trust, will bring Charles or Lockhart, or both ; at least I

must hear from them. A letter from Violet Lockhart gave us the painful intelli-

gence that she had not mentioned to Sophia the dangerous state in which her

mother was. Most kindly meant, but certainly not so well judged. 1 have always

thought that truth, even when painful, is a great duty on such occasions, and it is

seldom that concealment is justifiable. Sophia's baby was christened on Sunday,
14th May, at Brighton, by the name of Walter Scott. May God give him life and

health to wear it with credit to himself and those belonging to him. Melancholy
to think that the next morning after this ceremony deprived him of so near a

relation !

"
May 21.—Our sad preparations for to-morrow continue. A letter from Lock-

hart ; doubtful if Sophia's health will let him be here. If things permit he comes

to-night. From Charles not a word ; but 1 think I may expect him. I wish to-

morrow were over ; not that I fear it, for my nerves are pretty good, but it will be

a day of many recollections.

44
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" May 20.—Charles arrived last nijiht, much affected, of course. Anne had a

return of her faintin<T-fits on seeing him, and again ujion seeing Mr. Ramsa)',* the

gentleman who performs the service. I heard him do so with the utmost propriety
for my late friend, Lady Alvanley,f the arrangement of whose funeral devolved

upon me. How little I could guess when, where, and with respect to whom I

should next hear those solemn words ! Well, I am not apt to shrink from that which
is my duty, merely because it is painful ; but I wish this day over. A kind of cloud

of stupidity hangs about me, as if all were unreal that men seem to be doing and

talking about

*^''

May 23.—About an hour before the mournful ceremony of yesterday, Walter

arrived, having travelled express from Ireland on receiving the news. He was much
affected, poor fellow, and no wonder. Poor Charlotte nursed him, and perhaps for

that reason she was over partial to him. The whole scene floats as a sort of dream
before me—the beautiful day, the gray ruins covered and hidden among clouds of

foliage and flourish, where the grave, even in the lap of beauty, lay lurking and

gaped for its prey. Then the grave looks, the hasty important bustle of men with

spades and mattocks—the train of carriages
—the coffin containing the creature that

was so long the dearest on earth to me, and whom I was to consign to the very spot
which in pleasure parties we so frequently visited. It seems still as if this could

not be really so. But it is so—and duty to God and my children must teach me
patience. Poor Anne has had longer fits since our arrival from Dryburgh than be-

fore, but yesterday was the crisis. She desired to hear prayers read by Mr. Ramsay,
who performed the duty in the most solemn manner. But her strength could not

carry it through. She fainted before the service was concluded.

" May 24.—Slept wretchedly, or rather waked wretchedly all night, and was

very sick and bilious in consequence, and scarce able to hold up my head with pain.
A walk, however, with my sons did me a deal of good ; indeed their society is the

greatest support -the world can afford me. Their ideas of every thing are so just
and honourable, kind towards their sisters, and affectionate to me, that I must be

grateful to God for sparing them to me, and continue tQ battle with the world for

their sakes, if not for my own.

'•^

May 25.—I had sound sleep to-night, and waked with little or nothing of the

strange dreamy feeling, which had made me for some days feel like one bewildered

in a country where mist or snow has disguised those features of the landscape which
are best known to him.—This evening Walter left us, being anxious to return to

his wife as well as to his regiment.

"
May 2G.—A rough morning makes me think of St. George's Channel, which

Walter must cross to-night or to-morrow to get to Athlone. The wind is almost
due east, however, and the Channel at the narrowest point between Port-Patrick

and Donaghadee. His absence is a great blank in our circle, especially I think to

his sister Anne, to whom he shows invariably much kindness. But indeed they
do so without exception each towards the other ; and in weal or woe, have shown
themselves a family of love. I will go to town on Monday and resume my labours.

Being now of a grave nature, they cannot go against the general temper of my
feelings, and in other respects the exertion, as far as I am concerned, will do me
good ;

besides I must re-establish my fortune for the sake of the children, and of

my own character. I have not leisure to indulge the disabling and discouraging
thoughts that press on me. Were an enemy coming upon my house, would I not

do my best to fight, although oppressed in spirits, and shall a similar despondency
prevent me from mental exertion ? It shall not, by Heaven ! This day and to-

morrow I give to the currency of the ideas which have of late occupied my mind,
and with Monday they shall be mingled at least with other thoughts and cares.—
Last night Charles and I walked late on the terrace at Kaeside, when the clouds

• The Rev. E. B. Ramsay, A. M. Oxon.—of the .Scottish Episcopal Commimion, SL
.John's Chapel, Eduiburgh.

+ Lady Alvanley died at Edinburgh, 17th January, 1825—and was buried in the chapel
.of Holyrood.
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seemed accuniulatincr in the wildest masses both on the Kihlon Hills and other
mountains in tlie distance. This rough morning reads the riiidlo. Dull, droopintr,
cheerless, has this day been. I cared not for carrying my own gloom to the jfirU,
and so sate in my own room, dawdling with old papers, which awakent.-d as many
stings as if they had been the nest of fifty scorpions. Then the solitude seemed so
absolute—my poor Charlotte would have been in the room half-a-scom of tiin«-s tr)

see if the tire burned, and to ask a hundred kind questions. \Vell, that is over and
if it cannot be forgotten, must be remembered with patience.

"
May 27.—A sleepless night. It is true, I should be up and be doing, and a

sleepless night sometimes furnishes good ideas. Alas! I have no companion now
with whom I can communicate to relieve the loneliness of these watches of the

night. But I must not fail myself and my family
—and the necessity of exertion

becomes apparent. I must try a hors d^euvre, something that can go on between
the necessary intervals of Nap. Mrs. Murray Keith's Tale of the Deserter, with
her interview with the lad's mother, may be made most affecting, but will hardly
endure much expansion.* The frame-work may be a Highland tour, under the

guardianship of the sort of postilion whom Mrs. M. K. described to me—a species
of conducteur who regulated the motions of his company, made their halts, and was
their Cicerone.

"
May 28.—I wrote a few pages yesterday, and then walked. I believe the de-

scription of the old Scottish lady may do, but the change has been unceasingly rung
upon Scottish subjects of late, and it strikes me that the introductory matter may
be considered as an imitation of Washington Irving

—
yet not so neither. In short,

I will go on. To-day make a dozen of close pages ready, and take J. B.'s advice.

I intend the work as an olla podrid/i, into which any odds and ends of narrative or

description may be thrown. I wrote easily. I think the exertion has done me
good. I slept sound last night, and at waking, as is usual with me, I found I had
some clear views and thoughts upon the subject of this trifling work. I wonder if

others find so strongly as I do the truth of the Latin proverb, Jlurora musis arnica.

"
Edinburgh, May 30.—Returned to town last night with Charles. This morn-

ing resume ordinary habits of rising early, working in the morning, and attending
the Court. All will come easily around. But it is at first as if men looked strange
on me, and bite their lip when they wring my hand, and indicated suppressed feel-

ings. It is natural this should be—undoubtedly it has been so with me. Y'et it is

strange to find one's self resemble a cloud, which darkens gaiety wherever it inter-

poses its chilling shade. Will it be better when, left to my own feelings, I see the

whole world pipe and dance around me 1 I think it will. Their sympathy intrudes

on my private afl[liction.—I finished correcting the proofs for the Quarterly ; it is

but a flimsy article, but then the circumstances were most untoward.—This has

been a melancholy day—most melancholy. I am afraid poor Charles found me
weeping. I do not know what other folks feel, but with me the hysterical passion
that impels tears is a terrible violence—a sort of throttling sensation—then succeeded

by a state of dreaming stupiditj', in which I ask if my poor Charlotte can actually
be dead. I think I feel my loss more than at the first blow. Poor Charles wishes

to come back to study here when his term ends at Oxford. I can see the motive.

"
May 31.—The melancholy horrors of yesterday must not return. To encourage

that dreamy state of incapacity is to resign all authority over the mind, and I have

been used to say
—

' My mind to me a kingdom is.'

I am rightful monarch ; and, God to aid, I will not be dethroned by any rebellious

passion that may rear its standard against me. Such are morning thoughts, strong
as carle-hemp—says Burns—

' Come, firm Resolve, take thou the van,

Thou stalk of carle-hemp in man.'

* The Highland Widow. Waverley Novels, vol. xli.
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Charles wont by the steam-boat tliis moriiiivr at six. We parted last night mourn-
ful on both sides. Poor boy, this is his lirst serious sorrow. Wrote this morning
a Memorial on the Claim, which Constable's people prefer as to the copyrights of

Woodstock and Napoleon. My anjument amounts to this, that being no longer
accountable as publishers, they cannot claim the character of such, or assert any
tight arising out of the contracts entered into while they held that capacity.

—I also

finished a few trifling memoranda on a book called the Omen, at Blackwood's

request."*

CHAPTER XXXV.

WCX)DSTOCK — RECEPTION OF THE NOVEL— MRS. BROWN'S LODGINGS— EX-
TRACT FROM A DL\RYOF CAPTALN BASIL HALL— BUONAPARTE RESUMED.
'AND CHRONICLES OF TIH: CANONGATE BEGUN — UNIFORM LABOUR DURING
SUMMER AND AUTUMN — EXTRACTS FROM SIR WALTERS JOURNAL — JUNE
—OCTOBER. 1826.

The price received for Woodstock shows what eager competition
had been called forth among the booksellers, when, after the lapse of

several years, Constable's monopoly of Sir Walters novels was
abolished by their common calamity. The interest excited, not only in

Scotland and England, but all over civilized Europe, by the news of

Scott's misfortunes, must also have had its influence in quickening this

commercial rivalry. The reader need hardly be told, that the first

meeting of James Ballantyne and Company's creditors witnessed the

transformation, a month before darkly prophesied, of the " Great Un-
known" into the " Too-well-known." Even for those who had long
ceased to entertain any doubt as to tiie main source at least of the

Waverley romances, there would have been sonicthing stirring in the

first confession of the author; but it in fact included the avowal, that

he had stood alone in the work of creation; and when the mighty
claim came in the same breath with the announcement of personal
ruin, the effect on the community of Edinburgh was electrical. It is,

in my opinion, not the least striking feature in the foregoing Diary,
that it contains no allusion (save the ominous one of 18th December)
to this long withheld revelation. He notes his painful anticipation of

returning to the Parliament-House—monstrari digito
—as an insolvent.

It does not seem even to have occurred to him, that when he appeared
there the morning after his creditors had heard his confession, there

could not be many men in the place but must gaze on his familiar fea-

tures with a mixture of curiosity, admiration, and sympathy, of which
a hero in the moment of victory might have been proud—which might
have swelled the heart of a martyr as he was bound to the stake.—
The universal feeling was, I believe, much what the late amiable and

accomplished Earl of Dudley expressed to Mr. Morritt when these

* See Blackwood's Magazine, July 1826, or Scott's Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol.

xviii. p. 333.
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news reached them at Brighton.
" Scott ruined !'' said he,

'• the autlior

of Waveriey ruined! Good God, let every man to \vh<un he has yiven
months of dehght giv^e him a sixpence, and he will rise to-morrow
morning richer than Rothschild !"

It is no wonder that the book, which it was known he had been

writing during this crisis of distress, shou'd have been exi)ccled with
solicitude. Shall we find him, asked thousands, to have been master

truly of his genius in the moment of this ordeal? Shall we trace any
thing of his own experiences in the construction of his imaginary per-
sonages and events ?

I know not how others interpreted various passages in Woodstock,
but there were not a few that carried deep meaning for such of Scott's

own friends as were acquainted with, not his pecuniary misfortune

alone, but the drooping heaUh of his wite, and the consolation atTorded

him by the dutiful devotion of his daughter Anne, in whose character
and demeanour a change had occurred exactly similar to that painted
in poor Alice Lee :

—" A light joyous air, with something of a humor-
ous expression, which seemed to be looking for amusement, had
vanished betore the touch of affliction, and a calm melancholy supplied
its place, which seemed on the watch to administer comfort to others."

In several mottoes, and other scraps of verse, the curious reader will

find similar traces of the facts and feelings recorded in the author's

Diary.
As to the novel itself, though none can pretend to class it in the very

highest rank of his works, since we feel throughout the effects of the

great fundamental error, likened by a contemporary critic to that of

the wTiter who should lay his scene at Rome immediately after the

battle of Philippi, and introduce Brutus as the survivor in that conflict,

and Cicero as his companion in victory; yet even this censor is forced

to allow that Woodstock displays certain excellences, not exempUfied
in all the author's fictions, and which attest, more remarkably than any
others could have done, the complete self-possession of the mind when

composing it. Its great merit, Mr. Senior thinks, is that it combines
an extraordinary variety of incident with perfect unity of action! For
the rest, after condemning, in my view far too broadly, the old Shak-

spearian Cavalier Sir Henry Lee, he says
—

" The Cromwell and Charles II. are inaccurate as portraits, but, as imaginary
characters, they are admirable. Charles is perhaps somewhat too stiff, but these

impressions never struck us till our office forced us to pervert the work from its pro-

per end, and to read for the purpose of criticism, instead of enjoyment. We are

not sure, however, that we do not prefer Tompkins to either of them ; his cunningr,

profligacy, hypocrisy, and enthusiasm are combined into a character as spirited as it

is original. Wlldrake, Rochecliffe, Desborough, Holdenough, and Bletson are com-

posed of fewer materials, and therefore exhibit less power in the author ; but they
are natural and forcible, particularly Holdenough. There are few subjects which
Sir Walter seems more to delight in painting than the meliorating influence of reli-

gious feelings on an imperfect temper, even thougrli somewhat alloyed by supersti-
tion and enthusiasm.—Woodstock is a picture full of false costume and incorrect

design, but splendidly grouped and coloured ; and we envy those whose imperfect

knowledge of the real events has enabled them to enjoy its beauties without being
offended by its inaccuracies."

There is one character of considerable importance which the review-

VoL. II. 3 Q 44 *
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er does not allude to. If lie had happened to have the slightest tinc-

ture of his author's fondness for dogs, he would not have tailed to say

something of the elaborate and allectionate portraiture of old Maida,
under the name of Bevis.

The success of this novel was great : large as the price was, its pub-
lishers had no reason to repent their bargain ; and of course the rapid

receipt of such a sum as £8000, the product of hardly three months'

labour, highly gratified the body of creditors, whose debtor had devoted

to them whatever labour his health should henceforth permit him to per-
form. We have seen that he very soon began another work of fiction ;

and it will appear that he from the first designed the " Chronicles of the

Canongate" to be published by Mr. Robert C'adell. That gentleman's
connexion with C/onstable was, from circumstances of which the reader

may have traced various little indications, not likely to be renewed
after the catastrophe of their old copartnership. They were now endea-

vouring to establish themselves in separate businesses ; and each was,
of course, eager to secure the countenance of Sir Walter. He did not

hesitate a moment. He conceived that Omstable had acted in such a

manner by him, especially in urging him to borrow large sums of

money for his support after all chance of recovery was over, that he

had more than forfeited all claims on his confidence : and Mr. Cadell's

frank conduct in warning Ballantyne and him against Constable's last

mad proposal about a guarantee for £20,000, had produced a strong

impression in his favour.

Sir Walter's Diary has given us some pleasing glimpses of the kind

of feeling displayed by Ballantyne towards him, and by him towards

Ballantyne, during these dark months. In justice to both, I shall here

insert one of the notes addressed by Scott, while Woodstock was at

press, to his critical typographer. It has reference to a request, that

the success of Malaclii Malagrowther might be followed up by a set

of essays on Irish Absenteeism in the Edinburgh. JVeekly Journal;—
the editorship of which paper, with the literary management of the

printing-house, had been continued to Mr. Ballantyne, upon a moderate

salary, by his creditors' trustees. I may observe that when the gene-
ral superintendence of the jirinting-house came into the hands of regu-
lar men of business, it was found (notwithstanding the loss of Consta-

ble's great employment) a lucrative one : the creditors, after paying
James his salary, cleared in one year £1200 from the concern, which
had for many years before been a source of nothing but perplexity to

its founders. No hints of mutual complaint or recrimination ever

dropt from either of the fallen partners. The printer, like Scott, sub-

mitted without a murmur of that sort, or indeed of any sort, to his

reverses : he withdrew to a very small house in a sequestered suburban

situation, and altered all his domestic habits and arrangements with

decision and fortitude. Here he received many communications such

as the following :
—

To Mr. James Ballantyne.
" North St. David Street.

" Dear .Tames,
" I cannot see to read my manuscript in the way you propose

—I would give a

thousand pounds I could ; but, like the officer of the Customs, when the Board de-
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sired him to read a coquet of his own,—I am coqnet-writer, not cnnuei-readcr
and you must be thankful that I can perform even that part of the duty." We must, in some sort, stand or fall together; and I do not wish you to think
that I am forgetting your interest in my own—though I sincerely huiievo the former
is what you least tliink of.

.
But I am afraid I must decline the ixditieal laak you

invite me to. It would cost me a fortnight's hard work to do any ilung to purpose,
for I have no information on the subject whatever. In short, as the Karl of Ksjm-x
said on a certain occasion,

'

Frankly, it may not be.' I hope next winter will all'ord

me an opportunity to do something, which, as FalstafF says,
'

may do you good.'" Ever yours, W.S."

The date of this note (North St. David's Street) reminds me of n

passage in Captain Basil Hall's Diary. He called at IMrs. Brown's

lodging-house one morning
—and on his return home wrote as f:)l-

lows :
—

" A hundred and fifty years hence, when his works have become old classical

authorities, it may interest some fervent lover of his writings to know what this

great genius was about on Saturday the 10th of June, 18-26—five niunths after the
total ruin of his pecuniary fortunes, and twenty-six days after the death of his wife.

" In the days of his good luck he used to live at No. 39 in North Castle Street,
in a house befitting a rich baronet; but on reaching the door, I found the plate on
it covered with rust (so soon is glory obscured), the windows shuttered up, dusty,
and comfortless; and from the side of one projected a board, with this inscription," To Sell ;" the stairs were unwashed, and not a foot-mark told of the ancient hos-

pitality which reigned within. In all nations with which I am acquainted the
fashionable world move westward, in imitation, perhaps, of the great tide of civili-

sation ; and, vice versa, those persons who decline in fortune, which is mostly equi-
valent to declining in fashion, shape their course eastward. Accordingly, by an

involuntary impulse, I turned my head that way, and enquiring at the clubs in

Prince's Street, learned that he now resided in St. David Street, No. 6.
" I was rather glad to recognise my old friend the Abbotst'ord butler, who an-

swered the door—the saying about heroes and valets-de-charnbre comes to one's

recollection on such occasions, and nothing, we may be sure, is more likely to be

satisfactory to a man whose fortune is reduced than the staunch adherence of a mere

servant, whose wages must be altered for the worse. At the top of the stair we
saw a small tray, with a single plate and glasses for one solitary person's dinner.

Some few months ago Sir Walter was surrounded by his family, and wherever he

moved, his head quarters were the focus of fashion. Travellers from all nations

crowded round, and, like the recorded honours of Lord Chatham, ' thickened over
him.' Lady and Miss Scott were his constant companions ; the Lockharts were
his neighbours both in town and Roxburghshire ; his eldest son was his frequent

guest; and in short, what with his own family and the cloud of tourists, who, like

so many hordes of Cossacks, pressed upon him, there was not, perhaps, out of a

palace, any man so attended, I had almost said overpowered, by company. His
wife is now dead—his son-in-law and favourite daughter gone to London, and iiis

grandchild, I fear, just staggering, poor little fellow, on the edge of the grave, which,

perhaps, is the securest refuge for him—his eldest son is married, and at a distance,

and report speaks of no probability of the title descending; in short, all are dis-

persed, and the tourists, those ' curious impertinentes,' drive past Abbotsford g-ate.

and curse their folly in having delayed for a year too late their long projected jaunt
to the north. Meanwhile, not to mince the matter, the great man had, somehow or

other, managed to involve himself with printers, publishers, bankers, gas-makers,

wool-staplers, and all the fraternity of speculators, accommodation-bill manufactu-

rers, land-jobbers, and so on, till, at a season of distrust in money matters, the hour

of reckoning came, like a thief in the night ; and as our friend, like the unthrit'ty

virgins, had no oil in his lamp, all his afiairs went to wreck and ruin, and landed

him, after the gale was over, in the predicament of Robinson Crusoe, with little

more than a shirt to his back. But like that able navigator, he is not cast away upon
a barren rock. The tide has ebbed, indeed, and left him on the beach, but the hull

of his fortunes is above water still, and it will go hard, indeed, with him if he does
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not shape a raft that shall bring to shore much of the cargo that an ordinary mind
would leave in des]vair, to he swept away by the next change of the moon. The
distinction between man and the rest of the living creation, certainly, is in nothing
more remarkable, than in the power which he possess;^ over them, of turning to

varied account the means with which the world is stocked—to account, I mean,
varied according to the fasliion oi liis wishes. But it has always struck me, tbat

there is a far greater distinction between man and man than between luany men and
most other animals ; and it is from a familiarity with the practical operation of this

marvellous difference that I venture to predict, that our Crusoe will cultivate his

own island, and build himself a bark in which, in process of time, he will sail back
to his friends and fortune in greater triumph than if he had never been driven

amongst the breakers.
" Sir Waller Scott, then, was sitting at a writing-desk covered with papers, and

on the top was a pile of bound volumes of the Moniteur,—one, which he was lean-

ing over as my brother and I entered, was open on a chair, and two others were

lying on the Hoor. As he rose to receive us he closed the volume which he had
been extracting from, and came forward to shake hands. He was, of course, in

deep mourning, with weepers and the other trappings of woe, but his countenance,

though certainly a little woe-begoidsh, was not cast into any very deep furrows.

His tone and manner were as friendly as heretofore, and when he saw that we had
no intention of making any attempt at sympathy or nioanification, but spoke to him
as of old, he gradually contracted the length of his countenance, and allowed the

corners of his mouth to curl almost imperceptibly upwards, and a renewed lustre

came into his eye, if not exactly indicative of cheerfulness, at all events of well-

regulated, patient. Christian resignation. My meaning will be misunderstood if it

be imagined from this picture that I suspected any hypocrisy, or an affectation of

grief, in the first instance. I have no doubt, indeed, that he feels, and most acutely,
the bereavements which have come upon him ; but we may very fairly suppose,
that among the many visiters he must have, there may be some who caimot under-
stand that it is proper, decent, or even possible to hide those finer emotions deep in

the heart.—He immediately began conversing in his usual style
—the chief topic

being Captain Denham (whom I had recently seen in London), and his book of
African Travels, which Sir Walter had evidently read wath much attention. * * * *

After sitting a quarter of an hour, we came away, well pleased to see our friend

quite unbroken in spirit
—and though bowed down a little by the blast, and here and

there a branch the less, as sturdy in the trunk as ever, and very possibly all the

better for the discipline
—better, I mean, for the public, inasmuch as he has now a

vast additional stinmlus for exertion—and one which all the world must admit to be

thoroughly noble and generous."

A week before this visit took place, Sir Walter had sufficiently mas-
tered himself to resume his literary tasks ; and he thenceforth worked
with determined resolution on the life of Napoleon, interlaying a day
or two of the Chronicles of the Canongate, whenever he had got before

the press with his historical MS., or felt the want of the only repose he

ever cared for—a change of labour. In resuming his own Diary, I

shall make extracts rather less largely than before, because many
entries merely reflect the life of painful exertion to which he had now
submitted himself, without giving us any interesting glimpses either of

his feelings or opinions. I hope I have kept enough to satisfy all pro-

per curiosity on these last points.

EXTRACTS FROM DIARY— JUNE, 1826.

'^Edinburgh, June 4.— I wrote a good task yesterday, and to-day a great one,
scarce stirring from the desk. 1 am not sure that it is right to work so hard ; but a

man must take himself, as well as other people, when in the humour. I doubt if
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men of method, who can lay aside or take up the pen just at tht; hours appoinu-d,
will ever be better than poor creatures. Lady Louisa Stuart used to tell me of Mr.
Hoole, the translator of Tasso and Ariosto, and in that capacity a noble trunsmutcr
of pold into lead, that he was a clerk in the India-house, with lonjr ruffles and a
snuff-coloured suit of clothes, who occasionally visited her faih.T, J,>hii Karl of
Bute. She sometimes conversed with him, and was amused to tiiid iliat hi; did

exactly so many couplets day by day, neither more nor less ; ami habit had made it

li^ht to him, however heavy it mitrht seem to the reader. Well, but if I
lay down

the pen, as the pain in my breast hints that I should, what am I to do? If I think,

why I shall weep— and that's nonsense; and I have no friend now— none to

relieve my tediousness for half-an-hour of the gloaming. Let me be grateful— I

have good news from Abbotsford.

" Ja77« 7.— Again a day of hard work—busy at half-past eight. I went to the

Dean of Faculty's to a consultation about Constable,* and sat with said Dean and

Mr. J. S. More and J. Gibson, I find they have as high hope of success as law-

yers ought to express ;
and I think I know how our profession speak when sincere ;

but I cannot interest myself deeply in it. When I had come home from such a

business, I used to carry the news to poor Charlotte, who dressed her face in sad-

ness or mirth as she saw the news affect me ; this hangs lightly about me. I had

almost forgot the appointment, if J. G. had not sent me a card ; I passed a piper in

the street as I went to the Dean's, and could not help giving him a shilling to play
Pibroch a Donuil Dhu for luck's sake ; what a child I am !

'' Juns 8.—Bilious and headache this morning. A dog howl'd all night and left

me little sleep,
—

poor. cur! I daresay he had his distresses, as I have mine. I

was obliged to make Dalgliesh shut the windows when he appeared at half-past

six, as usual, and did not rise till nine. I have ol'ten deserved a headache in my
j'ounger days without having one, and Nature is, I suppose, paying off old scores.

Ay, but then the want of the affectionate care that used to be ready, with lowered

voice and stealthy pace, to smooth the pillow and offer condolence and assistance,

crone— gone— for ever— ever— ever. Well, there is another world, and we'll

meet free from the mortal sorrows and frailties which beset us here ; amen, so be

it. Let me change the topic with hand and head, and the heart must follow. I

finished four pages to-day, headache, laziness and all.

'^ June 9.— Corrected a stubborn proof this morning. These battles have been

the death of many a man—I think they will be mine. Well, but it clears to wind-

ward ; so we will fag on. Slept well last night. By the way, how intolerably

selfish this Journal makes me seem—so much attention to one's naturals and non-

naturals ! Lord Mackenzief called, and we had much chat about parish business.

The late regulations for preparing cases in the Outer-House do not work well. One

effect of ru'nning causes faster through the Courts below is, that they go by scores

to appeal, and Lord Gifford has hitherto decided them with such judgment, and so

much rapidity, as to give great satisfaction. The consequence will in time be, that

the Scottish Supreme Court will be in elTect situated in London. Then down fall,

as national objects of respect and veneration, the Scottish Bench, the Scottish Bar,

the Scottish Law herself, and—and ' Here is an end of an auld sang.'| Were

I as I have been, I would fight knee-deep in blood ere it came to that. I shall

always be proud of Malachi as having headed back the Southron, or helped to do

so in one instance at least.

"/ime 11.—Bad dreams. Woke, thinking my old and inseparable friend beside

me ; and it was only when I was fully awake that I could persuade myself that she

was dark, low, and' distant, and that my bed was widowed. I believe the pheno-

mena of dreaming are in a great measure occasioned by the double touch which takes

» This alludes to the claim advanced by the creditors of Constable and Co. to the copy-

riffht of Woodstock and the Life of Napoleon.

+ The eldest son of the Man of Feeling.

X Speech of Lord Chancellor Seafield on the ratification of tlie Scotch Union. See 3/i*-

cellaneous Prose Works, vol. xxv. p. 93.
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place when one hand is crossed in sleep upon another. Each gives and receives

the impression of touch to and from the othor, and this complicated sensation our

sleeping fancy ascribes to the agency of another being, when it is in fact produced

by our own limbs rolling on each other. Well, here goes—iricumbite remis.

" June 10.—Finished volume third of Napoleon. I resumed it on the 1st of June,
the earliest period that I could bend my mind to it after my great loss. Since that

time I have lived, to be sure, the life of a hermit, except attending the Court five

days in the week for about three hours on an average. Except at that time I have
been reading or writing on the subject of Boney, and have finished last night, and

sent to printer this morning the last sheet of fifty-two written since 1st June. It is

an awful screed ; but grief makes me a housekeeper, and to labour is my only
resource.

"/t/nf 14.— To-day I began with a page and a half before breakfast. This is

always the best waj*. You stand like a child going to be bathed, shivering and

shaking till the first pitcherfuU is llung about your ears, and then are as blythe as a

water-wagtail. I am just come home from Court; and now, my friend Nap, have
at you with a downright blow ! Methinks I would fain make peace witli my con-

science by doing six pages to-night. Bought a little bit of Gruycre cheese, instead

of our dame's choke-dog concern. When did I ever purchase any thing for my own

eating? But I will say no more of that. And now to the bread-mill—

''June 16.—Yesterday safe in the Court till nearly four. I had, of course, only
time for my task. I fear I shall have little more to-day, for I have accepted to dine

at Hector's. I got, yesterday, a present of two engravings from Sir Henry Raeburn's

portrait of me, which (poor fellow!) was the last he ever painted, and certainly not

the worst.* I had the pleasure to give one to young Davidoff for his uncle, the

celebrated Black Captain of the campaign of 1812. Curious that he should be inter-

ested in getting the resemblance of a person whose mode of attaining some distinc-

tion has been verj' ditferent. But I am sensible, that if there be any thing good
about my poetry or prose either, it is a hurried frankness of composition which

pleases soldiers, sailors, and young people of bold and active disposition. I have
been no sigher in shades—no writer of

'

Songs and sonnets and rustical roundelays,
Framed on fancies, and whistled on reeds.'

"
Mhotsford, Saturday. June 17.—Left Edinburgh to-day, after Parliament House.

My two girls met me at Torsonce, wliich was a pleasant surprise, and we returned

in the sociable all together. Found every thing right and well at Abbotsford under

the new regime. I again took possession of the family bedroom and my widowed
couch. This was a sore trial, but it was necessary not to blink such a resolution.

Indeed, I do not like to have it thought that there is any way in which I can be

beaten. f

" June 19.—This morning wrote till half twelve—good day's work—at Canon-

gate Chronicles. Methinks I can make this answer. Then drove to Huntly-Burn,
and called at Chiefswood. Walked home. The country crying for rain ; yet, on

the whole, the weather delicious, dry, and warm, with a fine air of wind. The

young woods are rising in a kind of profusion I never saw elsewhere. Let me
once clear off these incumbrances, and they shall wave broader and deeper yet.

" June 21.—For a party of pleasure I have attended to business well. Twenty
pages of Croftangry, five printed pages each, attest my diligence, and I have had a

delightful variation by the company of the two Annes. Regulated my little expenses
here.

• Sec ante, p. 269.

+ This entry reminds me of Hannah More's account of Mrs. Garrick's conduct aflerher

husband's funeral. " She told me," says Mrs. More,
" that she prayed with great com-

posure, then went and kissed the dear bed, and got into it with a sad pleasure." See Me-
moirs of Mrs. More, vol. 1. p. 153.
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"
Edinburgh, June 2-3.—Returned to my Patmos. Herird I'ood news fr I

'

-

hart. Wife well, and John Hugh better. He iiiintions poor Souihfv
much interest for me, even to tears. It is odd—am I so hard-h.«artfd a man'« \
could not have wept for him, though in distress I would have gone any leiijnh to
serve him. I sometimes think I do not deserve people's good opinion, for cerlainlv
my feelings are rather guided by reflection than impulse. But tvf ry'l.ody has his
own mode of expressing interest, and mine is stoical even in bitterest irricf. I hope
I am not the worse for wanting the tenderness that I see others possess, and whirh
is so amiable. I think it does not cool my wisli to be of use when I can. Bm the
truth is, I am better at enduring or acting, than at consoling. From childhood's
earliest hour, my heart rebelled against the influence of external cireunisianr».8 in

myself and others—non est tanii! To-day, I was detained in the Court from half

past ten till near four, yet I finished and sent off a packet to Cadell, which will
finish one third of the Chronicles, vol. 1st. Henry Scott came in while I was at

dinner, and sat while I eat my beefsteak. A gourmand would think me much at
a loss, coming back to ray ploughman's meal of boiled beef and Scotch broth, frorn
the rather recherche table at Abbotsford, but I have no philosophy in ray carelessness
on that score. It is natural, though I am no ascetic, as my father was.

^^June 23.—I received to-day £10 frora Blackwood for the article on The Omen.
Time was I would not have taken these small tithes of mint and cummin, but scorn-
ful dogs will eat dirty puddings, and I, with many depending on me, must do the
best I can with my time ; God help rae.

"Blair-.ldam, June 21.—Left Edinburgh yesterday after the Court, and came
over here with the Lord Chief Baron and William Clerk, to spend as usual a day
or two at the Chief Commissioner's. His Lordship's family misfortunes and my
own, make our holiday this year of a more quiet description than usual, and a sen-
sible degree of melancholy hangs on the re-union of our party. It was wise, how-
ever, not to omit it, for to slacken your hold on life in any agreeable point of con-

nexion, is the sooner to reduce yourself to the inditference and passive vegetation
of old age.

"June 25.—Another melting day; we have lounged away the morning creeping
about the place, sitting a great deal, and walking as little as might be on account
of the heat. Blair-Adam has been successively in possession of three generations
of persons attached to and skilled in the art of embellishment, and may be fairly
taken as a place where art and taste have done a great deal to improve nature. A
long ridge of varied ground sloping to the foot of Benarty. and which originally
was of a bare mossy boggy character, has been clothed by the son, f;ither and grand-
father; while the undulations and hollows, which seventy or eighty years since
must have looked only like wrinkles in the black morasses, being now drained and

limed, are skirted with deep woods, particularly of spruce, which thrives wonder-

fully, and covered with excellent grass. We drove in the droskie, and walked in

the evening.

"June 26.—Another day of unmitigated heat; thermometer 80; must be higher
in Edinburgh, where I return to-night, when the decline of the sun makes travelling

practicable. It will be well for my works to be there—not quite so well for rae ;

there is a difference between the clever nice arrangement of Blair-Adara and Mrs.
Brown's accoramodations, though he who is ensured against worse has no right to

complain of them. But the studious neatness of poor Charlotte has perhaps made
me fastidious. She loved to see things clean, even to Oriental scrupulosity. So

oddly do our deep recollections of other kinds correspond witli the raost petty occur-

rences of our life. Lord Chief Baron told us a story of the ruling passion strong in

death. A Mr. * *
*, a INIaster in Chancery, was on his death-bed—a very wealthy

man. Some occasion of great urgency occurred in which it was necessary to make
an affidavit, and the attorney, missing one or two other Masters whom he enquired
after, ventured to ask if Mr. * * * would be able to receive the deposition.

'l"he

proposal seemed to give him momentary strength ; his clerk was sent for, and the

oath taken in due form. The Master was lifted up in bed, and with dithculty sub-

scribed the paper ; as he sank down again, he made a signal to his clerk— ' Wallace.'
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—' SirT— ' Your ear—lower—lower. Have you got the ha'f-crown?'' He was dead
before morning.

"
Edinburgh, June 27.—Keturncd to Edinburgh late last night, and had a most

sweltering night of it. This day also cruel hot. However, I made a task or nearly
so, and read a good deal about the Egyptian expedition. I have also corrected

proofs, and prepared for a great start, by filling myself with facts and ideas.

*^ Jutie 29.—1 walked out for an hour last night, and made one or two calls—the

evening was delightful
—

'

Day its sultry fires had wasted,
Calm and cool the moonbeam rose,

Even a captive's bosom tasted

Half oblivion of his woes.'

I wonder often how Tom Campbell, with so much real genius, has not maintained

a greater figure in the public eye than he has done of late. The Magazine* seems
to have paralyzed him. The author, not only of the Pleasures of Hope, but of

Hohenlinden, Lochiel, &c., should have been at the very top of the tree. Some-
how he wants audacity, fears the public, and what is worse, fears the shadow of

his own reputation. He is a great corrector, too, which succeeds as ill in compo-
sition as in education. Many a clever boy is flogged into a dunce, and many an

original composition corrected into mediocrity. Tom ought to have done a great
deal more. His youthful promise was great. John Leyden introduced me to him.

They afterwards quarrelled. When I repeated Hohenlinden to Leyden, he said,
' Dash it, man, tell the fellow that I hate him, but dash him, he has written the

finest verses that have been published these fifty years.' I did mine errand as

faithfully as one of Homer's messengers, and had for answer,
' Tell Leyden that I

detest him, but I know the value of his critical approbation.' This feud was there-

fore in the way of being taken up.
' When Leyden comes back from India,' said

Tom Campbell,
' what cannibals he will have eaten, and what tigers he will have

torn to pieces !'

" Gave a poor poetess £l. Gibson writes me that £2300 is oflfered for the poor
house ; it is worth £300 more, but I will not oppose my own opinion and conve-

nience to good and well-meant counsel : so farewell to poor No. 39. What a

portion of my life has been spent there ! It has sheltered me from the prime of

life to its decline ; and now I must bid good-by to it. I have bid good-by to my
poor wife, so long its courteous and kind mistress. And I need not care about the

empty rooms ; yet it gives me a turn. Never mind ; all in the day's work.

"June 30.—Here is another dreadful warm day, fit for nobody but the flies. I

was detained in Court till four; dreadfully close, and obliged to drink water for

refreshment, which formerly I used to scorn, even in the moors, with a burning
August sun. the heat of exercise, and a hundred springs gushing around me. Cor-
rected proofs, &c. on my return.

"
Jbhoffford, July 2.—I worked a little this morning, then had a long and warm

walk. Captain and Mrs. Hamilton, from Chiefswood, the present inhabitants of

Lockhart's cottacre, dined with us, which made the evening pleasant. He is a

fine soldierly-looking man* — his wife a sweet good-humoured little woman.
Since we were to lose the Lockharts, we could scarce have had more agreeable

neighbours.

"
Edinburgh, July 6.—Returned last nirjht, and suffered, as usual, from the in-

cursions of the black horse. Mr. B C writes to condole with me. I think

our acquaintance scarce warranted this ; but it is well meant and modestl}' done.

I cannot conceive the idea of forcing myself on strangers in distress, and I have
half a mind to turn sharp round on some of my consolers.

* Mr. Campbell was then Editor of the New Monthly Magazine, but he soon gave it up.

+ Thomas Hamilton, Esq.
—the author of Cyril Thornton—Men and Manners in America—Annals of the Peninsular CampaigTis, &-c. &.c.
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''July S.—Wrote a good task this mornincr. 1 may l)e mistakrn ; hut I do t! \
the tale of Elspat M'Tavish* in my betternmst maiuiur—but J. U. roars f.jr chiv.uxv.
He does not (juite understand that every thimr may bo overdone in this world or

sufficiently estimate the necessity of novelty. The Highlanders have been otT the
field now for some time. Returning from the Court, looked into a fine show of
wild beasts, and saw Nero the great lion, whom they had tlie l)rutal cruelty to bait
with bull-dogs, against whom the noble creature disdained to exert his slreniiih.
He was lying like a prince in a large cage, where you might be admitted if you
wish. I had a month's mind—but was afraid of the newspapers. 1 could be afraid
of nothing else, for never did a creature seem more gentle and yet majestic. I

longed to caress him. Wallace, the other lion, born in Scotland, seemed much k-sd

trustworthy. He handled the dogs as his namesake did the southron.

"Ju/ylO.—Dined with John Swinton en famillc. He told me an odd circum-
stance. Coming from Berwickshire in the mail-coach, he met with a passenger
who seemed more like a military man than any thing else. They talked on all

sorts of subjects, at length on politics. IMalachi's letters were mentioned, when
the stranger observed they were much more seditious than some expressions for

which he had three or four years ago been nearly sent to Botany Hay. And per-

ceiving John Swinton's surprise at this avowal, he added, I am Kinloch of Kjn-
loch. This gentleman had got engaged in the Radical business (the only real

gentleman by the way who did), and harangued the weavers of Dundee with such

emphasis, that he would have been tried and sent to Botany Bay had he not tied

abroad. He was outlawed, and only restored to his estates on a composition with
Government. It seems to have escaped Mr. Kinloch, that the man who places a

lighted coal in the middle of combustibles and upon the floor, acts a little by dif-

ferent from him who places the same quantity of burning fuel in a fire-grate.

"/«/?/ 13.—Dined j-esterday with Lord Abercromby at a party he gave to Lord
Melville and some old friends who formed the Contemporary Club. Lord M. and
I met with considerable feeling on both sides, and all our feuds were forgotten and

forgiven; I conclude so, at least, because one or two people, whom I know to be

sharp observers of the weather-glass on occasion of such scjualls, have been earnest

with me to meet him at parties
—which I am well assured they would not have

been (had I been Horace come to life again) were they not sure the breeze was
over. For myself I am happy that our usual state of friendship should be restored,

though I could not have cotne down proud stomach to make advances, which is, among
friends, always the duty of the richer and more powerful of the two. To-day 1 leave

Mrs. Brown's lodgings. I have done a monstrous siijht of work here notwithstand-

ing the indolence of this last week, which must and shall be amended.

'So good-by, Mrs. Brown,
I am going out of town,
Over dale, over down,
Where bugs bite not,

Where lodgers fight not.

Where below you chairmen drink not,

Where beside you gutters stink not ;

But all is fresh, and clear, and gay,
And merry lambkins sport and play ;

And they toss with rakes uncommonly short hay.
Which looks as if it had been sown only the other day,
And where oats are at twenty-five shillings a boll, they say,
But all's one for tliat, since I must and will away.'

^^
July II.— Mbotsford. Any body would think, from the fal-dc-ral conclusion

of my journal of yesterday, that I left town in a very gay humour— cujun coulra-

rium verum est. But nature has given me a kind of buoyancy, I know not what to

call it, that mingled even with my deepest afflictions and most gloomy hours. I

have a secret pride
—I fancy it will be so most truly termed, which impels me to

mix with my distresses strange snatches of mirth ' which have no mirth in them.'

» The Highland Widow.

Vol. II. 3R 45
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^^
July 16.—Sleepy, stupid, indolent—finished arrannrinor the books, and after that

was totally useless—unless it can lie called study that I slunihercd for three or four

hours over a variorum edition of the CJill's-Hill tragedy.* Admiral)]e escape for

low spirits
—for, not to mention the brutality of so extraordinary a murder, it led

John Bull into one of his most uncommon fits of ^amhols, until at last he became
so maudlin as to weep for the pitiless assassin. Thurtcll, and treasure up the leaves

and twitTS of the hedjre and shrubs in the fatal garden as valuable relics, nay,

thronged the minor theatres to see the roan horse and yellow gig in which his vic-

tim was transported from one house to the other. I have not stept over the threshold

to-day, so very stupid have I been.

•'

July 17.— Desidix tandem vahdixi.— Our time is like our money. When we
change a guinea, the shillings escape as things of small account ; when we break
a day by idleness in the morning, the rest of the hours lose their importance in our

eye. I set stoutly to write about seven this morning to Boney—
And long ere dinner time, I have

Full eight close pages wrote ;

What, Dut}', hast thou now to crave ?

Well done. Sir Walter Scott I

''July 21.—To Mertoun. Lord and Lady Minto and several other guests were

there, besides their own large family. So my lodging was a little room which I

had not occupied since I was a bachelor, but often before in my fre(iuent intercourse

with this kind and hospitable family. Feeling myself returned to that celibacy
which renders many accommodations indifferent which but lately were indispensa-
ble, my imagination drew a melancholy contrast between the young man entering
the world on fire for fame, and busied in imagining means of coming by it, and the

aged widower, blaze on the point of literary reputation, deprived of the social com-
forts of a married state, and looking back to regret instead of looking forward to

hope. This brought bad sleep and unpleasing dreams. But if I cannot hope to be
what I have been, I will not, if I can help it, suffer vain repining to make me worse
than I may be. We left I\Iertoun after breakfast, and the two Annes and I visited

Lady Raeburn at Lessudden. My aunt is now in her ninetieth year—so clean, so

nice, so well arranged in every respect, that it makes old age lovely. She talks

both of late and former events with perfect possession of her faculties, and has

only failed in her limbs. A great deal of kind feeling has survived, in spite of
the frost of years. Home to dinner and worked all the afternoon among tlie Moni-
teurs—to little purpose, for my principal acquisition was a headache.

"
July 24.—At dinner-time to-day came Dr. Jamiesonf of the Scottish Dictionary,

an excellent good man, and full of auld Scottish cracks, which amuse me well

enough, but are caviare to the young people.

"
July 26.—This day went to Selkirk, to hold a court. The Doctor chose to go

with me. Action and reaction—Scots proverb— ' The unrest {i, e. pendulum) of a
clock gangs aye as far the ae gait as the t'other.

"
July 27.—Up and at it this morning, and finished four pages. An unpleasant

letter from London, as if I might be troubled by some of the creditors there, if I

should go up to get materials for Nap. I have no wish to go—none at all. I would
even like to put off my visit, so far as John Lockhart and my daughter are con-

» The murder of Wearc by TlmrtcU and Co. at Gill's-Hill, in Hertfordshire. Sir Walter
collected printed trials with great assiduity, and took care always to liavc the contemporary
ballads and prints bound up with them. He admired particularly this verse of Mr. Hook's
broadside—

"
They cut his throat from ear to ear,

His brains they battered in ;

His name was Mr. William Weare,
He dwelt in Lyon's Inn."

t The venerable lexicographer often had lodgings near Abbotsford in the angling season,

being still very fond of that sport.
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cerned, and see them when the meetinar could be more pleasant, Um ihnn, havinij
an offer to see the correspondence from St. Helena, 1 can make no doubt tliat I oui'bt
to go. However, if it is to infer any danger to my personal freedom, Knuiish wind
shall not blow on me. It is monstrous hard to prevent me doing what is certainly
the best for all parties.

'^

July 28.— I am well-nigh choked with the sulphurous heat of the weather
and my hand is as nervous as a paralytic's. Read through and corrected St. H<.nan's
Well. I am no judge, but I think the language of this piece rather good. 'I'licn I

must allow the fashionable portraits arc not the true thing. I am too much out of
the way. The story is horribly contorted and unnatural, and the

catastrophe is

melancholy, which should always be avoided. No matter, I have corrected it for
the press.* Walter's account of his various quarters per last despatch. Query
if original.

'Louglirin is a blackguard place,
To Gort I give my curse ;

Athlone itself is bad enough,
But Ballinrobe is worse.

I cannot tell which is the worst,

They're all so very bad,
But of all towns I ever saw
Bad luck to Kinnegad.'

''.iugustl.
—Yesterday evening I took to arranging old plays, and scrambled

through two. One, called Michaelmas Term, full of traits of manners ; and an-
other a sort of bouncing tragedy, called the Hector of Germany, or the Palsgrave.
The last, worthless in the extreme, is like many of the plays in the beginning of
the 17th century, written to a good tune. The dramatic poets of that time seem to

have possessed as joint-stock a highly poetical and abstract tone of language, so
that the worst of them remind you of the very best. The audience must have had
a much stronger sense of poetry in those days than in ours, since language was
received and applauded at the Fortune or the Red Bull, which could not now be
understood by any general audience in Great Britain. Now to work.

"
August 2.—I finished before dinner five leaves, and I would crow a little about

it, but here comes Duty like an old housekeeper to an idle chambermaid. Hear her

very words.

Buty. Oh I you crow, do you 1 Pray, can you deny that your sitting so quiet at

work was owing to its raining heavily all the forenoon, and indeed till dinner-time,
so that nothing would have stirred out that could help it save a duck or a goose ? I

trow, if it had been a fine day, by noon there would have been aching of the head,

throbbing, shaking, and so forth, to make an apology for going out.
^^

Egomet Ipse. And whose head ever throbbed to go out when it rained, Mrs.

Duty]
^^
Duty. Answer not to me with a fool-born jest, as your friend Erskine used to

say to you when you escaped from his good advice under the fire of some sill)' pun.
You smoke a cigar after dinner, and I never check you—drink tea, too, which is

loss of time ; and then, instead of writing me one other page, or correcting those

you have written out, you roUock into the woods till you have not a dry thread

about you ; and here you sit writing down my words in your foolish journal instead

of minding my advice.
"
Ego. Why, Mrs. Duty, I would as gladly be friends with you as Crabbe's

tradesman fellow with his conscience ;f but you should have some consideration

with human frailty.
"
Duty. Reckon not on that. But, however, good night for the present. I would

recommend to you to think no thoughts in which I am not mingled—to read no

books in which I have no concern—to write three sheets of botheration all the six

days of the week per diem, and on the seventh to send them to the printer. Thus

advising, I heartily bid you farewell.

* This Novel was passing through the press in 8vo, 12mo, and 18mo, to complete col-

lective editions in these sizes.

+ See Crabbe's Tale of " The Struggles of Conscience."
'
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"Ego. Farewell, madam (exit Duty) and lie d d to ye for an unreason-

able bitcli !
' The devil must he in this greedy gled !' as the Earl of Angus said to

his hawk ;

'
^Yill she never he satisfied ]'*

"Jt/a-iM^ 3.—Wrote half a task in the morning. From eleven till half-past eight
in Selkirk taking precognitions about a row, and came home famished and tired.

Now, Mrs. Duty, do you think there is no other Duty of the family but yourself]
Or can the SheritV-dcpute neglect his Duly, that the author may niind his? The

thing cannot be ; the people of Selkirk must have justice as w-eli as the ]>eople of

England books. So the two Duties may go pull caps about it. My conscience is

clear.

"Jugiisf 6.—Wrote to-day a very good day's work. Walked to Chiefswood,
and saw old Mrs. Tytler, a friend when life was young. Iler husband, Lord Wood-
houselee, was a kind, amiable, and accomplished man; and when we lived at Lass-

wade cottage, soon after my marriage, we saw a great deal of the family, who were

verv kind to us as newly entered on the w'orld. How many early stories did the

old lady's presence recall. She might almost be my mother ; yet there we sat, like

two people of another generation, talking of things and people the rest knew no-

thing of. When a certain period of life is over, the difference of years, even when
considerable, becomes of much less consequence.

^'August 10.—Rose early, and wrote hard till two, when I went with Anne to

Minto. I must not let her quite forego the custom of good society. We found the

Scotts of Harden, &c., and had a very pleasant party. I like Ladj- i\L particularly,
but missed my facetious and lively friend, Lady Anna Maria. It is the fashion of

some silly women and silly men to abuse her as a blue-stocking. If to have good
sense and good-humour, mixed with a strong power of observing, and an equally

strong one of expressing
—if of this the result must be blue, she shall be as blue as

they will. Such cant is the refuge of fools who fear those who can turn them into

ridicule : it is a common trick to revenge supposed raillery with good substantial

calumny. Slept at Minto.

''
.lugust 11.—I was up as usual, and wrote about two leaves, meaning to finish

my task at home ; but found my Sheriff-substitute here on my return, which took

up the evening. But I shall finish the volume in less than a month after beginning
it. The same exertion would bring the book out at Martinmas, but December is a

better time.

"August 14.—Finished vol. IV. j^esterday evening—Deo grattas. This morning
I was seized with a fit of the clevers and finished my task by twelve o'clock, and

hope to add something in the evening. I was guilty, however, of some wayward-
ness, for I began vol. V. of Bony instead of carrying on the Canongate as I pro-

posed. The reason, however, was that I might not forget the information I had

acquired about the treaty of Amiens.

"Jugusf 16.—Walter and .Tane arrived last night. God be praised for restoring
to me my dear children in good health, which has made me happier than any thing
that has happened these several months. If we had Lockhart and Sophia, there

would be a meeting of the beings dearest to me in life. Walked to ,

where I find a certain lady on a visit—so youthy, so beautiful, so strong in voice—
with sense and learning

—above all, so fond of good conversation, that, in compas-
sion to my eyes, ears, and understanding, off I bolted in the middle of a tremendous
shower of rain, and ratlier chose to be wet to the skin than to be betluiniped with
words at that rate.—In the evening we had music from the girls, and the voice of

the harp and viol were heard in my halls once more, which have been so long de-

prived of mirth. It is with a mixed sensation I hear these sounds. I look on my
children and am happy ; and yet every now and then a pang shoots across my heart.

"August 10.—This morning wrote none excepting extracts, &c., being under the

necessity of reading and collating a great deal, which lasted till one o'clock or

* See Tales of a Grandfather, Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. xxiii. p. 72.
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thereabouts, when Dr. and Mrs. Brewster and their younsf people came to spend a

day of happiness at the Lake. We were met there by Captain and Mrs. Hamilton,
and a full party. Since the days of Seged, Emperor of

Ktliiopia, these days of

appointed sport and happiness have seldom answered ; but we came off indilfer-

ently well. We did not indeed catch much fish ; but we lounged about io a de-

lightful day, eat and drank—and the children, who are very fine infantry, were
clamorously enjoying themselves. We sounded the loch in two or three different

places
—the deepest may be sixty feet. I was accustomed to think it much more,

but your deepest pools, like your deepest politicians and philosophers, often turn
out more shallow than was expected.

"
Jugitst 23, Biilock''s-bridge.

—Set off early with Walter, Charles, and ladies, in

the sociable, to make our trip to Drumlanrig. We breakfasted at Mr. Hoyd's,
Broadmeadows, and were received, with Yarrow hospitality. From thence climl)ed

the Y'^arrow, and skirted Saint Mary's Lake, and ascended the Birkhill path, under the

moist and misty influence of the genius laci. Never mind, my companions were merry
and I cheerful. When old people can be with the young without fatiguing them
or themselves, their tempers derive the same benefits which some fantastic physi-
cian of old supposed accrued to their constitutions from the breath of the young ami

healthy. Y'ou have not—cannot again have their gaiety or pleasure in seeing sights,
but still it reflects itself upon you, and you are cheered and comforted. Our lunch-

eon eaten in the herd's cottage ; but the poor woman saddened me unawares, by
asking for poor Charlotte, whom she had often seen there with me. She put me
in mind that I had come twice over those hills and bogs with a wheel-carriage, be-

fore the road, now an excellent one, was made. I knew it was true, but, on my
soul, looking where we must have gone, I could hardly believe I had been such a

fool. For riding, pass if you will ; but to put one's neck in such a venture with a

wheel-carriage was too silly.

"
Drumlanrig, .iugust 24.—What visions does not this magnificent old house

bring back to me ! The exterior is much improved since I first knew it. It was
then in the state of dilapidation to which it had been abandoned by the celebrated

old Q , and was indeed scarce wind and water tight. Then the whole wood
had been felled, and the outraged castle stood in the midst of waste and desolation,

excepting a few scattered old stumps, not judged worth the cutting. Now, the

whole has been, ten or twelve years since, completely replanted, and the scattered

seniors look as graceful as fathers surrounded by their children. The face of this

immense estate has been scarcely less wonderfully changed. The scrambling
tenants, who held a precarious tenure of lease under the Duke of Queensberrj-, at

the risk (as actually took place) of losing their possession at his death, have given
room to skilful men, working their farms regularly, and enjoying comfortable houses,
at a rent which is enough to forbid idleness, but not to overpower industr}'.

"
August 25.—The Duke has grown up into a graceful and apparently strong

young man, and received us most kindlj'. I think he will be well qualified to sus-

tain his difficult and important task. The heart is excellent, so are the talents,—
good sense and knowledge of the world, picked up at one of the great Encrlish

schools (and it is one of their most important results), will prevent him from being
deceived ; and with perfect good-nature, he has a natural sense of his own situa-

tion which will keep him from associating with unworthy companions. God bless

him ! his father and I loved each other well, and his beautitul mother had as much
of the angel as is permitted to walk this earth. I see the balcony from which they
welcomed poor Charlotte and me, long ere the ascent was surmounted, streaming
out their white handkerchiefs from the battlements. There were/^ur merry people
that day—now one sad individual is all that remains. Singula prsdunlur anni. I

had a long walk to-day through the new plantations, the Duchess's Walk by the

Nith, &c. (formed by Prior's '

Kitty j'oung and gay'); fell in with the ladies, but

their donkies outwalked me—a flock of sheep afterwards outwalked me, and I be-

gan to think, on my conscience, that a snail put in training might soon outwalk me.

I must lay the old salve to the old sore, and be thankful for being able to walk at

all. Nothing was written to-day, my writing-desk having been forgot at Parkirate,

but Tom Crichton fetched it up to-day, so something more or less may be done to-

morrow morning—and now to dress.

45*
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"
Bilfocl-''s-hridge, Mi:;usf 20.—Wc took our depnrtvire from tho friemlly halls of

Dnimlanrig this rnornin'<T, after breakfast. I trust this young nobltMiian will be

' A licdirc about his friends,

A hackle to his foes.'

I would have him not quite so soft-natured as his grandfather, whose kindness some-

times masterod his excellent understanding. His father had a temper which better

jumped with my humour. Kuo\)gh of ill-nature to keep your good-nature from he-

in<T abused, is no bad ingredient in their disposition wlio have favours to bestow.

"*' In coming from Parkgate here, I intended to accomplish a purpose which I have

for some years entertained, of visiting Lockwood, the ancient scat of the Johnstones,

of which King .Tames said, when he visited it, that the man who built it must have

been a thief in his heart. It rained lieavily, however, wliich prevented my making
this excursion, and indeed I rather over-walked" myself yesterday, and have occa-

sion for rest.

'So sit down, Robin, and rest thee.'

"
Mhntsford, ./lu^iisf 27.—To-day we journeyed through the hills and amongst the

storms; the weather rather bullying than bad. We viewed the Grey Mare's Tail,

and I still felt confident in crawling along the ghastly bank, by which you approach

the fall. I will certainly get some road of application to Mr. Hope .Johnstone to

pray him to make the place accessible. We got home before half-past four, having

travelled forty miles.

" Blair-Adam, Aus;ust 28.—Set off with Walter and .lane at seven o'clock, and

reached this place in the middle of dinner-time. By some of my not unusual blun-

ders we had come a day before we were expected. Luckily, in this ceremonious

generation, there are still houses where such blunders only cause a little raillery,

and Blair-Adam is one of them. My excellent friend is in high health and spirits,

to which the presence of Sir Frederick adds not a little. His lady is here—beauti-

ful woman, whose countenance realizes all the poetic dreams of Byron. There is

certainly something of full maturity of beauty which seems framed to be adoring

and adored, and it is to be found in the full dark eye, luxuriant tresses, and rich

complexion of Greece, and not among
' the pale unripened beauties of the north.'

What sort of a mind this exquisite casket may contain, is not so easily known.

She is anxious to please, and willing to be pleased, and, with her striking beauty,

cannot fail to succeed.

<'
Mi^xtst 29.—Besides Mrs. and Admiral Adam, Mrs, Loch, and Miss Adam, I

find her"e Mr. Impev, son of that Sir Elijah celebrated in Indian history. He has

himself been in India, but has, with a great deal of sense and observation, much

better address than always falls to the share of the Eastern adventurer. The art

of quiet, easy, entertaining conversation is, I think, chiefly known in England. In

Scotland wc are pedantic and wrangle, or we run away with the harrows on some

topic we chance to be discursive upon. In Ireland they have too much vivacity,

and are too desirous to make a show, to preserve the golden mean. They are the

Gascons of Britain. George Ellis was the first converser I ever knew ; his patience

and good-breeding made me often ashamed of myself going off at — upon

some favourite topic. Richard Sharp is so celebrated for this peculiar gift as to be

generally called Conversation Sharp. The w^orst of this talent is, that it seems to

lack sincerity. You never know what are the real sentiments of a good converser,

or at least it is very difficult to discover in what extent he entertains them. His

politeness is inconsistent with energy. For forming a good converser, good taste

and extensive information and accomplishment are the principal requisites, to which

must be added an easy and elegant delivery, and a well-toned voice. I think the

higher order of genius is not favourable to this talent.

»
Thorough decided downfall of rain. Nothing for it but patience and proof-

sheets.

^^Ju^usf 30.—The weather scarce permitted us more license than yesterday, yet

we went down to Lochore, and Walter and I perambulated the property, and dis-
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cussed the necessity of a new road from the south-west, also that of plantint; some
willows along the ditches in the low grounds. Returned to Uluir-Adam to diniuT.

^^

Abbolsford, August Z\.—Left Blair at seven in the morninrr. Transacted busi-
ness with Cadell and Ballantyne. Arrived here at eight o'clock at nitrht.

"
September 6.—Walter being to return to Ireland for three weeks, set off to-dajr,

and has taken Charles with him. I fear this is but a wild plan, but thr
prr)^p»'ct

seemed to make them so happy, that I could not (ind in my heart to say
' Nu.' So

away they went this morning to be as happy as they can. Youth is a fuu! carver
and gilder. I had a letter from Jem Ballantyne, plague on him ! full of remon-
strance deep and solemn, upon the carelessness of Buonaparte. The rogue is right,
too. But, as to correcting my style, to the

'Jemmy jemmy linkum feedlc'

tune of what is called fine writing, I'll be d d if I do. Drew £\-2 in fivotir of

Charles for his Irish jaunt; same time exhorted him to make himself as expensive
to Walter, in the way of eating and drinking, as he could.

"
September 8.—Sir Frederick Adam deeply regrets the present Greek war, as

prematurely undertaken before knowledge and rational education had extended them-

selves sufficiently. The neighbourhood of the Ionian Islands was fast producing
civilisation ; and as knowledge is power, it is clear that example and opportunities
of education must soon have given them an immense superiority over the Turk.

This premature war has thrown all back into a state of barbarism. It was, I cannot

doubt, precipitated by the agents of Russia. Sir Frederick spoke most hicrhly of

Byron, the soundness of his views, the respect in which he was held—his just
ideas of the Grecian cause and character, and the practical and rational wishes ho

formed for them. Singular that a man whose conduct in his own personal atlairs

had been any thing but practical should be thus able to stand by the helm of a sink-

ing state ! Sir Frederick thinks he might have done much for them if he had lived.

The rantipole friends of liberty, who go about freeing nations with the same success

which Don Quixote had in redressing wrongs, have, of course, blundered every

thing which they touched. Task bang up.

"
September 12.—I begin to fear Nap. will swell to seven volumes. I had a long

letter from James B., threatening me with eight ;
but that is impossible. The event

of his becoming Emperor is the central point of his history. Now I have just

attained it, and it is the centre of the third volume. Two volumes and a half may
be necessary to complete the whole.—As I slept for a few minutes in my chair, to

which I am more addicted than I could wish, I heard, as I thought, my poor wife

call me by the familiar name of fondness which she gave me. My recollections on

waking were melancholy enough. These be
' The airy tongues that syllable men's names.'

All, I believe, have some natural desire to consider these unusual impressions as

bodements of good or evil to come. But alas ! this is a prejudice of our own con-

ceit. They are the empty echoes of what is passed, not the foreboding voice of

things to come.&^

"
September 13.—Wrote my task in the morning, and thereafter had a letter from

that sage Privy-counsellor . He proposes to me that I shall propose to the

of
,
and oifers his own right honourable intervention to bring so beautiful

a business to bear. I am struck dumb—absolutely mute and speechless
—and how

to prevent him making me farther a fool is not easy, for he has left me no time to

assure him of the absurdity of what he proposes; and if he should ever hint at

such a piece of d d impertinence, what must the lady think of my conceit or of

my feelings ! I will write to his present quarters, however, that he may, if possible,

have warning not to continue this absurdity.*

*Lady Scott had not been quite four months dead, and the entry of the preceding day

shows how extremely ill-timed was this communication, from a jrentlcman with whom Sir

Walter had never had any intimacy. This was not the only proposition of tJie kmd that
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"
September 14.—I should not have forgotten, among the memorabilia of yester-

day, that two young Frenchmen made their way to our sublime presence, in guerdon
of a laudatory copy of French verses sent up "the evening before, by way of '

Open
Sesamum,' I suppose. I have not read them, nor shall I. No man that ever wrote
a line despised the pap of praise so heartily as I do. There is nothing I scorn

more, except those who think the ordinary sort of praise or censure is matter of the

least consequence. People have almost always some private view of distinguish-

ing themselves, or of gratifying their animosity—some point, in short, to carry, with
which you have no relation—when they take the trouble to praise you. In general,
it is their purpose to get the person praised to puff away in return. To me their

rank praises no more make amends for their bad poetry than tainted butter would

pass off stale fish.

"
September 17.—Rather surprised with a letter from Lord Melville, informing me

he and Mr. Peel had put me into the Commission for enquiring into the condition

of the Colleges in Scotland. I know little on the subject, but I daresay as much
as some of the official persons who are inserted of course. The w^ant of efficient

men is the reason alleged. I must of course do my best, though I have little hope
of being useful, and the time it will occupy is half ruinous to me, to whom time is

every thing. Besides, I suppose the honour is partly meant as an act of grace for

Malachi.

^^
Jedburgh, September 19.—Circuit. Went to poor Mr. Shortreed's, and regretted

bitterly the distress of the family, though they endeavoured to bear it bravely and
to make my reception as comfortable and cheerful as possible. My old friend R. S.

gave me a ring found in a grave at the Abbey, to be kept in memory of his son. I

will certainly preserve it with especial care.*
"
Many trifles at circuit, chiefly owing to the cheap whisky, as they were almost

all riots. One case of an assault on a deaf and dumb woman. She was herself

the chief evidence ; but being totally without education, and having, from her situ-

ation, very imperfect notions of a Deitj' and a future state, no oath could be ad-

ministered. Mr. Kinniburgh, teacher of the deaf and dumb, was sworn interpreter,

together with another person her neighbour, who knew the accidental or conven-

tional signs which the poor thing had invented for herself, as Mr. K. was supposed
to understand the more general or natural signs common to people in such a situa-

tion. He went through the task with much address, and it was wonderful to see

them make themselves intelligible to each other by mere pantomime. Still I did not

consider such evidence as much to be trusted to on a criminal case. Several previous
interviews had been necessary between the interpreter and the witness, and this is

very much like getting up a story. Some of the signs, brief in themselves, of

which Mr. K. gave long interpretations, put me in mind of Lord Burleigh in the

Critic. ' Did he mean all this by a shake of the head 1 Yes, if he shook his head
as I taught him.' The man w-as found not guilty. Mr. K. told us of a pupil of

his whom he restored, as it may be said, to humanity, and who told him that his

ideas of another world were that some great person in the skies lighted up the sun
in the morning as he saw his mother light a fire, and the stars in the evening as she
kindled a lamp. He said the witness had ideas of truth and falsehood, which was,
I believe, true ; and that she had an idea of punishment in a future state, which I

doubt. He confessed she could not give any guess at its duration, whether tem-

porary or eternal. I should like to know if Mr. K. is in that respect wiser than his

pupils. Dined of course with Lord Mackenzie the Judge.

"
September 20.—Waked after a restless night, in which I dreamed of poor Tom

Shortreed. Breakfasted with the Rev. Dr. Somerville. This venerable gentleman
is one of the oldest of the literary brotherhood, I suppose about eighty-seven,| and

reached him during his widowhood. In the present case there was very high rank and an

ample fortune.

• Mr. Thomas Shortreed, a younfj gentleman of elegant taste and attainments, devotedly
attached to Sir Walter, and much beloved in return, had recently died.

t The Rev. Dr. Thomas Somerville, minister of Jedburgh, author of the "
History of Great

Britain during the reign of Queen Anne," and other works, died 14th May, 1830, in the

90th year of his age, and 64lh of his ministry.
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except a little deafness, quite entire. Living all his life in good society as a gen-
tleman born—and having, besides, professional calls to make among the noor^ ho
must know, of course, much that is curious concerning the momentous ehanfes
•which have passed under his eyes. He talked of them accordingly, and has writ'ten

something on the subject, but has scarce the force necessary to seize on the most
striking points. The bowl that rolls easiest along the green goes farthest, and has
least clay sticking to it. I have often noticed that a kindly, placid good humour is

the companion of longevity, and I suspect frequently the leading cause of it. liuick,
keen, sharp observation, with the power of contrast and illustration, disturbs this

easy current of thought. My good friend, the venerable Doctor, will not, I think,
die of that disease.

"
September 23.—Wrought in the morning, but only at reading and proofs. That

cursed battle of Jena is like to cost me more time than it did Buonaparte to gain it.

I met Colonel Ferguson about one to see his dogs run. It is a sport I have loved

well, but now, I know not why, I find it little interesting. To be sure I used to

gallop, and that I cannot now do. We liad good sport, however, and killed five

hares. I felt excited during the chase, but the feeling was but momentary. My
mind was immediately turned to other remembrances, and to pondering upon the

change which had taken place in my own feelings. The day was positively hea-

venly, and the wild hill-side, with our little coursing party, was beautiful to look
at. Yet I felt like a man come from the dead looking with indifference on that

which interested him while living. We dined at Huntly-Burn. Kind and com-
fortable as usual.

"
September 21.—I made a rally to-day, and wrote four pages or nearly. Never

stirred abroad the whole day, but was made happy after dinner by the return of

Charles, full of his Irish jaunt, and happy as young men are with the change of

scene. To-morrow I must go to Melville Castle. I wonder what I can do or say
about these Universities. One thing occurs—the distribution of bursaries only ex
merilis. That is, I would have the presentations continue in the present patrons,
but exact that those presented should be qualified by success in their literary
attainments and distini^tion acquired at scliool to holcl those scholarships. This
seems to be following out the idea of the founders, who, doubtless, inteiuled the

furthering of good literature. To give education to dull mediocrity is a flinging
of the children's bread to dogs—it is sharpening a hatchet on a razor-strop, which
renders the strop useless, and does no good to the hatchet. Well, something we
will do.

" Melville Castle, September 25.—Found Lord and Lady M. in great distress.

Their son Robert is taken ill at a Russian town about 350 miles from Moscow^
dangerously ill. The distance increases the extreme distress of the parents, who,
however, bore it like themselves. I was glad to spend a day upon the old terms

"with such old friends, and believe my being with them, even in this inoment of

painful suspense, as it did not diminish the kindness of my reception, might rather

tend to divert them from the cruel subject. Dr. Nicoll, Principal of St. Andrews,
dined—a very gentlemanlike sensible man. We spoke of the visitation, of granting

degrees, of public examinations, of abolishing the election of professors by the

Senatus Academicus (a most pregnant source of jobs), and much beside—but aJl

desultory. I go back to Abbotsford to-morrow morning.

''
Mbotsford, September 29.—A sort of zeal of working has seized me, which 1

must avail myself of. No dejection of mind, and no tremor of nerves, for which
God be humbly thanked. My spirits are neither low nor high—grave, I think, and

quiet—a complete twilight of the mind. I wrote five pages, nearly a double task,

yet wandered for three hours, axe in hand, superintending the tliinning of the home

planting. That does good too. I feel it give steadiness to my mind. \V omen,
it is said, go mad much seldomer than men. I fancy, if this be true, it is in some

degree owing to the little manual works in which they are constantly employed,
which regulate in some degree the current of ideas, as the pendulum regulates the

motion of the time-piece. I do not know if this is sense or nonsense, but I am
sensible that if I were in solitary confinement, without either the power of taking

Vol. II. 3S
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exercise, or employing myself in study, six months would make me a madman or

an idiot.

" October 3 I wrote my task as usual, but, strancfc to tell, there is a want of

paper. I expect some to-day. In the meantime, to avoid all quarrel with Dame

Duty, I cut up some otlier leaves into the usual statutory size. They say of a fowl

that if you draw a chalk line on a table, and lay chick-a-diddle down with his bill

upon it, the poor thinfr will ima^rine himself opposed by an insurmountable barrier,

which he will not attempt to cross. Such like are one-half of the obstacles which
serve to interrupt our best resolves, and such is my pretended want of paper. It is

like Sterne's want of sous, when he went tb relieve the Fauvre Honteux.

" October 5.— 1 was thinking this morning that my time glided away in a singu-

larly monotonous manner, like one of those dark gray days which neither jjromise
sunshine nor threaten rain ; too melancholy for enjoyment, too tranquil for repining.

But this day has brought a change which somewhat shakes my philosophy. I find,

by a letter from J. Gibson, that I may go to London without danger, and if I may,
in a manner jnust, to examine the papers in the Secretary of State's office about

Buonaparte when at St. Helena. The opportunity having been offered must be

accepted, and yet I had much rather stay at home. Even the prospect of seeing

Sophia and Lockhart must be mingled with pain, yet this is foolish too. Lady
Hamilton* writes me that Pozzo di Borgo, the Russian Minister at Paris, is willing
to communicate to me some particulars of Buonaparte's early life. Query—might
I not go on there 1 In for a penny, in for a pound. I intend "to take Anne with me,
and the pleasure will be great to her, who deserves much at my hand.

" October 9.— A gracious letter from Messrs. Abud and Son, bill-brokers, &c. ;

assure my trustees that they will institute no legal proceedings against me for four

or five weeks. And so I am permitted to spend my money and my time to improve
the means of paying them their debts, for that is the only use of this journey.

They are Jews ; I suppose the devil baits for Jews with a pork griskin. Were I

not to exert myself, I wonder where their money is to come from.

" October 10.—I must prepare for going to London, and perhaps to Paris. I have

great unwillingness to set out on this journey ; I almost think it ominous ; but

'

They that look to freits, my master dear,

Their freits will follow them.'

I am down-hearted about leaving all my things, after I was quietly settled ; it is a

kind of disrooting that recalls a thousand painful ideas of former happier journeys.
And to be at the mercy of these fellows— God help

— but rather God bless— man
must help himself.

" October 11.—We are ingenious self-tormentors. This journey annoys me more
than any thingr of the kind in my life. My wife's figure seems to stand before me,
and her voice is in my ears— '

Scott, do not go.' It half frightens me. Strange

throbbing at my heart, and a disposition to be very sick. It is just the eflfect of so

many feelings which had been lulled asleep by the uniformity of my life, but which
awaken on any new subject of agitation. Poor, poor Charlotte ! ! I cannot daub

it farther. I get incapable of arranging my papers too. I will go out for half an

hour. God relieve me !

"

» Now Lady Jane Hamilton Dalrymplc
—the eldest daughter of the illustrious Admiral

Lord Duncan. Her Ladyship's kindness procured several valuable communications to tlie

author of the Life of Buonaparte.
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CHAPTER XXXVI.

JOURNEY TO LONDON AND PARIS— SCOTTS DIARY— ROKKIJV - mui.P.KMI —
IMITATORS OF THE WAVERLEV NOVELS— SOUTIIEY'S PEMNSILAU WAR -
ROYAL LODGE AT WINDSOR—GEORGE IV. — ADELPIII TIIEATKr.-Tl.KItY-
CROFTON CROKER —THOMAS PRINGLE — ALLA.N CUNMN(.IIAM — MOi )KE —
ROGERS — LAWRENCE, &c. — CALAIS — MONTREIIL, &c — RUE DE TIVOLI —
POZZO DI BORGO — LORD GRANVILLE— MARSHALS MACDONALD AM) MAR-
MONT— GALLOIS— W. R. SPENCER — PRINCESS GALITZIN - CHARLES X. -
DUCHESS OF ANGOULEME, &c.— ENTHUSIASTIC RECEITION IN I'AKIS —
DOVER CLIFF—THEODORE HOOKE— LYDIA WHITE- DUKE OF WELLING-
TON— PEEL— CANNING — CROKER, &c. &c.— DUKE OF YORK— MADAME D'

ARBLAY — STATE OF POLITICS —OXFORD — CfH-ILTENHAM — ABBOTSFORI)
— WALKER STREET, EDINBURGH — OCTOBER — DECEMBER, lti26.

On the 12th of October, Sir Walter left Abbotsford for London,
where he had been promised access to the pa[)ers in the Government
offices ; and thence he proceeded to Paris, in tlie hope of gathering
from various eminent persons authentic views and anecdotes concern-

ing the career of Napoleon. His Diary shows that he was successful

in obtaining many valuable materials for the completion of his histori-

cal work ; and reflects, with sullicient distinctness, the very brilliant

reception he, on this occasion, experienced both in London and Paris.

The range of his society is strikingly (and unconsciously) exemplified
in the record of one day, when we find him breakfasting at the lloyal

Lodge in Windsor Park, and supping on oysters and porter in " honest

Dan Terry's house, like a squirrel's cage," above the Adelphi Theatre,
in the Strand. There can be no doubt that this expedition was in many
ways serviceable to his Life of Napoleon : and I think as little, that it

was chiefly so by renerving his spirits. The deep and respectful sym-

pathy with which his misfortunes, and gallant behaviour under them,
had been regarded by all classes of men at home and abroad, was

brought home to his perception in a way not to be mistaken. He was
cheered and gratified, and returned to Scotland, with renewed hope
and courage, for the prosecution of his marvellous course of industry.

EXTRACTS FROM DIARY.

"
Rokeby Park, October 13.—We left Carlisle before seven, and, visitinsf Appleby

Castle by the way (a most interesting and curious place), we fjot to Morritt's about

half-past four, where we had as warm a welcome as one of the warmest hearts in

the world could give an old friend. It was great pleasure to me to see Morritt

happy in the middle of his family circle, undisturbed, as heretofore, by the sickness

of any one dear to him. I may note that I found much pleasure in my companion's

conversation, as well as in her mode of managing all her little concerns on the

road. I am apt to judge of character by good-liumour and alacrity in these petty

concerns. I think the inconveniences of a journey seem greater to me than formerly,

while, on the other hand, the pleasures it affords are rather less. The ascent of

Stainmore seemed duller and longer than usual, and, on the other hand, Howes,

which used to strike me as a distinguished feature, seemed an ill-formed mass oJ

rubbish, a great deal lower in height than I had supposed ; yet I have seen it twenty

times at least. On the other hand, what I lose in my own personal feelings I gain

in those of my companion, who shows an intelligent curiosity and interest in what
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she sees, I enjoy, therefore, reflectively, rcluli in specula, the sort of pleasure to

which I nm now less accessible.— Saw in Morritt's possession the oritjinal minia-
ture of Milton, by Cooper— a valuable thing indeed. The countenance is hand-
some and dignified, with a strong expression of genius.*

" GrmUham, October 15.— Old England is no changeling. It is long since I tra-

velled this road, having come up to town chiefly by sea of late years. One race of
red-nosed innkeepers are gone, and their widows, eldest sons, or head-waiters exer-
cise hospitality in their room with the same bustle and importance. But other things
seem, externally at least, much the same. The land is better ploughed ; straight

ridges every where adopted in place of the old circumflex of twenty years ago.
Three horses, however, or even four, are still often seen in a plough yoked one
before the other. Ill habits do not 20 out at once.

^^
Biffghsicade, October 16.—Visited Burleigh this morning; the first time I ever

saw that grand place, where there are so many objects of interest and curiosity.
The house is magnificent, in the style of James I.'s reign, and consequently in

mixed Gothic. Of paintings I know nothing; so shall attempt to say nothing. But
whether to connoisseurs, or to an ignorant admirer like myself, the Salvator Mundi,
by Carlo Dolci, must seem worth a king's ransom. Lady Exeter, who was at

home, had the goodness or curiosity to wish to see us. She is a beauty after my
own heart ; a great deal of liveliness in the face ; an absence alike of form and of
aflTected ease, and really courteous after a genuine and ladylike fashion.

"
25, Pall-Mall, October 17.—Here am I in this capital once more, after an April-

weather meeting with my daughter and Lockhart. Too much grief in our first

meeting to be jo5'ful ; too much pleasure to be distressing; a giddy sensation
between the painful and the pleasurable. I will call another "subject."

I read with interest, during my journey. Sir John Chiverton and Brambletye
House—novels, in what I may surely claim as the style

' Which I was born to introduce—
Refined it first, and show'd its use.'t

They are both clever books— one in imitation of the days of chivalry
— the other

(by Horace Smith, one of the authors of Rejected Addresses) dated in the time of

the Civil Wars, and introducing historical characters.
" I believe, were I to publish the Canongate Chronicles without my name {nomme

dc guerre, I mean), the event might be a corollary to the fable of the peasant who
made the real pig squeak against the imitator, when the sapient audience killed the

poor grunter as if inferior to the biped in his own language. The peasant could,

indeed, confute the long-eared multitude by showing piggy ; but were I to f^iil as a

knight with a white and maiden shield, and then vindicate my claim to attention by
putting

'

By the Author of Waverley' in the title, my good friend Publicum would
defend itself by stating I had tilted so ill, that my course had not the least resem-
blance to former doings, when indisputably I bore away the garland. Therefore I

am firmly and resolutely determined to tilt under my own cognizance. The hazard,
indeed, remains of being beaten. But there is a prejudice (not an undue one

neither) in favour of the original patentee ; and Joe Manton's name has borne out

many a sorry gun-barrel. More of this to-morrow.

Expense of journey, £A\
Anne, pocket-money, 5

Scr\-ants on journey, 2

Cash in purse (silver not reckoned), 2

je50

This is like to be an expensive trip ; but if I can sell an early copy to a French

translator, it should bring me home. Thank God, little Dohnnie Hoo, as he calls

* This precious miniature, executed by Cooper for Milton's favourite daughter, was long
in the possession of Sir Josliua Reynolds, and bequeathed by him to the poet Mason, who
was an intimate friend of Mr. Morritt's father.

t Swifl.
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himself, is looking well, though the poor dear child is kept always in a proalnit©
posture.

" October 18.— I take up again my remarks on imitators. I am sure I mean the

gentlemen no wrong by calling them so, ami heartily wish thoy had followed a
Setter model. But it serves to show me veluli in speculo my own errors, or, if you
will, those of the style. One advantage, I think, I still havf over all of them.

They may do their fooling with better grace; but I, like Sir Andrew Agunrhfck, do
it more natural. Tiiey have to read old books, and consult antiquarian collections,
to get their knowledge; I write because I have long since read such works, and

possess, thanks to a strong memory, the information which they have to seek for.

This leads to a dragging-in historical details by head and shoulders, so that tho

interest of the main piece is lost in minute descriptions of events which do not

affect its progress. Perhaps I have sinned in this way myself; indeed, I am but
too conscious of having considered the plot only as what Bayes calls the mf*ans of

bringing in tine things ; so that, in respect to the descriptions, it resembled the

string of the showman's box, which he pulls to exhibit, in succession. Kings,
Queens, the Battle of Waterloo, Buonaparte at St. Helena, Newmarket Races, and
White-headed Bob floored by Jemmy from Town. All this I may have done, but
I have repented of it; and in my better efforts, while I conducted my story through
the agency of historical personages, and by connecting it with historical incidents,
I have endeavoured to weave them pretty closely together, and in future I will study
this more. Must not let the back-ground eclipse the principal figures

—the frame

overpower the picture.
" Another thing in my favour is, that my contemporaries steal too openly. Mr.

Smith has inserted in Brambletye House whole pages from Defoe's 'lire and

Plague of London.'
' Steal ! fob I a fico for the phrase—
Convey the wise it call 1'

When I convey an incident or so, I am at as much pains to avoid detection as if the

offence could be indicted at the Old Bailey. But leaving this, hard pressed as I am
by these imitators, who must put the thing out of fashion at last, 1 consider, like a

fox at his shifts, whether there be a way to dodge them—some new device to throw
them off, and have a mile or two of free ground while I have legs and wind left to

use it. There is one way to give novelty ; to depend for success on the interest of

a well-contrived story. But, woe's me ! that requires thought, consideration—the

writing out a regular plan or plot
—above all, the adhering to one—which I never

can do, for the ideas rise as I write, and bear such a disproportioned extent to that

which each occupied at the first concoction, that (cocksnowns I) I shall never be

able to take the trouble ; and yet to make the world stare, and gain a new march
ahead of them all ! Well, something we still will do.

'

Liberty's in every blow
;

Let us do or die !'

Poor Bob Burns ! to tack thy fine strains of sublime patriotism ! Better Tristram

Shandy's vein. Hand me my cap and bells there. So now, I am equipped. I

open my raree-show with

' Ma'am, will you walk in, and fal deral diddle ?

And, sir, will you stalk in, and fal do ral diddle?

And, miss, will you pop in, and fal de ral diddle ?

And, master, pray hop in, and fal de ral diddle ?'

Query.—How long is it since I heard that strain of dulcet mood, and where or how
came I to pick it up ] It is not mine,

'

though by your smiling you seem to say so.'

Here is a proper morning's work I But I am childish with seeinij them all well

and happy here ; and as I can neither whistle nor sing, I must let the giddy humour
run to waste on paper.

" Sallied forth in the morning ; bought a hat. Met Sir William Knighton,* from

* Sir William was private secretary to King George IV. Sir Walter made his acquaint-

ance in August 1822, and ever afterwards they corresponded with each other, sometimes

very confidentially.

46
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whosp discourse 1 jruess that Malachi has done me no prejudice in a certain quarter,

with more indications of the times, which I need not set down. Sallied again after

breakfast, and visited the Piccadilly ladies. Saw also the Duchess of
Buckingham,

and Lady Charlotte Bury, with a most beautiful little girl. Owen Rees breakfasted,

and agreed I should have what the Frenchman has offered for the advantage of

translating Napoleon, which, being 100 guineas, will help my expenses to town

and down again.

" Octobrr 10. T rose at my usual time, but could not write; so read Southey's

History of the l'» ninsular War. It is very good, indeed—honest English principle

in every line ; but there are many prejudices, and there is a tendency to augment a

work already too long by saying all that can be said of the history of ancient times

appertaining to every place mentioned. What care wc whether Saragossa be de-

rived from "^Ca^saria Augusta] Could he have proved it to be Numantium, here

would have been a concatenation accordingly.*
" Breakfasted at Sam Rogers's, with Sir Thomas Lawrence ; Luttrel, the great

London wit ; Richard Sharp, &c. One of them made merry with some part of

Rose's Ariosto ; proposed that the Italian should be printed on the other side, for

the sake of assisting the indolent reader to understand the English ; and complained

of his using more than once the phrase of a lady having
'

voidcd_
her saddle,' which

would certainly sound extraordinary at Apothecaries' Hall. Well, well, Rose car-

ries a dirk too. The morning was too dark for Westminster Abbey, which we had

lected.proje .

" I then went to Downing Street, and am put by Mr. Wilmot Horton mto the

hands of a confidential clerk, Mr. Smith, who promises access to every thing. Then

saw Croker, who gave me a bundle of documents. Sir George Cockbum promises his

despatches and journal. In short, I have ample prospect of materials. Dined with

Mrs. Coutts. Tragi-comic distress of my good friend on the marriage of her pre-

sumptive heir with a daughter of Lucien Buonaparte.

" October 20.—Commanded down to pass a day at Windsor. This is very kind

of his Majesty.—At breakfast, Crofton Croker, author of the Irish Fairy Tales—
little as a dwarf, keen-eyed as a hawk, and of easy, prepossessing manners. Some-

thing like Tom Moore. Here were also Terry, Allan Cunningham, Newton, and

others. Now I must go to work.—W^ent down to Windsor, or rather to the Lodge
in the Forest, which, though ridiculed by connoisseurs, seems to be no bad speci-

men of a royal retirement, and is delightfully situated. A kind of cottage, too

large perhaps for the style, but yet so managed, that in the walks you only see

parls of it at once, and these well composed and grouping with the immense trees.

His Majesty received me with the same mixture of kindness and courtesy which

has always distinguished his conduct towards me. There was no company besides

the royal retinue—Lady Conyngham—her daughter
—and two or three other ladies.

After we left table, there was excellent music by the royal band, who lay ambushed

in a green-house adjoining the apartment. The King made me sit beside him, and

talk a great deal—too much perhaps
—for he has the art of raising one's spirits, and

making you forget the retenue which is prudent every where, especially at court.

But he'converses himself with so much ease and elegance, that you lose thoughts

of the prince in admiring the well-bred and accomplished gentleman. He is in

many respects the model of a British monarch—has little inclination to try experi-

ments on government otherwise than through his Ministers—sincerely, I believe, de-

sires the good of his subjects
—is kind towards the distressed, and moves and speaks

every inch a king. I am sure such a man is fitter for us than one who would long

to head armies, or be perpetually intermeddling with la grunde pditique. A sort of

reserve, which creeps on him daily, and prevents his going to places of public

resort, is a disadvantage, and prevents his being so generally popular as is earnestly

to be desired. This, I think, was much increased by the behaviour of the rabble

in the brutal insanity of the Queen's trial, when John Bull, meaning the best in

the world, made such a beastly figure.

* It is amusing to compare this criticism with Sir Walter's own anxiety to identify his

daughter-in-law's place, Lochore, with the Urbs Orrea of the Roman writers. See ante,

page 387.
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" October 21.—Walked in the morninnr with !Sir William Knicrhion, an-l had much
confidential chat, not fit to be here set down, in case of accidfiits. He undertook
most kindly to recommend Charles, when he has taken liis dcirrfr', to lie attacht-d

to some of the diplomatic missions, which I tliink is host for the lad, aft»'r all.

After breakfast went to Windsor Castle, and examined the iniiirovements jjoinjj on
there under Mr. Wyattville, who appears to j)0ssess a crreat deal of taslc and fueling
for Gothic architecture. The old apartments, splendid enouffh in extent and pro-

portion, are paltry in finishinjr. Instead of bcintj lined with heart of oak, the

palace of the British King is hunjTwith paper, painted wainscot colour. Thcrf are

some fine paintings, and some droll ones : among the last are those of divers

princes of the House of Mecklenburg-Strelitz, of which Queen Charlotte was de-

scended. They are ill-coloured, ouran-outang-looking figures, with black eyes and

hook-noses, in old-fashioned unifurms. Returned to a hasty dinner in Pa'1-inall,

and then hurried away to see honest Dan Terry's Theatre, called the Adelphi, where
we saw the Pilot, from an American novel of that name. It is extremely popular,
the dramatist having seized on the whole story, and turned the odious and ridiculous

parts, assigned by the original author to the British, against the Yankees themselves.

There is a quiet effrontery in this, that is of a rare and peculiar character. The
Americans were so much displeased, that they attempted a row—which rendered

the piece doubly attractive to the seamen at Wapping, who came up and crowded

the house night after night, to support the honour of the British flacf. After all, one

must deprecate whatever keeps up ill-will betwixt America and the mother coun-

try ; and ICC in particular should avoid awakening painful recollections. Our high
situation enables us to contemn petty insults, and to make advances towards cor-

diality. I was, however, glad to see Dan's theatre as full seemingly as it could

hold. The heat was dreadful, and Anne so unwell that she was obliged to be car-

ried into Terry's house, a curious dwelling no larger than a scjuirrel's cage, which
he has contrived to squeeze out of the vacant space of the theatre, and which is

accessible by a most complicated combination of staircases and small passages.
There we had rare good porter and oysters after the play, and found Anne much
better.

" October 22.—This morning Mr. Wilmot Horton, Under Secretary of State, break-

fasted. He is full of some new plan of relieving the poor's-rates, by encouraging

emigration. But John Bull will think this savours of Botany-Bay. The atu-mpt
to look the poor's-rates in the face is certainly meritorious. Laboured in writing
and marking extracts to be copied, from breakfast to dinner—with the exception of

an hour spent in telling Johnnie the history of his name-sake, Gilpin. Tom Moore

and Sir Thomas Lawrence came in the evening, which made a pleasant soiree.

Smoked my French—Egad it is time to air some of my vocabulary. It is, I fmd,

cursedly musty.

" October 23.—Sam Rogers and Moore breakfasted here, and we were very merry
fellows. Moore seemed disposed to go to France with us. I foresee I shall be em-

barrassed with more communications than I can use or trust to, coloured as they
must be by the passions of those who make them. Thus I have a statement from

the Duchess d'Escars, to which the Buonapartists would, I dare say, give no credit.

If Talleyrand, for example, could be communicative, he must have ten thousand

reasons for perverting the truth, and yet a person receiving a direct communication

from him would be almost barred from disputing it.

'

Sing, tantarara, rogues all.'

" We dined at the Residentiary-house with good Dr. Hughes—Allan Cunning-

ham, Sir Thomas Lawrence and young Mr. Hughes. Thomas Pringle* is returned

* Mr. Pringle was a Roxburghshire farmer's son (lame in both legs) who, in youth,

attracted Sir Walter's notice by his poem called, "Scenes of Tuviotdale." He was for a

time Editor of Blackwood's Magazine, but the publisher and he had different piiitics,

quarrelled, and parted. Sir Walter then gave Pringle strong recommendations to the late

Lord Charles Somerset, governor of the Cape of Good Hope, in which colony he settled,

and for some years throve under the Governor's protection ;
but the newspaper alluded to

in the text ruined his prosjiects at the Cape—he returned to England—became Secretary
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from the Cape. He might have done well there, could he have scoured his brains
of politics, but he must needs publish a Whior journal at the Cape of Good Hope ! !

He is a worthy creature, but concc^ited withal—hiiic illsc lachrymx. He brought me
some antlers and a skin, in addition to others he had sent to Abbotsford four years
since.

" October 24.—Laboured in the morning. At breakfast, Dr. Holland, and Cohen,
whom they now call Palgrave, a mutation of names which confused my recollec-

tions. Itt'm. Moore. I worked at the Colonial Office pretty hard. Dined with
Mr. Wilmot Horton, and his beautiful wife, the original of the ' She walks in beauty,''
&c. of poor Byron.

—N. B. The conversation is seldom excellent among official

people. So many topics are what Otaheitians call taboo. We hunted down a pun
or two, which were turned out, like the stag at the Epping Hunt, for the pursuit of
all and sundry. Came home early, and was in bed by eleven.

" October 25.—Kind Mr. Wilson* and his wife at breakfast ; also Sir Thomas
Lawrence. Lockerf came in afterwards, and made a proposal to me to give up his

intended life of George III. in my favour on cause shown. I declined the proposal,
not being of opinion that my genius lies that way. and not relishing hunting in

couples. Afterwards went to the Colonial Office, and had Robert Hay's assistance
in my enquiries

—then to the French Ambassador's for my passports. Picked up
Sotheby, who endeavoured to saddle me for a review of his polyglotl Virgil. I fear

I shall scarce convince him that I know nothing of the Latin lingo. SirR. H.
Inglis, Richard Sharp, and other friends called. We dine at Miss Dumergue's, and

spend a part of our soiree at Lydia White's. To-morrow,

'For France, for France, for it is more than need.'

"
Calais, October 26.—Up at five, and in the packet by six. A fine passage—save

at the conclusion, while we lay on and off the harbour of Calais. But the tossing
made no impression on my companion or me ; we ate and drank like dragoons the

whole way, and were able to manage a good supper and best part of a bottle of

Chablis, at the classic Dessein's, who received us with much courtesy.

^^ October 27 .—Custom-house, &c. detained us till near ten o'clock, so we had
time to walk on the Boulevards, and to see the fortifications, which must be very
strong, all the countrj- round being flat and marshy. Lost, as all know, by the

bloody papist bitch (one must be vernacular when on French ground) Queen Mary,
of red-hot memory. I would rather she had burned a score more of bishops. If

she had kept it, her sister Bess would sooner have parted with her virginity.
Charles I. had no temptation to part with it—it might, indeed, have been shuffled

out of our hands during the Civil Wars, but Noll would have as soon let Monsieur
draw one of his grinders

—then Charles H. would hardly have dared to sell such an
old possession, as he did Dunkirk; and after that the French had little chance till

the Revolution. Even then, 1 think, we could have held a place that could be sup-

plied from our own element the sea. Cui bono? None, I think, but to plague the

rogues.
—We dined at Cormont, and being stopped by Mr. Canning having taken

up all the post-horses, could only reach Montreuil that night. I should have liked

to have seen some more of this place, which is fortified ; and as it stands on an ele-

vated and rocky site, must present some fine points. But as we came in late, and
left early, I can only bear witness to good treatment, good supper, good vin de Bar-

sac, and excellent beds. »

to an anti-slavery association— published a charming little volume entitled "African

Sketches,"—and died, I fear in very distressed circumstances, in December 1834. He
was a man of amiable feeling's and elegant genius. The reader may see a fuller account

of him in the Quarter!)' Review for December 1835.

* William Wilson, Esq. of Wandsworth Common, formerly of Wilsontown, in Lanark-
shire.

+ E. H. Locker, Esq. tiien Secretary, now one of the Commissioners, of Greenwich hos-

pital
—an old r.nd dear friend of Scott's.
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" October 28.—Breakfasted at Abbeville, and saw a very handsome Golliicclmrclj,
and reached Grandvilliers at night. The house is but second-rate, though lauded

by several En<rlish travellers for the moderation of its chartffs, as was rt-corded in

a book presented to us by the landlady. There is no great jiatriotimn in publishint*
that a traveller thinks tiie bills moderate—it serves usually as an intimation to mine
host or hostess that John Lull will bear a little more squeezing. 1 gave my att«38t-

ation, too, however, for the charges of the good lady resembled those elsewhere;
and her anxiety to please was extreme. Folks must be harder-hearted than I am to

resist the empressement, which may, indeed, be venal, yet has in its exprts-sion a
touch of cordiality,

'^
Paris, October 29.—Breakfasted at Beauvais, and saw its magnificent cathedral—unfinished it has been left, and unfinished it will remain, of course—the fashion

of cathedrals being passed away. But even what exists is inimitable, the choir

particularly, and the grand front. Beauvais is called the Pucelle, yet, so far as I

can see, she wears no stays
—I mean, has no fortifications. On we run, however.

Vogue la galere ; et voila nous a Paris, Hotel dc Windsor (Rue Rivoli), where we
are well lodged. France, so far as I can see, which is verj' little, has not undergone

many changes. The image of war has, indeed, passed away, and we no longer see

troops crossing the country in every direction, villages either ruined or hastily for-

tified—inhabitants sheltered in the woods and caves to escape the rapacity of the

soldiers—all this has passed away. The inns, too, much amended. There is no
occasion for that rascally practice of making a bargain—or ca//*iien-ing your land-

lady, before you unharness your horses, which formerly was matter of necessity.
The general taste of the English seems to regulate the travelling

—
naturally enough,

as the hotels, of which there are two or three in each town, chietly subsist by them.

We did not see one French equipage on the road ; the natives seem to travel entirely
in the diligence, and doubtless a ban marchi'; the road was thronged with Knglish.
But in her great features France is the same as ever. An oppressive air of solitude

seems to hover over these rich and extended plains, while we are sensible, that

whatever is the nature of the desolation, it cannot be sterility. The towns are small,

and have a poor appearance, and more frequently exhibit signs of decayed splendour
than of increasing prosperity. The chateau, the abode of the gentleman,

—and the

villa, the retreat of the thriving negociant,
—are rarely seen till you come to Beau-

mont. At this place, which well deserves its name of the fair mount, the prospect

improves greatly, and country-seats are seen in abundance ; also woods, sometimes

deep and extensive, at other times scattered in groves and single trees. Amidst these

the oak seldom or never is found; England, lady of the ocean, seems to claim it

exclusively as her own. Neither is there any quantity of firs. Poplars in abun-

dance give a formal air to the landscape. The forests chiefly consist of beeches,

with some birches, and the roads are bordered by elms cruelly cropped and pollarded

and switched. The demand for fire-wood occasions these mutilations. If I could

waft by a wish the thinnings of Abbotsford here, it would make a little fortune of

itself. But then to switch and mutilate my trees !—not for a thousand francs. Ay,
but sour grapes, quoth the fox.

" October 30.—Finding ourselves snugly settled in our Hotel, we determined to

remain here at fifteen francs per day. We are in the midst of what can be seen.

This morning wet and surly. Sallied, however, by the assistance of a hired coach,

and left card's for Count Pozzo di Borgo, Lord Granville, our ambassador, and M.

Gallois, author of the History of Venice. Found no one at home, not even the old

pirate Galignani, at whose den I ventured to call. Showed my companion the

Louvre (which was closed unluckily), the fronts of the palace, with its courts, and

all that splendid quarter which the fame of Paris rests upon in security. We can

never do the like in Britain. Royal magnificence can only be displayed by despotic

power. In England, were the most splendid street or public building to be erected,

the matter must'^be discussed in Parliament, or perhaps some sturdy cobbler holds

out, and refuses to part with his stall, and the whole plan is disconcerted. Long

may such impediments exist! But then we should conform to circumstances, and

assume in our public works a certain sober simplicity of character, which should

point out that they were dictated by utility rather than show. The afiectation of

an expensive style only places us at a disadvantageous contrast with other nations,

Vol. II. 3T 46*
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and our substitution of plastor for freestone resembles the mean ambition which dis-

plays IJristol stones in default of diamonds.
'• We went in the evenin<r to llie Comedie FranQaise; Rosamonde the piece. It

is the composition of a younfr man witii a promising name—Emile de Bonnechose;
the story tliat of Fair Rosamond. There were some good situations, and the actors

in the Frenc^i taste seemed to me admirable, particularly Mademoiselle Bonrgoin.
It would be absurd to criticise what I only half understood ;

but the piece was well

received, and produced a very strong effect. Two or three ladies were carried out

in hysterics; one next to our box was frightfully ill. A Monsieur n belles motustac/ies

—the husband, 1 trust, though it is likely they were en partiefine
—was extremely

and affectionately assiduous. She was well worthy of the trouble, being very pretty

indeed; the face beautiful, even amidst the involuntary convulsions. The afterpiece
was Frmmc Jui^e et Parlie, with which I was less amused than I had expected, be-

cause 1 found I understood the language less than I did ten or eleven years since.

Well, well, I am past the age of mending.
" Some of our friends in London had pretended that at Paris I might stand some

chance of being encountered by the same sort of tumultuary reception which I met

in Ireland ; but for this I see no ground. It is a point on which I am totally indif-

ferent. As a literary man I cannot affect to despise public a])plause ;
as a private

gentleman, I have always been embarrassed and displeased with popular clamours,
even when in my favour. I know very well the breath of which such shouts are

composed, and am sensible those who applaud me to-day would be as ready to toss

me to-morrow; and I would not have tliem think that I put such a value on their

favour as would make me for an instant fear their displeasure. Now all this dis-

clamation is sincere, and yet it sounds affected. It puts me in mind of an old

woman, who, when Carlisle was taken by the Highlanders in 1745, chose to be par-

ticularly apprehensive of personal violence, and shut herself up in a closet, in order

that she might escape ravishment. But no one came to disturb her solitude, and

she began to be sensible that poor Donald was looking out for victuals, or seeking
some small plunder, without bestowing a thought on the fair sex ; by and by she

popped her head out of her place of refuge with the pretty question,
' Good folks,

can you tell when the ravishing is going to begin ]' I am sure I shall neither hide

myself to avoid applause, which probably no one will think of conferring, nor have

the meanness to do any thing which can indicate any desire of ravishment. I have

seen, when the late Lord Erskine entered the Edinburgh theatre, papers distributed

in the boxes to mendicate a round of applause
—the natural reward of a poor player.

" October 31.—At breakfast visited by M. Gallois, an elderly Frenchman (always
the most agreeable class), full of information, courteous, and communicative. He
had seen nearly, and reinarked deeply, and S))oke frankly, though with due caution.

He went with us to the Museum, where I think the Hall of Sculpture continues to

be a fine thing
—that of Pictures but tolerable, when we reflect upon 1815. A num-

ber of great French daubs (comparatively), by David and Gerard, cover the walls

once occujiied by the Italian chtfs-d'autre. Fiat jusfilia, mat calum, We then

visited Notre Dame and the Palace of Justice. The latter is accounted the oldest

building in Paris, being the work of St. Louis. It is, however, in the interior,

adapted to the tSste of Louis XIV. We drove over the Pont Neuf, and visited the

fine quays, which was all we could make out to-day, as I was afraid to fatigue
Anne. When we returned home, I found Count Pozzo di Borgo waiting for me, a

personable man, inclined to be rather corpulent
— handsome features, with all the

Corsican fire in his eyes. He was quite kind and communicative. Lord Granville

had also called, and sent his Secretary to invite us to dinner to-morrow. In the

evening at the Odeon, where w-e saw Ivanhoe. It was superbly got up, the Norruan
soldiers wearing pointed helmets and what resembled much hauberks of mail, which
looked very well. The number of the attendants, and the skill with which they
were moved and grouped on the stage, were well worthy of notice. It was an

opera, and, of course, the story sadly mangled, and the dialogue, in great part, non-

sense. Yet it was strange to hear any thing like the words which I (then in an

agony of pain with spasms in my stomach) dictated to William Laidlaw at Abbots-

ford now recited in*a foreign tongue, and for the amusement of a strange people. I

little thought to have survived the completion of this novel.
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"November 1.— I suppose the ravishing is poing to bocrin, for wo have had the
Dames des Halles, with a bouquet like a maypole, and a speech full of honey and
oil, which cost me ten francs; also a small worshipper, who would not loa%-o his

name, but came seulement pour avoir le plaisir, la filiate, &c. &;c. All thi.s jarijon
I answer with corresponding hlarney of my own, for have I not licked ihf hlack
stone of tliat ancient castle ? As to French, 1 speak it as it comes, and like Docg
in Absalom and Achitophel

—
dash on through thick and tliiii,

Tiirough sense and nonsense, never out nor in.'

We went this morning with M. Gallois to the Church of St. Genevieve, and thence

to the College Henri IV., where 1 saw once more my old friend Chevalier. He was

unwell, swathed in a turban of nightcaps and a multiplicity of rolnn dc rhamlirr ;

but he had all the heart and vivacity of former times. I was truly glad to see the

kind old man. We were unlucky in our day for sights, this being a iiigh festival

—All Souls' Day. W"e were not allowed to scale the steeple of St. CJenevieve,

neither could we see the animals at the Jardin des Plantes, who, though they have

no souls, it is supposed, and no interest, of course, in the devotions of the day,
observe it in strict retreat, like the nuns of Kilkenny. I met, however, one lioness

walking at large in the Jardin, and was introduced. This was Madame de Souza,
the authoress of some well-known French romances of a very classical character, I

am told, for I have never read them. She must have been beautiful, and is still

well-looked. She is the mother of the handsome Count dc Flahault, and had a very

well-looking daughter with her, besides a son or two. She was very agreeable.
We are to meet again. The day becoming decidedly rainy, we returned along the

Boulevards by the Bridge of Austerlitz, hut the weather spoiled the fine show.
" We dined at the Ambassador, Lord (iranville's. He inhabits the same splendid

house which Lord Castlereagh had in 1815, namely, Numero 30, Rue de Faux-

bourg St. Honore. It once belonged to Pauline Borghese, and, if its walls could

speak, they might tell us mighty curious stories. Without their having any tongue,

they speak to my feelings
' with most miraculous organ.' In these hails I had often

seen and conversed familiarly with many of the great and powerful, who won the

world by their swords, and divided it by their counsel. There I saw very much of

poor Lord Castlereagh
— a man of sense, presence of mind, and fortitude, which

carried him through many an affair of critical moment, when finer talents would

have stuck in the mire. He had been, I think, indifferently educated, and his mode

of speaking being far from logical or correct, he was sometimes in danger of

becoming almost ridiculous, in despite of his lofty presence, which had all the

grace of the Seymours, and his determined courage. But then he was always up
to the occasion, and upon important matter was an orator to convince, if not to

delight his hearers. He is gone, and my friend ******** also, whose kindness

this town so strongly recalls. It is remarkable they were the only persons of sense

and credibility who both attested supernatural appearances on their own evidence,

and both died in the same melancholy manner. I shall always tremble when any
friend of mine becomes visionary. I have seen in these rooms the Emperor Alex-

ander, Platoff, Schwartzenberg, old Blucher, Fouche, and many a marshal whose

truncheon had guided armies—all now at peace, without subjects, without dominion,

and where their past life, perhaps, seems but the recollection of a feverish dream.

What a group would this band have made in the gloomy regions described in the

Odyssey! But to lesser things. We were most kindly received by Lord and

Lady Granville, and met many friends, some of them having been guests at Ahhots-

ford ; among these were Lords Ashley and IMorpeth—there were also Charles Ellis

(Lord Seaford now), cum plurimis aliis. Anne saw for the first time an entertain-

ment a la mode de France, where the gentlemen left the parlour with the ladies. In

diplomatic houses it is a good way of preventing political discussion, which John

Bull is always apt to introduce with the second' bottle. We left early, and camo

home at ten, much pleased with Lord and Lady Granville's kindness, though it wa3

to be expected, as our recommendation came from Windsor.

" November 2.—Another gloomy day—a pize upon it !—and we have settled to go

to St. Cloud, and dine, if possible, with the Drummonds at Auteuil. Besides, 1
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expect poor Spencer* to breakfast. There is anotlier thought which depresses me.
Well—but let us jot down a little politics, as my book has a pretty firm lock. The
Wiiiirs may say what they please, but I think tlie Bourbons will stand. M. * *

*,
no great Royalist, says that the Duke of Orleans lives on the best terms with the

reigning family, which is wise on his part, for the golden fruit may ripen and full

of itself, but it would be dangerous to

• Lend the crowd his arm to shake the tree.' t

The army, which was Buonaparte's strength, is now very much changed by the

gradual influence of time, which has removed many, and made invalids of many
more. The artisans are neutral, and if the King will govern according to the

Charte, and, what is still more, according to the habits of tlie people, he will sit

firm enough, and the constitution will gradually attain more and more reverence as

age gives it authority, and distinguishes it from those temporary and ephemeral
governments, which seemed only set up to be pulled down. The most dangerous
point in the present state of France is that of religion. It is, no doubt, excellent

in the Bourbons to desire to make F'ranee a religious country ; but the)' begin, I

think, at the wrong end. To press the observancy and ritual of religion on those

who are not influenced by its doctrines, is planting the growing tree with its head
downwards. Rites are sanctified by belief; but belief can never arise out of an
enforced observance of ceremonies; it onlj' makes men detest what is imposed on
them by compulsion. Then these Jesuits, who constitute, emplraticnlly, an inipc'
rium in {niperio, labouring first for the benefit of their own order, and next for that

of the Roman See—what is it but the introduction into France of a foreign influence,
whose interest may often run counter to the general welfare of the kingdom 1

"We have enough of ravishment. M. Meurice writes me that he is ready to

hang himself that we did not find accommodation at his hotel ; and Madame Mirbel
came almost on her knees to have permission to take my portrait. I was cruel ;

but, seeing her weeping ripe, consented she should come to-morrow and work w bile

I wrote. A Russian Princess Galitzin, too, demands to see me, in the heroic vein;
" Elk voiiloti traverser les mers pour aller voir S. W. S.,":j: &c.—and offers me a ren-

dezvous at my hotel. This is precious tom-foolery ; however, it is better than being
neglected like a fallen sk3'-rocket, which seemed like to be my fate last year.
"We went to St. Cloud with my old friend Mr. Drummond, now living at a

pretty maison de campagne at Auteuil. St. Cloud, besides its unequalled views, is

rich in remembrances. I did not fail to visit the Orangerie, out of which Bony ex-

pelled the Council of Five Hundred. I thought I saw the scoundrels jumping the

windows, with the bayonet at their rumps. What a pity the house was not two
stories high ! I asked the Swiss some questions on the locale, which he answered
with becoming caution, saying, however, that ' he was not present at the time.'

There are also new remembrances. A separate garden, laid out as a play-ground
for the royal children, is called Trocadero, from the siege of Cadiz. But the Bour-
bons should not take military ground—it is firing a pop-gun in answer to a battery
of cannon. All within tiie house is deranged. Every trace of Nap. or his reign

totally done away, as if traced in sand over which the tide has passed. Moreau

* The late Honourable William Robert Spencer, the best writer of vrrs de societe in our

time, and one of the most cliarminfr of companions, was exactly !^ir Walter's contempo-
rary, and like him first attracted notice by a version of Burger's Lenore. Like him, too,

this remarkable man fell into pecuniar}- distress in the disastrous year 1825, and he was
now an involuntary resident in Paris, wiicre he died in October, 1834, aim. cEtal 65.

t Dry den's Absalom and Achitophcl
—Character of Shaftesbury.

t S. W. S. stands very often in this Diary for Sir Walter Scott. This is done in sportive
allusion to the following trait of Tom Purdie :

—The morning after the news of Scott's

baronetcy reached Abbotsford, Tom was not to be found in any of his usual haunts : he
remained absent the whole day

— and when he returned at night the mystery was thus ex-

plained. He and the head shepherd (wlio, by the by, was also butcher in ordinary), Robert

Hogg (a brother of tlic Bard of Ettrick), had been spending the day on the bill busily em-

ployed in prefixing a large S. for Sir to the W. S. which jjrcviously appeared on the backs

of the slieep. It was afterwards found that lionest Tom had taken it upon bim to order a

mason to carve a similar honourable augmentation on tlic stones wbicb marked the line

of division between liis master's moor and that of the Laird of Kippilaw.
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and PichegTu's portraits hang in the royal antechamber. Tlu' former has a mean
}ihysio;rnomy ; the latter has been a strong and stern-lookin<r muii. I loi.ki'd at him
and thought of liis death-struggles. In the guard-room were thr beroi's of La Ven-
dee, Ciiarette with his white bonnet, the two La Roche Jac(j[ueline3, rEscurcs, ia
an attitude of prayer, Stofflet, the gamekeeper, with others.

^^ Noveinher 3.—Sat to IMad. ^lirbel—Spencer at breakfast. Went out and had n

long interview with INIarshal Macdonald, the purport of which I have put down
elsewhere. Visited Princess Galitzin, and also Cooper, the American novelist.
This man, who has shown so much genius, has a good deal of the manners, or want
of aiaiHiers, peculiar to his countrymen. He proposed to me a mode of publishintr
in America, by entering the book as the property of a citizen. I will think of this!

Every little helps, as the tod says, when, &c. At night, at the Theatre do Madame,
where we saw two petit pieces, Lc Marriage de Bai.vm, and Lc plus beau jour dc
Ma Vie— both excellently played. Afterwards at Lady (Jranville's route, which
was as splendid as any I ever saw—and I have seen bcauantp dans ce genre. A
great number of ladies of the first rank were present, and if honeyed w-ords from

pretty lips could surfeit, I had enough of them. One can swallow a great deal of

whipped cream, to be sure, and it does not hurt an old stomach.

" November 4.—After ten I went with Anne to the Tuileries, where we saw the

royal family pass through the Glass Gallery as they went to chapel. We were

very much looked at in our turn, and the King, on passing out, did me the honour
to say a few civil words, which produced a great sensation. Mad. la Dauphine
and Mad. de Berri curtseyed, smiled, and looked extremely gracious ; and smiles,

bow^s, and curtsies rained on us like odours, from all the courtiers and ladies of the

train. We were conducted by an officer of the Royal Gardes du Corps to a con-

venient place in the chapel, where we had the pleasure of hearing the mass performed
with excellent music.

" I had a perfect view of the royal family. Tlie King is the same in age as I

knew him in youth at Hol}Tood-house,—debonair and courteous in the highest de-

gree. Mad. Dauphine resembles very much the prints of Marie Antoinette, in the

profile especially. She is not, however, beautiful, her features being too strong,
but they announce a great deal of character, and the princess whom Buonaparte
used to call the man of the family. She seemed very attentive to her devotions.

The Duchess of Berri seemed less immersed in the ceremony, and yawned once or

twice. She is a lively-looking blonde—looks as if she were good-humoured and

happy, by no means pretty, and has a cast with her eyes; splendidly adorned with

diamonds, however. After this gave Mad. Mirbel a sitting, where I encountered a

general officer, her uncle, who was chef de 1' etat major to Buonaparte. He was

very communicative, and seemed an interesting person, by no means over much

prepossessed in favour of his late master, whom he judged impartially, though
with affection. We came home, and dined in quiet, havinsT refused all tempta-
tions to go out in the evening; this on Anne's account as well as my own. It is

not quite gospel, though Solomon says it—The eye c«?i be tired with seeing, what-

ever he may allege in the contrary. And then there are so many compliments. I

wish for a little of the old Scotch causticity. I am something like the bee that

sips treacle.

" November 5.—I believe I must give up my journal till I leave Paris. The French

are literally outrageous in their civilities—bounce in at all hours, and drivo one

half mad with compliments. I am ungracious not to be so entirely thankful as I

ought to this kind and merry people. We breakfasted with Mad. Mirbel, where

were the Dukes of Fitz-James and Duras, &c. &c., goodly company ; but all's one

for that. I made rather an impatient sitter, wishing to talk much more than was

agreeable to Madame. Afterwards we went to the Champs Elysees, where a bal-

loon was let off, and all sorts of frolics performed for the benefit of the boiis gem de

Paris—besides stuffing them with victuals. I wonder how such a civic festival

would go off in London or Edinburgh, or especially in Dublin. To be sure, they
would not introduce their shillelahs ! I3ut in the classic taste of the French, there

were no such gladiatorial doings. To be sure, they have a natural good-humour
and gaiety which inclines them to be pleased with themselves and every thing
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aliovit thom. We dined at tlie Aniliassador's, where was a large party, Lord Mor-

polli. tlie Duke of Devonsliire, and others—all very kind. Pozzo di Borfro there,
and disposed to be communicative. A large soiree. Home at eleven. These hours

are early, however.

" November G.—Cooper came to breakfast, but we were ohscdes pnrfouf. Such a

number of Fronchnicn bounced in successively and exploded (I mean discharged)
their compliments, that I could hardly find an opportunity to speak a word, or enter-

tain I\Ir. Cooper at all. After this we sat again for our portraits. Mad. Mirbel

took care not to have any one to divert my attention, but I contrived to amuse my-
self with some masons finishing a fa(^ade opposite to me, wlm ])laced their stones,
not like Inigo Jones, but in tlie most lubberly way in the world, witli tlic liclp of a

large wheel, and the application of strength of hand. John Smitii of Daniick, and

two of his men would have done more with a block and puUy than a whole score

of them. The French seem far behind in machinery. We are almost eaten up
with kindness, but that will have its end. I have had to parry several presents of

busts, and so forth. The funny thing w-as the airs of my little friend. We had a

most affectionate parting
—wet, wet cheeks on the lady's side. Pebble-hearted,

and shed as few tears as Crab of doggish memory.*
" Went to Galignani's, where "the brothers, after some palaver, offered £105 for

the sheets of Napoleon, to be reprinted at Paris in Enwlisb. I told them I would
think of it. I suppose Treuttell and Wiirtz had np])re!iended something of this

kind, for they write me that they had made a bargain with my publisher (Cadell,
I suppose) for the publishing of my book in all sorts of ways. I must look

into this.
" Dined with Marshal Macdonaldf and a splendid party ; amongst others. Mar-

shal Marmont—middle size, stout made, dark complexion, and looks sensible. The
French hate him much for his conduct in 1814, but it is only making him the scape-

goat. Also I saw Mons. de Mole, but especially the Marquis de Lauriston, who
received me most kindly. He is personally like my cousin Colonel Russell. I

learned that his brother, Louis Law,:^ my old friend, was alive, and the father of

a large family. I was most kindly treated, and had my vanity much flattered

by the men who had acted such important parts talking to me in the most frank

manner.
" In the evening to Princess Galitzin, where were a w-hole covey of Princesses

of Russia arrayed in tartan, with music and singing to boot. The j)erson in whom
I was most interested was Mad. de lioufllers, upwards of eighty, very polite, very

pleasant, and with all the acquirements of a French court lady of the time of Mad.

Sevigne, or of the corres])ondent rather of Horace Walpole. Cooper was there, so

the Scotch and American lions took the field together. Home, and settled our

affiiirs to depart.

" November 7.—Oflf at seven—breakfasted at Beauvais, and pushed on to Amiens.
This being a forced march, we had bad lodgings, wet wood, uncomfortable supper,

damp beds, and an extravagant charge. I was never colder in my life than when I

waked with the sheets clinging around me like a shroud.
" November 8.—We starfed at six in the morning, having no need to be called

twice, so heartily was I weary of my comfortless couch. Breakfasted at Abbeville
—then pustied on to Boulogne, expecting to find the packet ready to start next morn-

ing, and so to have had the advantage of the easterly tide. But, lo ye ! the packet

* See the Two Grnlhman of Verona, Act H. Scene 3.

fTlic Marshal had visited Scotland in 18:2.5—and the Diarist then saw a good deal of

him under the roof of his kinsman, Mr. Macdonald Buchanan.

i Lauriston, the ancient scat of the Laws, so famous in French iiistory, is very near

Edinburj^h, and the estate was in their possession at the time of tlic Revolution. Two or

three cadets of the family were of the first cniigfration, and one of them (M. Louis Law)
was a frequent guest of tiic poet's father, and afterwards corresponded during many years
with himself. I am not sure whether it was M. Louis Law whose French designation so

nmch amused the people of Edinburgh. One brother of the Marquis do Lauriston, how-

ever, was styled Le Chevalier de Mutton-hole—tiiis being the name of a village on the

Scotch property.
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was not to sail till next day. So, after shrugfrinrr our slioiildcr.s hclnij the «ol:ioe
a la mode de France—and recruiting ourselves with a pullrt ami a Ix.tilc of Chablia
d la mode d'' An'^leierre, we set off for Calais after supper, ami ii \v;is l)ctwixt throe
and four in the morning before we got to Dessein's, when the house was full or

reported to be so. We could only get two wretched l)riek-paved pnrrcta, an cold
and moist as those of Amiens, instead of the comforts which we were reccivfd with
at our arrival.* But I was better prepared. Stripped off the shecla, and lay down
in my dressing-gown, and so roughed it out—iant bien que mal.

" November 9.—At four in the morning we were called—at six we got on board
the packet, where I found a sensible and conversible man, a very pleasant circum-
stance. At Dover Mr. Ward came with the lieutenant-governor of the castle, and
wished us to visit that ancient fortress. I regretted much that our time was sliort,

and the weather did not admit of our seeing views, so we could only thank the gen-
tlemen in declining their civility. The castle, partly ruinous, seems to have been

very fine. The Cliff, to wliich Shakspeare gave his immortal name, is, as the world

knows, a great deal lower than his description implies. Our Dover friends, justly

jealous of the reputation of their Cliff, impute this diminution of its consequence
to its having fallen in repeatedly since the poet's time. I think it more likely that

the imagination of Shakspeare, writing perhaps at a period long after he may have
seen the rock, had described it such as he conceived it to have been. Besides,

Shakspeare was born in a flat country, and Dover Cliff is at least lofty enough to

have suggested the exaggerated features to his fancy. At all events, it has main-
tained its reputation better than the Tarpeian Rock—no man could leap from it and
live. Left Dover after a hot luncheon about four o'clock, and reached London at

half-past three in the morning. So, adieu to la belle France, and welcome merry
England.

"
Pall-Mall, November 10.—Ere I leave la belle France, however, it is fit I should

express my gratitude for the unwontedly kind reception which I met with at all

hands. It would be an unworthy piece of affectation did I not allow that I have been

pleased
—

highly pleased—to find a species of literature intended only for my own
country, has met such an extensive and favourable reception in a foreign land, where
there was so much a priori to oppose its progress. For my work I think I have
done a good deal ; but, above all, I have been confirmed strongly in the impressions
I had previously formed of the character of Nap., and may attempt to draw him
with a firmer hand.

" The succession of new people and unusual incidents has had a favourable effect

on my mind, which was becoming rutted like an ill-kept hi<rh-way. My thoughts
have for some time flowed in another and pleasanter channel than through the melan-

choly course into which my solitary and deprived state had long driven them, and

which gave often pain to be endured without complaint, and without sympathy.
' For this relief,' as Marcellus says in Hamlet, 'much thanks.'

"
To-day I visited the public offices, and prosecuted my researches. Left en-

quiries for the Duke of York, who has recovered from a most desperate state. His

legs had been threatened with mortification ; but he was saved by a critical dis-

charge ;
—also visited the Duke of Wellington, Lord Melville, and others, besides

the ladies in Piccadilly. Dined and spent the evening quietly in Pall-Mall.

" Nipjember 11.—Croker came to breakfast, and we were soon after joined by
Theodore Hook, alias (on dif) John Bull—he has got as fat as the actual monarch

of the herd. Lockhart sat still with us, and we had, as Gil Bias says, a delicious

morning, spent in abusing our neighbours, at which my three neighbours are no

novices any more than I am myself, though (like Puss in Boots, who only caught
mice for his amusement), I am only a chamber counsel in matters of scandal. The
fact is, I have refrained, as much as human frailty will permit, from all satirical

composition. Here is an ample subject for a little black-balling in the case of Jo-

seph Hume, the great accountant, who has managed the Greek loan so egregiously.
I do not lack personal provocation (see 13th March last), yet I won't attack him—
at present at least—but qu'il se garde de mois .•

* A room in Dessein's hotel is now inscribed " Chambre de Walter Scott"—another haa

long been marked " Chambre de Sterne."
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' I'm not a king, nor nae sic tiling,

My word it may not stand ;

But JoRcpii may a buffet bide.

Come he beneath my brand.'

" At dinner we had a little blow-out on Sophia's part. Lord Dudley, Mr. Hay,
Under v'secretary of State, Sir Thomas Lawrence, &c. Misiresa, as she now calls

herself, Joanna Baillie, and her sister, came in the evening. The whole went off

pleasantly.

" Xorember 1'3.—Went to sit to Sir T. L. to finish the picture for his Majesty,
which every one says is a very fine one. I think so myself; and wonder how Sir

Thomas has made so much out of an old weather-beaten block. But I believe the

hard features of old Dons like myself are more within the compass of the artist's

skill than the lovely face and delicate complexion of females. Came home after a

heavy shower. I had a long conversation about * * with * * * *—all that was

whispered is true—a sign how much better our domestics are acquainted with the

private affairs of our neighbours than we are. A dreadful tale of incest and seduc-

tion, and nearly of blood also—horrible beyond expression in its complications
and events—' And yet the end is not;'—and this man was amiable, and seemed the

soul of honour—laughed, too, and was the soul of society. It is a mercy our own

thoughts are concealed from each other. ! if, at our social table, we could see

what passes in each bosom around, we would seek dens and caverns to shun human

society ! To see the projector trembling for his falling speculations ; the voluptuary

rueing the event of his debauchery ; the miser wearing out his soul for the loss of a

guinea
—all—all bent upon vain hopes and vainer regrets

—we should not need to

go to the hall of the Caliph Vathek to see men's hearts broiling under tiieir black

veils. Lord keep us from all temptation, for we cannot be our own shepherd !

" We dined to-day at Lady Stafford's at West-hill. Lord S. looks very poorly,
but better than I expected. No company, except Sam Rogers and Mr. Thomas
Grenville, a very amiable and accomplished man whom I knew better about twenty

years since. Age has touched him, as it has doubtless affected me. The great

lady received us with the most cordial kindness, and expressed herself, I am sure

sincerely, desirous to be of service to Sophia.

" Xorember 13. — I consider Charles's business as settled by a private intimation

which I had to that effect from Sir W. K., so I need negotiate no farther, but wait

the event. Breakfasted at home, and somebody with us, but the whirl of visits so

great that I have already forgot the party. Lockhart and I dined at an official per-

son's, where there was a little too much of that sort of flippant wit, or rather smart-

ness, which becomes the parochial Joe Miller of boards and offices. You must not

be grave, because it might lead to improper discussions, and to laugh without a joke
is a hard task. Your professed wags are treasures to this species of compan}'. Gil

Bias was right in eschewing the literarj' societj' of his friend Fabricio ; but never-

theless one or two of the mess could greatly have improved the conversation of his

Commis. Went to poor Lydia White's, and found her extended on a couch, fright-

fully swelled, unable to stir, rouged, jesting, and dying. She has a good heart, and

is really a clever creature, but unhappily, or rather happily, she has set up the whole
staff of her rest in keeping literary society about her. The world has not neglected
her. It is not always so bad as it is called. She can always make up her circle,

and generally has some people of real talent and distinction. She is wealthy, to

be sure, and gives petit dinners, but not in a style to carry the point d force d^argenf.
In her case the world is good-natured, and, perhaps it is more frequently so than is

generally supposed.

^^ November 14.—We breakfasted at honest Allan Cunningham's—honest Allan—
a leal and true Scotsman of the old cast. A man of genius, besides, who only

requires the tact of knowing when and where to stop, to attain the universal praise
which ought to follow it. I look upon the alteration of ' Its hame and its hame,'
and 'A wet sheet and a flowing sea,' as among the best songs going. His prose
has often admirable^ passages, but he is obscure, and overlays his meaning, which
will not do nowadays, )j\-hen he who runs must read.

" Dined at Croker's, at Kensington, with his family, the Speaker, and the face-

tious Theodore Hook.
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" We came away rather early, that Anne and I miirht visit Mrs. Arbnthnot to
meet the Duke of VVellin^ton. In all my life I never saw liini liittcr. lie han a
dozen of campaigns in his body— and toiiirh ones. Anne was dcliirhti-d with the
frank manners of this unequalled pride of British war, and irw he n-crived with
all his usual kindness. He talked away about Buonaparte, itussia, and France,

'' JVovcinber 15.— I went to the Colonial OflTire, where I laboured hard. Dined
with the Duke of Wellington. Anne could not look enough at the mitumrur du
vainqueur de la terre. The party were Mr. and Mrs. Peel and Mr. and Mrs. Arhmh-
not, Vesey Fitzgerald, Banks, and Croket, with Lady Bathurst and Lady ^>

One gentleman took much of the conversation, and g-ave us, with unii.

emphasis, and at superfluous length, his opinion of a late gam!)ling transaction.

This spoiled the evening. I am sorry for the occurrence though, for Lord • • •
is

fetlock deep in it, and it looks like a vile bog. This misfortune, with the foolish

incident at * *
*, will not be suffered to fall to the ground, but will be used as a

counterpoise to the CIrcek loan. Peel asked me, in private, my 0|)iiiioii of three can-

didates for the Scotch gown, and I gave it him candidly. We shall see if it has

•weight.
I begin to tire of my gaieties; and the late hours and constant feasting

disagree with me. I wish for a sheep's-liead and whiskey-toddy against all the

French cookery and champagne in tlic world. Well, I suppose I might have been
a Judge of Session by this time—attained, in short, the grand goal proposed to the

ambition of a Scottish lawyer. It is better, however, as it is, while, at least, I can
maintain my literary reputation.

^^ November IG.—Breakfasted with Rogers, with my daughters and Loekhart. R.

Avas exceedingly sntertaining, in his dry, quiet, sarcastic manner. At eleven to the

Duke of Wellington, who gave me a bundle of remarks on Buonaparte's Russian

campaign, written in his carriage during his late mission to St. Petersburgh. It is

furiously scrawled, and the Russian names hard to distinguish, hut it xhall do me

yeoman's service. Thence I passed to the Colonial Othce, where I concluded my
extracts. Loekhart and I dined with Croker at the Admiralty au i^rand couvert.

No less than five Cabinet Ministers were present
—

Canning, Huskisson, Melville,

Peel, and Wellington, with sub-secretaries by the bushel. The cheer was excel-

lent, but the presence of too many men of distinguished rank and power always
freezes the conversation. Each lamp shines brightest when placed by itself; when
too close, they neutralize each other.*

^^ November 17.—Sir John ]SIalcolm at breakfast. Saw the Duke of York. The

change on H. R. H. is most wonderful. From a big, burly, stout man, with a thick

and sometimes an inarticulate mode of speaking, he has sunk into a thin-taced,

slender-looking old man, who seems diminished in his very size. I could hardly

believe I saw the same person, though I was received with his usual kindness. He

speaks much more distinctly than formerly; his complexion is clearer; in short,

H. R. H. seems, on the whole, more healthy after this crisis than when in the stall-

fed state, for such it seemed to be, in which I remember him. God grant it ; his

life is of infinite value to the King and countr}'
—it is a breakwater behind the throne.

"November IS.—Was introduced by Rogers to Mad. D'Arblay, the celebrated

authoress of Evelina and Cecilia,— an elderly lady, with no remains of personal

beauty, but with a siiTiple and gentle manner, a pleasing expression of countenance,

and apparently quick feelings. She told me she had wisheil to see two persons
—

myself, of course, being one, the other George Canning. This v/as really a com-

pliment to be pleased vsnth-a nice little handsome pat of butter made up by a neat-

handed Phillis of adairj'-maid, instead of the grease, fit only for cart-wheels, which

one is dosed with by the pound.
" Mad. D'Arblay told us that the common story of Dr. Burney, her Cither, havmg

brought home her own first work, and recommended it to her perusal, was rrroncus.

Her father was in the secret of Evelina being printed. But the following nrr

stances may have given rise to the story :—Dr. Burney was at Strcathnm s.-oii .:

* In returnintr from this dinner Sir Walter said,
" I have seen some of these gnat men

at the same table for the last time"
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the publication, where he found Mrs. Tliralo recoverinij from her confinement, low
at the moment, and out of spirits. Whili' tliry were talking together, Johnson, who
eat beside in a kind of reverie, suddi-nly broke out— 'You should read this new
work, madam— you should read Evelina; every one says it is excellent, and they
are right.' The delighted father obtained a commission from Mrs. Thrale to pur-
chase his daughter's work, and retired the happiest of men. Mad. D'Arblay said

she was wild with joy at this decisive evidence of her literary success, and that

she could only give vent to her rapture by dancing and skipping round a mulberry-
tree in the garden. She was very young at this time. I trust 1 shall see this lady

again.
" Dined at Mr. Peel's with Lord Liverpool, Duke of Wellington, Croker, &c.

The conversation very good. Peel taking the lead in his own house, which he will

not do elsewhere. * * * Should have been at the play, but sat too long at Peel's.

So ends my campaign amongst these magnificocs and potent seigniors, with whom
I have found, as usual, the warmest acceptation.

" November 20.—I ended this morning my sittings to Lawrence, and am heartily

sorry there should be another picture of me except that which he has finished. The
person is remarkably like, and conveys the idea of the stout blunt carle that cares

for few things and fears nothing. He has represented the author as in tiie act of

composition, yet has elfectually discharged all affectation from the manner and atti-

tude. He dined with us at Peel's yesterday, where, by the way, we saw the cele-

brated Chapeau de Paille, which is not a Chapeau de Paille at all. I also saw this

morning the Duke of Wellington and the Duke of York ; the former so communi-
cative, that I regretted extremely the length of time.* but have agreed on a cor-

respondence with him. Trop d'honneur pour mot. The Duke of York seems still

mending, and spoke of state affairs as a high Tory. Were his health good, his

spirit is as strong as ever. H. R. H. has a devout horror of the Liberals. Having
the Duke of Wellington, the Chancellor, and (perhaps) a still greater person on his

side, he might make a great fight when they split, as split they will. But Canning,
Huskisson, and a mitigated party of Liberaux will probably beat them. Canning's
•wit and eloquence are almost invincible. But then the Church, justly alarmed for

their property, which is plainly struck at, and the bulk of the landed interest, will

scarce brook even a mild infusion of Whiggery into the Administration. Well, time

will show.
"We visited our friends Peel, Lord Gwydir, Mr. Arbuthnot, &c. and left our

tickets of adieu. In no instance, during my former visits to London, did I ever

meet with such general attention and respect on all sides.
"
Lady Louisa Stuart dined—also Wright and Mr. and Mrs. Christie. Dr. and

Mrs. Hughes came in the evening; so ended pleasantly our last night in London.

"
Oxford, November 20.—Left London after a comfortable breakfast, and an adieu

to the Lockhart family. If I had had but comfortable hopes of their poor, pale,

prostrate child, so clever and so interesting, I should have parted easily on this

occasion, but these misgivings overcloud the prospect. We reached Oxford by six

o'clock, and found Charles and his friend young Surtees waiting for us, with a good
fire in the chimney, and a good dinner r<'ady to be placed on the table. We had

struggled through a cold, sulky, drizzly day, which deprived of all charms even

the beautiful country near Henley. So we came from cold and darkness into light,
and warmth, and society. N. B.—We had neither daylight nor moonlight to see

the view of Oxford from the Maudlin bridge, which I used to think one of the most
beautiful in the world.

"The expense of travelling has mounted high. I am too old to rough it, and
scrub it, nor could I have saved fifty pounds by doing so. I have gained, however,
in health and spirits, in a new stock of ideas, new combinations, and new views.

My self-consequence is raised, I hope not unduly, by the many flattering circum-

stances attending my reception in the two capitals, and I feel confident in propor-
tion. In Scotland I shall find time for labour and for econom,y.

Sir Walter no douht means that he regretted not having seen the Duke at an earlier

period of his historical labours.
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"
Oiellenham, Novembtr^X.—Breakfasted with Charles in his cliambers at Bra-

zennose, where he had every thinj very neat. How plciisunt it is fur a father to nit

at his child's board ! It is like the atred man reclinin-,' under tlu; shadow of lh« oak
which he has planted. My poor plant has some storms to undergro, but were this

expedition conducive to no more than his entrance into life under suitable auspices,
I should consider the toil and the expense well bestowed. We then snliicd out to

see the lions. Remembering the ecstatic feelinijs with which I visited Oxtoril more
than twenty-five years since, I was surprised at tlie com|)aralivo iiidiirt-rcnce with
which I revisited the same scenes. Reginald Heber, then composing his Prize

Poem, and imping his wings for a long flight of honourable distinction, is now dead
in a foreign land—Hodgson* and other able men all entombed. The towers and
halls remain, but the voices which fill ttiem are of modern days. Besides, the eye
becomes saturated with sights, as the full soul loathes the honeycomb. I admired

indeed, but my admiration was void of the enthusiasm which I formerly felt. I

remember particularly having felt, while in the Bod!(>ian, like tlie Persian magician
who visited the enchanted library in the bowels of the mountain, and willingly suf-

fered himself to be enclosed in its recesses, while less eager sages retired in alarm.

Now I had some base thoughts concerning luncheon, which was most munificently

supplied by Surtees, at his rooms in University College, with the aid of the best

ale I ever drank in my life, the real wine of Ceres, and worth that of Bacchus.

Dr. Jenkyns,f the vice-chancellor, did me the honour to call, but I saw him not.

Before three set out for Cheltenham, a long and uninteresting drive, which we
achieved by nine o'clock. My sister-in-law, Mrs. Thomas Scott, and her daughter,

instantly came to the hotel, and seem in excellent health and spirits.

November 22.—Breakfasted and dined with Mrs. Scott, and leaving Cheltenham

at seven, pushed on to Worcester to sleep. Nov. 23.—Breakfasted at Birmingham
and slept at Macclesfield. As we came in between ten and eleven, the people of

the inn expressed surprise at our travelling so late, as the general distress of the

manufacturers has rendered many of the lower classes desperately outrageous. Nov.

•24.— Breakfasted at Manchester— pressed on— and by dint of exertion reached

Kendal to sleep; thus getting out of the region of the stern, sullen, unwashed arti-

ficers, whom you see lounging sulkily along the streets in Lancashire. God's jus-

tice is requiting, and will yet farther requite, those who have blown up this country

into a state of unsubstantial opulence, at the expense of the health and morals of

the lower classes.

''

Mhotsford November 26.—Consulting my purse, found my good £60 diminished

to Quarter less Ten, In purse, £8. Naturally reflected how much expense has

increased since I first travelled. My uncle's servant, during the jaunts we made

together while I was a boy, used to have his option of a shilling per diem for board

wages, and usually preferred it to having his charges borne. A servant nowadays
to be comfortable on the road should have 4s. or 4s. 6d. board wages, which before

1790 would have maintained his master. But if this be pitiful,
it is still more so

to find the alteration in my own temper. When young, on returning from such a

trip as I have just had, my mind would have loved to dwell on all I had seen that

was rich and rare, or have been placing, perhaps, in order, the various additions

with which I had supplied my stock of information—and now, like a stupid boy

blundering over an arithmetical question half obliterated on his slate, I go stumbling

on upon the audit of pounds, shillings, and pence. Well,—the skirmish has cost

me £200. I wished for information—and I have had to pay for it."

On proceeding to Edinburgh to resume his official duties, Sir Walter

established himself in a furnished house in Walker Street, it being im-

possible for him to leave his daughter alone in the country, and the

aspect of his affairs being so much ameliorated that he did ncU think

It necessary to carry the young lady to such a place as Mrs. Brown's

* Dr. Frodsham Hodgson, the late excellent Master of Brazennose College.

t Dr. Richard Jenkyns, Master of Baliol College.
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lodc^inpi:?;. During the six ensuing months, however, he led much the

same Ht'e of toil and seclusion iVom company which that of Abbotsford

had been during llie present autumn—very rarely dining abroad, ex-

cept with one or two intimate friends, en famUk—still more rarely

receiving even a single guest at iiome ; and, when there was no such

interrupUon, giving his night as well as his morning to the desk.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

LIFE OF NAPOLEON. AND CHRONICLES OF THE CANONGATE IN PROGRESS—
REVIEWALSOF MACKENZIKS EDITION OF HO.ME, AND OF HOFFMAN'S TALES
— RHEUMATIC ATTACKS— THEATRICAL FUND DINNER— AVOWAL OF THE
SOLE AUTHORSHIP OF THE WAVERLEY NOVELS—LETTER FROM GOETHE-
DEATHS OF THE DUKE OF YORK — MR. GIFFORD — SIR GEORGE BEAUMONT,
ETC.—MR. CANNING MINISTER—COMPLETION OF THE LIFE OF BUONAPARTE
—REMINISCENCES OF AN AMANUENSIS—GOETHE'S REMARKS ON THE WORK
— ITS PECUNIARY RESULTS.— DECEMBER, 1826— JUNE, 1827.

DuRixc the winter of 1826-7, Sir Walter suffered great pain

(enough to have disturbed effectually any other man's labours, whether

official or literary) from successive attacks of rheumatism, which
seems to have been fixed on him by the wet sheets of one of his

French inns ; and his Diary contains, besides, various indications that

his constitution was already shaking under the fatigue to which he had

subjected it. Formerly, howe\'er great the quantity of work he put

through his hands, his evenings were almost always reserved for the

light reading of an elbow-chair, or the enjoyment of his family and
friends. Now he seemed to grudge every minute that was not spent
at the desk. The little that he read of new books, or for mere

amusement, was done by snatches in the course of his meals ; and to

walk, when he could walk at all, to the Parliament House, and back

asrain throui^h the Prince's Street Gardens, was his onlv exercise and
his only relaxation. Every ailment, of whatever sort, ended in aggra-

vating his lameness ; and, perhaps, the severest test his philosophy en-

countered was the feeling of bodily helplessness that from week to

week crept upon him. The winter, to make bad worse, was a very
cold and stormv one. The fjrowinw slufj2:ishness of his blood showed
itself in chilblains, not only on the feet but the fingers, and his hand-

writing becomes more and more cramped and confused. I shall not

pain the reader by extracting merely medical entries I'l'om his Diary;
but the following give characteristic sketches of his temperament and

reflections :—
" December 16.—Another bad night. I remember I used to think a slisrht illness

was a luxurious thing. My pillow was then softened by the hand of affection, and
the little cares put in exercise to soothe the languor or pain, were more flattering
and pleasing than the consequences of the illness were disagreeable. It was a new
scene to be watched and attended, and I used to think that the malade ima^inaire

gained something by his humour. It is different in the latter stages—the old post-
chaise gets more shattered and out of order at every turn ; windows will not be
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pulled up, doors refuse to open, or being open will not shut airnin which but \n

rather my case. There is some new subject of complaint every motnenl your
sicknesses come thicker and thicker—your comforting and

sympailiizing frii-nda

fewer and fewer—for why should they sorrow for the course of nai\ir(r 1 The re-

collection of youth, health, and uninterrui)tod powers of
activity, neither improved

nor enjoyed, is a poor strain of comfort. The best is, the long halt will arrive at

last, and cure all. This was a day of labour, agreeably varied by a pain which
rendered it scarce possible to sit upright. My journal is getting a vile chirurgical

aspect. I begin to be afraid of the odd consequences complaints in the poM equitrm
are said to produce. I shall tire of my journal. In my better days I had stories to

tell ; but death has closed the long dark avenue upon loves and friendships, and I

look at them as through the grated door of a burial-place filled with monuments of

those who were once dear to me, with no insincere wish that it may open for me
at no distant period, provided such be the will of God. My pains were those of the

heart, and had something flattering in their character ; if in the head, it was from
the blow of a bludgeon gallantly received, and well paid back. I think I shall not

live to the usual verge of human existence ; I shall never see the threescore and ten,

and shall be summed up at a discount. No help for it, and no matter either.

" December 18.—Sir Adam Ferguson breakfasted—one of the few old friends left

out of the number of my youthful companions. In youth we have many compan-
ions, few friends perhaps ; in age companionship is ended, except rarely, and by ap-

pointment. Old men, by a kind of instinct, seek younger associates, who listen to

their stories, honour their grey hairs while present, and mimic and laugh at them
when their backs are turned. At least that was the way in our day, and I warrant

our chicks of the present brood crow to the same tune. Of all the friends that I

have left here, there is none who has any decided attachment to literature. So
either I must talk on that subject to young people

—in other words, turn proser
—or

I must turn tea-table talker and converse with ladies. I am too old and too proud
for either character, so I'll live alone and be contented. Lockljart's departure for

London was a loss to me in this way."

He spent a few days at Abbotsford at Christmas, and several weeks

during the spring vacation ; but the frequent Saturday excursions

were now out of the question
—if for no other reason, on account oi

the quantity of books which he must have by him while working at

his Napoleon. He says on the 30th of December—
" Wrote hard. Last day of an eventful year ; much evil—and some good, but

especially the courage to endure what Fortune sends Avithout becoming a pipe for

her fingers.* It is not the last day of the year ; but to-morrow being Sunday, we
hold our festival to-day.

—The Fergusons came, and we had the usual appliances
of mirth and good cheer. Yet our party, like the chariot-wheels of Pharaoh in the

Red Sea, dragged heavily.
—It must be allowed that the regular recurrence of annual

festivals among the same individuals has, as life advances, something in it that is

melancholy. We meet like survivors of some perilous expedition, wounded and

weakened ourselves, and looking through diminished ranks to think of those who
are no more. Or they are like the feasts of the Caribs, in which they held that the

pale and speechless phantoms of the deceased appeared and mingled with the living.

Yet where shall we fly from vain repining ?—or why should we give up the com-

fort of seeing our friends, because they can no longer be to us, or we to them, what

we once were to each other?

''January 1, 1827 God make this a happy new year to the King and country,

and to all honest men.
"I went to dine as usual at the kind house of Huntly-Burn; but the cloud still

had its influence. The effect of grief upon persons who, like myself and Sir Adam,

are highly susceptible of humour, has, I think, been finely touched by Wordsworth

»
Hamlet, Act III. Scene 2.
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in tho character of the merrv villaire teacher Matthew, whom Jeffrey ])rofane]y call?

"a half crazy sentimental ])crsnii.'"* But, with my friend JelVrey's pardon, 1

think he loves to see imagination hest when it is bitted and
manai^ed,

and ridden

upon the !:jand pas. He does not make allowance for starts and sallies, and bounds,
when Peo-asus is beautiful to liehold, thq)i<Th sometimes perilous to his rider. Not
that 1 think the amiable bard of livdale sliows judo^ment in chnosintr such subjects
as the popular mind cannot sympathize in. It is unwise and unjust to iiimself. I

do not eomi)are myself, in point of imaofination, with Wordsworth, far from it ; for

his is naturally exquisite, and highly cultivated from constant exercise. But I can

see as many castles in the clouds as any man, as many genii in the curling smoke
of a steam-engine, as jierfect a Persepolis in the embers of a sea-coal fire. M)' life

has been spent in such day-dreams. But I cry no roast-meat. There are times a

man should remember what Rousseau used to say, Tail-loi, Jean Jacques, car on ne

l^cnlend pas .'

"Talking of Wordsworth, he told Anne a story, the object of which, as she un-

derstood it, was to show that Crabbe had no imagination. Crabbe, Sir George
Beaumont, and Wordsworth were sitting together in Murray's room in Albemarle
Street. Sir George, after sealing a letter, blew out the candle which had enabled

liim to do so, and exchanging a look with Wordsworth, began to admire in silence

the undulating thj^ead of smoke which slowly arose from the expiring wick, when
Crabbe put on the extinguisher. Anne laughed at the instance, and enquired if the

taper was wax, and being answered in the negative, seemed to think that there was
no call on Mr. Crabbe to sacrifice his sense of smell to their admiration of beautiful

and evanescent forms. In two other men I should have said 'Why, it is affecta-

tions,' with Sir Hugh Evans ;f but Sir George is the man in the world most void

of affectation ; and then he is an exquisite painter, and no doubt saw where the

incident would have succeeded in painting. The error is not in you yourself receiv-

ing deep impressions from slight hints, but in supposing that precisely the same
sort of impression must arise in the mind of men, otherwise of kindred feeling, or

that the common-place folk of the world can derive such inductions at any time or

under any circumstances.

"
Januanj 1.3. The Fergusons, with my neighbours Mr. Scrope and Mr. Bain-

bridge, eat a haunch of venison from Drummond Castle, and seemed happy. We
had music and a little dancing, and enjoyed in others the buoyancy of spirit that

Ave no longer possess ourselves. Yet I do not think the young people of this age
so gay as we were. There is a turn for persiflage, a fear of ridicule among them,
which stifles the honest emotions of gaiety and lightness of spirit; and people,
when they give in the least to the expansion of their natural feelings, are always

kept under by the fear of becoming ludicrous. To restrain your feelings and check

}"our enthusiasm in the cause even of jjleasure. is now a rule among people of

fashion, as much as it used to be among philosophers.

"
Edinburgh, January 15.—Off we came, and in despite of rheumatism I got

through the journey tolerably. Coming through Galashiels, we met the laird of

Torwoodlee, who, on hearing how long I had t)cen confined, asked how I bore it,

observing that he had once in his life—Torwoodlee must be between GO and 70—
been confined for five da5's to the house, and was like to hang himself. I regret
(iod's free air as much as any man, but I could amuse myself were it in the Bastile.

''February 19.—Very cold weather. What says Dean Swift?—
* When frost and snow come both together,
Then sit by the fire and save shoe leather.'

I read and wrote at the bitter account of the French retreat from !\loscow, in 1812,
till the little room and coal fire seemed snug by comparison. I felt cold in its

rigour in my childhood and boyhood, but not since. In youth and middle life I was

* Sec Edinburgh Rrvieic, No. xsiii., p. 135.

t Merry Wires of Windsor, Act I. Scene I.
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yet less sensible to it than now—but I remember thinking it w or.^e than hunger.
Uninterrupted to-day, and did eight leaves.*

"3/arc/i3.—Very severe weather, and home covered with snow. Wliite as a
frostpd ])!um-cake, by jingjo. No matter; I am not sorry to find I can stand a
brush ot' weather yet. I like to see Arthur's Seat and the stern old Cnstlc with
their white watch-cloaks on. But, as Byron said to Moore, d n it, Tom, don't

be poetical. I settled to Boney, and wrote right long and wtll.

"
Mfiotsford, March 12.—Away we set, and came safely to Abbotsford amid all

the dulnoss of a great thaw, which has set the rivers a streaming in full tide. The
wind is high, but for my part

' I like this rocking of the battlements.'t

I was received by old Tom and the dogs with the unsophisticated feelings of good-
will. I have been trying to read a new novel which I had heard praised. It is

called jllmacks, and the author has so well succeeded in describing the cold selfish

fopperies of the time, that the copy is almost as dull as the original. I think I

shall take up my bundle of Sheriff-Court processes instead of Almacks, as the more

entertaining avocation of the two.

"March 13.—Before breakfast, prepared and forwarded the processes to Selkirk.

Had a pleasant walk to the thicket, though my ideas were olla-podrida-ish. I

expect this will not be a day of work but of idleness, for my books are not come.

AVould to God I could make it light, thoughtless idleness, such as I used to havp

when the silly smart fancies ran in my brain like the bubbles in a glass of cham-

pagne,
—as brilliant to my thinking, as intoxicating, as evanescent. But the wine

is somewhat on the lees. Perhaps it was but inditTerent cider after all. Yet I am

happy in this place, where every thing looks friendly, tVom old Tom to young

Nym.t After all, he has little to complain of who has left so many things that

like him.

^'- March 21.—Wrote till twelve, then out upon the heights, though the day was

stormy, and faced the gale bravely. Tom Purdie was not with me. He would

have obliged me to keep the sheltered ground. There is a touch of the old spirit

in me vet'^ that bids me brave the tempest,
—the spirit that, in spite of manifold

infirmities, made me a roaring boy in my youth, a desperate climber, a bold rider, a

deep drinker, and a stout player at single-stick, of all which valuable qualities there

are now but slender remains. I worked hard when I came in, and finished five

pages.

"iV/arcA26.—Despatched packets. Colonel and Captain Ferguson arrived to

breakfast. I had previously determined to give myself a day to write letters; and

this day will do as well as another. I cannot keep up with the world without shy-

ing a letter now and then. It is true the greatest happiness I could think of would

be'^to be rid of the world entirely. Excepting my own family, I have little pleasure

in the world, less business in it, and am heartily careless about all its concerns.

"
April 24.—Still deep snow—a foot thick in the court-yard, I dare say. Severe

welcome for the poor lambs now coming into the world. But what si<rnifies whe-

ther they die just now, or a little while after, to be united with salad at luncheon

time ? It signifies a good deal too. There is a period, though a short one, when

they dance aiBong the gowans, and seem happy. As for your aged sheep or wether,

the sooner they pass to the Nurmaii side of the vocabulary, the better. They are

like some old dowager ladies and gentlemen of my acquaintance
—no one cares

* One pa?e of his MS. answers to from four to five of the close-printcd pa^cs of iJie

original edition of his Buonaparte.

t Zanga, in
" The Revenge." t Nimrod—a stag-hound.
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about them till they come to be cut up, and then we see how the tallow lies on the

ki(lne}'s and the chinn.

"j1/(7yl3.
—A most idle and dissipated day. I did not rise till half-past eight

o'clock. Col. and Capt. Ferguson came to breakfast. I walked half-way home
with them, then turned back and spent the day, which was delightful, wandering
from place to place in the woods, sometimes reading the new and interesting volumes
oi Cyril Thornton, somotimos 'chewing the cud of sweet and bitter fancies' which
alternated in my mind, idly stirred by the succession of a thousand vague thoughts
and fears, the gay strangely mingled with those of dismal melancholy ; tears which
seemed ready to flow unbidden ; smiles which approached to those of insanity ; all

that wild variety of mood which solitude engenders. I scribbled some verses, or

rather composed them in my memory. The contrast at leaving Abbotsford to for-

mer departures, is of an agitating and violent description. Assorting papers, and
so forth. I never could help admiring the concatenation between Ahithophel's set-

ting his house in order and hanging himself.* The one seems to follow the other

as a matter of course. But what frightens and disgusts me is those fearful letters

from those who have been long dead, to those who linger on their wayfare through
the valley of tears. Those fine lines of Spencer came into my head—

" The shade of youthful hope is there,

That ling-ered long, and latest died;
Ambition all dissolved to air,

With phantom honours by his side.

" What empty shadows glimmer nigh ?

They once were Friendship, Truth, and Love !

Oh die to thought, to Memory die,

Since lifeless to my heart ye prove."t

Ay, and can I forget the Author—the frightful moral of his own vision ? What is

this world 1—a dream within a dream—as we grow older each step is an awakening.
The youth awakes, as he thinks, from childhood—the full-grown man despises the

pursuits of youth as visionary
—the old man looks on manhood as a feverish dream.

The grave the last sleep ? No ; it is the last and final awakening.

"
Edinburgh, May 15.—It is impossible not to compare this return to Edinburgh

with others in more happy times. But we should rather recollect under what dis-

tress of mind I took up my lodgings in Mrs. Brown's last summer. Went to Court
and resumed old habits. Heard the true history of

.:|: Imagination renders us

liable to be the victims of occasional low spirits. All belonging to this gifted, as

it is called, but often unhappy class, must have felt that but for the dictates of reli-

gion, or tliP natural recoil of the mind from the idea of dissolution, there have been
times when they would have been willing to throw away life as a child does a

broken toy. I am sure I know one who has often felt so. O God ! what are we ?—Lords of nature ]—Why a tile drops from a house-top, which an elephant would
not feel more than the fall of a sheet of pasteboard, and there lies his lordship. Or

something of inconceivably minute origin, the pressure of a bone, or the inflamma-

tion of a particle of the brain takes place, and the emblem of the Deity destroys
himself or some one else. We hold our health and our reason on terms slighter
than one would desire, were it in their choice, to hold an Irish cabin."

These are melancholy enti'ies. Most of those from which they
have been selected begin with R. for Rheumatism, or RR. for Rheu-
matism Redoubled, and then mark the number of leaves sent to .Tames

Ballantyne
—the proof-sheets corrected for press

—or the calculations

* 2d Sam. xvii. 23.

t Poems by the late Honourable W. R. Spencer, London, 1835, 145. See ante, vol. ii.

p. 548, note.

tSir Walter liad this morning heard of the suicide of a man of warm imagination, to

whom, at an earlier period, he was much attached.
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on which he reluctantly made up iiis mind to extend the Liiu of Buo-

naparte from six to seven, from seven to eight, and fmallv fn^m ciu'ht

to nine thick and closely printed volumes.

During the early months of 18-27, however, he exciHitod various
minor tracts also; for the Quarterly Review, an article on Macken-
zie's Life and Works of John Home, author of Douglas, which is, in

fact, a rich chapter of Scott's own early reminiscences, and gives
many interesting sketches of the literary society of Scotland in the

age of which Mackenzie was the last honoured relic ; and for the

Foreign Review, then newly started under the editorshij) of Mr. R.

P. Gillies, an ingenious and elaborate paper on the writings of the

German Novelist Hoilman. This article, it is proper to observe, was
a benefaction to Mr. Gillies, whose pecuniary aflairs rendered such

assistance very desirable. Scott's generosity in this matter—for it

w^as exactly giving a poor brother author £100 at the expense of con-

siderable time and drudgery to himself—I think it necessary to men-

tion; the date of the exertion requires it of me. But such, in fact,

had been in numberless instances his method of serving literary per
sons, who had little or no claim on him, except that they were of that

class. I have not conceived it delicate to specify many instances of

this kind ;
but I am at liberty to state, that when he wrote his first

article for the Encyclopedia Supplement, and the Editor of that work,
Mr. Macvey Napier (a Whig in politics, and -with whom he had

hardly any personal acquaintance), brought him £100 as his remune-

ration, Sir Walter said,
" Now tell me frankly, if I don't take this

money, does it go into your pocket or your publisher's, for it is impos-
sible for me to accept a penny of it from a literary brother." Mr.

Napier assured him that the arrangements of the work were such,

that the Editor had nothino- to do with the fund destined for contribu-

tions :
—Scott then pocketed his due, with the observation, that '• he

had trees to plant, and no conscience as to the purse of his fat friend"

—to wit. Constable.

At this period. Sir Waher's Diary very seldom mentions any thing
that could be called a dinner-party. He and his daughter partook

generallv once in every week the family meal of Mr. and Mrs. Skene,

of Rubislaw ; and they did the like occasionally with a few other old

friends, chiefly those of the Clerks' table. When an exception occurs,

it is easy to see that the scene of social gaiety was doubly grateful

from its' rarity. Thus one entry, referring to a party at Mr. J. A.

Murray's (now Lord Advocate for Scotland), says,
—

" W'piit to dine with John Murray, where met his brother (Henderland). .letTrey,

Cockburn, Rutherford, and others of that file. Very pleasant—capital jrood cheer

and excellent wine—much lau^h and fun. I do not know how it is, but when I am
out with a party of my Opposition friends, the day is often merrier than when with

our own set. Is it because they are cleverer? Jeffrey and Harry Cockburn are to

be sure very extraordinary men ; yet it is not owin^ to that entirely. I believe

both parties'meet with a feeling of somethintr like novelty. We have not worn out

our jests in daily contact. There is also a disposition on such occasions to be

courteous, and of course to be pleased.

Another evening, spent in Rose Court with his old friend, Mr. Clerk,

seems to have given him especial delight.
He says,

—
Vol. n. 3V
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*'Thi3 beinff a blank day at the Court, I wrote hard till dressinor time, when I

went to Will Clerk's to dinner. As a bichclor, and keepinor a small establishment,
he docs not do these thinjjs often, but they are proportionally pleasant when they
come round. He had trusted Sir Adam to bespeak his dinner, who did it con

amore, so we had excellent cheer, and the wines were various and capital. As I

before hinted, it is not every day that M'Nab mounts on horseback,* and so our
landlord had a little of that solicitude that the party should go off well, which is

very flattering to the guests. We had a very pleasant evening. The Chief Com-
missioner was there, Admiral Adam, J. A. Murray, Tom Thomson, &c. &c Sir

Adam predominating at the head, and dancing what he calls his merry andrada in

great style. In short we really laughed, and real laughter is a thing as rare as real

tears. I must say, too, there was a heart, a kindly feeling prevailed over the party.
Can London give such a dinner]—it may, but 1 never saw one—they are too cold

and critical to be easily pleased. 1 hope the Bannatyne Club will be really use-

ful and creditable. Thomson is superintending a capital edition of Sir James Mel-
ville's Memoirs. It is brave to see how he wags his Scots tongue, and what a

difference there is in the form and firmness of the language, compared to the minc-
inof Enjlish edition in which he has hitherto been alone known."

No wonder that it should be a sweet relief from Buonaparte and
Blucher to see M'Nab on horseback, and Sir Adam Ferguson in his

merrv-andrada exaltation, and laugh over old Scotch stories with the

Chief-Commissioner, and hear Mr. Thomas Thomson report progress
as to the doings of the Bannatyne Club. But I apprehend every
reader will see that Sir Walter was misled by his own modesty, when
he doubted whether London could afford symposia of the same sort.

He forgets that he had never mixed in the society of London except
in the capacity of a stranger, a rare visiter, the unrivalled literary
marvel of the time, and that every party at which he dined was got

up expressly on his account, and constituted, whoever might be the

landlord, on the natural principle of bringing together as many as the

table could hold—to see and hear Sir Walter Scott. Hence, if he

dined with a Minister of State, he was likely to find himself seated

with half the Cabinet—if with a Bishop, half the Bench had been col-

lected. As a matter of course, every man was anxious to gratify on
so rare an occasion as many as he could of those who, in case they^w
were uninvited, would be likely to reproach him for the omission. The
result was a crowding together of too many rival eminences ; and he

very seldom, indeed, witnessed the delightful result so constantly pro-
duced in London by the intermingling of distinguished persons of

various classes, full of facts and views new to each other—and neither

chilled nor perplexed by the pernicious and degrading trickery of lion-

izing. But, besides, it was unfair to institute any comparison between
the society of comparative strangers and that of old friends dear from

boyhood. He could not have his Clerks and Fergusons both in Edin-

burgh and in London. Enough, however, of commentary on a very
plain text.

That season was further enlivened by one public dinner, and this,

though very briefly noticed in Scott's Diary, occupied a large space
in public attention at the time, and, I believe I may add, several

columns in every newspaper printed in Europe. His good friend

*That singular personage, the late M'Nab of that ilk, spent his life almost entirely in a

district where a boat was the usual conveyance. I suspect, however, there is an allusion

to some particular anecdote which I have not recovered.
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William Murray, manager of the Edinburgh Tlioatrc, invitfd liitu u,

preside at the first festival of a charitable fund then instituted for the
behoof of decayed performers. He agreed, and says in his Journal

"There are 300 tickets given out. I fear it will bo uncomfortahin ; aii.l what-
ever the stoics may say, a bad dinnor throws cold watrr on charity. I havf airrr-ed
to preside, a situation in which I have been rather felicitous, not by much supn-
riority of art or wisdom, far less of eloquence ; but by two or three simple rnlcs
which I put down here for the benefit of my posterity."

1st, Always hurry the bottle round for five or six rounds, without prosinir your-
self, or permittinjT others to prose. A slijrht filip of wine inclines people to be

pleased, and removes the nervousness which prevents men from speaking—dispoaeg
them, in short, to be amusing and to be amused.

"
2d, Push on, keep moving, as Young Rapid says.* Do not think of saying fine

things
—nobody cares for them any more than for fine music, which is often too

liberally bestowed on such occasions. Speak at all ventures, and attempt the rm>t

pour rire. You will find people satisfied with wonderfully indifferent jokes, if you
can but hit the taste of the company, which depends much on its character.
Even a very high party, primed with all the cold irony and mm est tanti feelings
or no feelings of fashionable folks, may be stormed by a jovial, rough, round,
and ready preses. Choose your text with discretion— the sermon may be as

you like. Should a drunkard or an ass break in with any thing out of joint, if

you can parry it with a jest, good and well—if not, do not exert your serious

authority, unless it is something very bad. The authority even of a chairman,

ought to be very cautiously exercised. With patience you will have the support of

every one.

"3dly, When you have drunk a few glasses to play the good-fellow, and banish

modesty—(if you are unlucky enough to have such a troublesome companion)—
then beware of the cup too much. Nothing is so ridiculous as a drunken preses."

Lastly, always speak short, and Skeoch dock na skiel—cut a tale with a drink.

This is the purpose and intent

Of gude Schir Walter's testament."+

This dinner took place on Friday the 23d February. Sir Walter
took the chair, being supported by the Earl of. Fife, Lord Meadow-
bank, Sir John Hope of Pinkie, Admiral Adam, Robert Dundas of

Arniston, Peter Robertson, and many other personal friends. Lord
Meadowbank had come on short notice, and was asked abruptly on
his arrival to take a toast which had been destined for a noble person
who had not been able to appear. He knew that this was the first

public dinner at which the object of this toast had appeared since his

misfortunes, and taking him aside in the ante-room, asked him whether

he would consider it indelicate to hazard a distinct reference to the

parentage of the Waverley Novels, as to which there had, in point of

fact, ceased to be any obscurity from the hour of Constable's failure.

Sir Walter smiled, and said,
" Do just as you like—only don't say

much about so old a story."
—In the course of the evening the Judge

rose accordingly, and said—J

" I would beg leave to propose a toast—the health of one of the Patrons, a irreat

and distinguished individual, whose name must always stand by itself, and which,

in an assembly such as this, or in any other assembly of Scotsmen, must ever be

* Morton's Comedy of A Cure for the Heart-Ache.

t Sir Walter parodies the conclusion of Kin^ Robert the Brucc's "
iNIaTim", or_

Political

Testament." Sec Hailes's Annals, a. t). 1311,—or Fordun's Scoti-chronicon,—XII. 10.

t By the favour of a friend, who took notes at this dinner, I am enabled to give a better

report of these speeches than that of the contemporary newspapers.
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Teceive(l, I will not say witli ordinary feeling's of pleasure or of deli^rht, but with
those of rapture and enthusiasm. In doing this I feel that I stand in a somewhat
new situation. Whoever had been called upon to propose the health of my Hon.
Friend some time atro. would have found himself enabled, from the mystery in

which certain matters were involved, to ofratify himself and his. auditors by allu-

sions sure to find a responding chord in their own feelings, and to deal in tiie lan-

guage, the sincere language, of panegyric, without intruding on the modesty of the

great individual to whom I refer. But it is no longer possible, consistently with
the respect due to mv auditors, to use upon this subject terms either of mystifica-
tion, or of obscure or indirect allusion. The clouds have been dispelled

—the dark-

11CSS visible has been cleared away—and the Great Unknown—the minstrel of our

native land—the mighty magician who has rolled back the current of time, and

conjured up before our living senses the men and the manners of days which have

long passed away, stands revealed to the eyes and the hearts of his affectionate and

admiring countrymen. If I were capable of imagining all that belongs to this

mighty subject
—were I able to give utterance to all that as a man, as a Scotsman,

and as a friend, I must feel regarding it, yet knowing, as I well do, that this illus-

trious individual is not more distinguished for his towering talents, than for those

feelings which render such allusions ungrateful to himself, however sparingly intro-

duced, I would on that account still refrain from doing what would otherwise be no
less pleasing to myself than to those who hear me. But this I hope I may be
allowed to say—(my auditors would not pardon me were I to say less)

—we owe
to him, as a people, a large and heavy debt of gratitude. He it is who has opened
to foreigners the grand and characteristic beauties of our country. It is to him that

we owe that our gallant ancestors and illustrious patriots
—who fought and bled in

order to obtain and secure that independence and that liberty we now enjoy—have
obtained a fame no longer confined to the boundaries of a remote and comparatively
obscure country—it is He who has called down upon their struggles for glory and
freedom the admiration of foreign lands. He it is who has conferred a new repu-
tation on our national character, and bestowed on Scotland an imperishable name,
w-ere it only by her having given birth to himself. I propose the health of Sir

Walter Scott."

Long before Lord IMeadowbank ceased speaking, the company had

got upon chairs and tables, and the storm of applause that ensued was

deafening. Wlien they recovered from the first fever of tiieir raptures,
Sir Walter spoke as follows :—
" I certainly did not think, in coming here to-day, that 1 should have the task of

acknowledging, before 300 gentlemen, a secret which, considering that it was com-
municated to more than twenty people, has been remarkably well kept. I am now
at the bar of my country, and may be understood to be on trial before Lord Mea-
dowbank as an offender; and so quietly did all who were airt and prrirt conduct

themselves, that I am sure that, were the panel now to stand on his defence, every

impartial jury would bring in a verdict of Not Prove?!. I am willing, however, to

plead guilty
—nor shall I detain the Court by a long explanation why my confession

has been so long deferred. Perhaps caprice might have a considerable share in the

matter. I have now to say. however, that the merits of these works, if they had

any, and their faults, are ail entirely imputable to myself. Like another Scottish

criminal of more consequence, one Macbeth,

'
I am afraid to think what I have done;
Look on't again, I dare not.'

" I have thus far unbosomed myself, and I know that my confession will be

reported to the public. I mean, then, seriously to state, that when I say I am the

author, I mean the total and undivided author. With the exception of quotations,
there is not a single word that was not derived from myself, or suggested in the

course of my reading. The wand is now broken, and the book buried. You will

allow me further to say, with Prospero, it is your breath that has filled my sails,

and to crave one single toast in the capacity of the author of these novels. I would
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fain dedicate a bumper to the health of one who has rcprfscntr.l

characters, of which I had endeavoured to jrive the skeleton, with ;i

Hness for whicli I may well be o-ratcful. 1 hccr leave to propose the health of niy
friend Bailie Nicol Jarvie—and 1 am sure, that when the author of \VaviTh;y and
Rob Ro)-^ drinks to Nicol Jarvie, it will be received with the just applausn lo which
that gentleman has always been accustomed,—nay, that you will i;ik,; caro that on
ihe present occasion it siiall be Piiu—m—ai—ofs !" (Lonjraud vehemt'iii iipplauae.)

Mr. Mackav,—" My conscience ! INIy worthy father the deacon could never
have believed that his son would hae sic a compliment paid to him by tho Great
Unknown !"

Sill Walter Scott.—" The Small Known now, Mr. Bailie," &c. &c.

Shortly after resuming his chair, Sir Walter (J am told) sent a
slip

of paper to Mr. Robertson, begging him to " confess something too,—
why not the murder of Begbie ?" (See ante. Vol. I. p. 4-11.) Hut
if Peter complied with the hint, it was long after the senior dignita-
ries had left the room.

The " sensation" produced by this scene was, in newspaper phrase,
"
unprecedented." Sir Walter's Diary merely says

—
^^
February 24.—I carried my own instructions into effect the best I could, and

if our jests were not good, our laughter was abundant. I think 1 will hardly take

the chair again when the company is so miscellaneous; though they all behaved

perfectly well. Meadowbank taxed me with tho novels, and to end that farce at

once, I pleaded guilty, so that sjjlore is ended. As to the collection— it has been

much cry and little woo, as the deil said when he shore the sow. I got away at

ten at night. The performers performed very like gentlemen, especially Will

Murray. March 2.—Clerk walked home with me from the Court. I was scarce

able to keep up with him; could once have done it well enough. Furmy thing at

the Theatre last night. Among the discourse in High Life below Stairs, one of

the ladies' ladies asks who wrote Shakspeare. One says 'Ben Jonson,' another

'Finis.' 'No,' said Will Murray, 'it is Sir Walter Scott, he confessed it at a

public meeting the other day.'
"

The reader may, perhaps, expect that I should endeavour to name
the "

upwards of twenty persons" whom Sir Walter alluded to on this

occasion as having been put into the secret of the Wavcrley Novels,

previously, and without reference, to the catastrophe of 18:21!. I am

by no iTieans sure that I can give the complete list: but in addition to

the immediate members of the author's own flimily
—

(including his

mother and his brother Thomas)—there were Constable. Cadcll, the

two Ballantynes, Terry, Laidlaw, Mr. Train, and Mr. G. II. Gordon;

Charles Duke of Buccleuch, Lady Louisa Stuart, Lord Montagu,
Lord and Lady Polvvarth, Lord Kinnedder, Sir Adam Ferguson, Mr.

Morritt, Mr. and Mrs. Skene, Mr. William Clerk, Mr. Hay Donal.l-

son, Mr. John Richardson, and Mr. Thomas Moore.

The entries in Scott's Diary on contemporary literature are at this

time very few; nor arc there many on the public events of the day,

though the period was a very stirring one. He seems, in fact, to have

very rarely seen, even when in town, any newspaper except the Edin-

burgh Weekly Journal. At his age, it is not wonderful that when that

sheet reached him, it for the most part contained the announcement ol

a death which interested his feelings; and several of the following

passages refer to incidents of this melancholy class :
—

48
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"
January 9.—This morning received the long-expected news of the Duke of

York's death. I am sorry both on public and private accounts. His R. H. was,
while he occupied the situation of next in sufccession, a Break-vater behind the

throne. I fear his brother of Clarence's opinions may be different, and that he may
hoist a standard under which men of desperate hopes and evil designs will rendez-

vous. I am sorry, too, on my own account. The Duke of York was uniformly
kind to me, and though I never tasked his friendship, yet I find a powerful friend

is gone. Ilis virtues were honour, good sense, integrity; and by exertion of these

qualities, he raised the British army from a very low ebb to be the pride and dread

of Europe. His errors were those of a sanguine and social temper—he could not

resist the temptation of deep play, which was fatally allied with a disposition to

the bottle. This last is incident to his complaint, which vinous influence soothes

for the time, while it insidiously increases it in the end.

''^

January 17.—I observe in the papers my old friend Gifford's funeral. He was
a man of rare attainments and many excellent qualities. His Juvenal is one of the

best versioBS ever made of a classical author, and his satire of the Baviad and
Mrcviad squabashed at one blow a set of coxcombs, who might have humbugged
the world long enough. As a commentator he was capital, could he but have sup-

pressed his rancours against those who had preceded him in the task ; but a mis-

construction or misinterpretation, nay, the misplacing of a comma was, in Gifford's

eyes, a crime worthy of the most severe animadversion. The same fault of ex-

treme severity went through his critical labours, and in general he flagellated with
so little pity, that people lost their sense of the criminal's guilt in dislike of the

savage pleasure which the executioner seemed to take in inflicting the punishment.
This lack of temper probably arose from indifferent health, for he was very vale-

tudinary, and realized two verses, wherein he says Fortune assigned him—
' One eye not over good,

Two sides that to their cost have stood

A ten years' hectic cough,
Aches, stitches, all the various ills

That swell the devilish doctor's bills.

And sweep poor mortals off.'

Eut he might also justly claim, as his gift, the moral qualities expressed in the

next fine stanza—
•

' A soul

That spurns the crowd's malign control,

A firm contofiipt of wrong ;

Spirits above atlliction's power.
And skill to soothe the hngcring hour

With no inglorious song.'

He was a little man, dumpled up together, and so ill made as to seem almost

deformed, but with a singular expression of talent in his countenance. Though so
little of an athlete, he nevertheless beat off Dr. Wolcott, when that celebrated

person, the most unsparing calumniator of his time, chose to be offended with Gif-

ford for satirizing him in his turn. Peter Pindar made a most vehement attack, but
Gifford had the best of the affray,* and remained, I think, in triumphant possession
of the field of action, and of the assailant's cane. G. had one singular custom.
He used always to have a duenna of a housekeeper to sit in his study with him
while he wrote. This female companion died when I was in London, and his dis-

tress was extreme. I afterwards heard he got her place supplied. I believe there

was no scandal in all this.
" This is another vile day of darkness and rain, with a heavy yellow mist that

might become Charing Cross—one of the benefits of our extended city; for that in

cur atmosphere was unknown till the extent of the buildings below Queen Street.

'•'January 23.—Hear of Miss White's death. Poor Lydia! she gave a dinner
on the Friday before, and had written with her own hand invitations for another

» See Epistle to Peter Findar, Gifford's Bax'wd and Mtrviad, pp. 181-191, cd. 1812.



SIR GEORGE BEAUMONT. 5«7

party. Twenty years ago she used to tease me with her youthful afTcctaUoos her

dressing like the Queen of Chimney-sweeps on May-day inorninjr, &c. and •ome-
times with letting her wit run wild. But she ivas a woman of wit, and had a ff'-

ing and kind heart. Poor Lydia! I saw the Duke of York and her in Lond»i.,
when Death, it seems, was brandishing his dart over them.

' The view o't gave tiiGm little fright.'

"
February 10.—I got a present of Lord Francis Gower's printed hut \inpuhlish-

ed Tale of the Mill. It is a fine tale of terror in itself, and very hajipily hruucrht

out. lie has certainly a true taste for poetry. I do not know why, hut from my
childhood I have seen something fearful, or melancholy at least, about a mill.

Whether I had been frightened at the machinery when very young, of whirh, I

think, I have some shadowy remembrance—whether I had heard the stories of th»?

Miller of Thirlestane, and similar molendinar tragedies, I cannot tell ; but not evpn
recollections of the Lass of Patie's Mill, or the Miller of Mansfield, or 'he who
dwelt on the river Dee,' have ever got over my inclination to connect gloom with a

mill, especially when the sun is setting. So I entered into the spirit of the terror

with which Lord Francis has invested his haunted spot.

^^
February 14.—'Death's gi'en the art an unco devel.'* Sir George Beaumont's

dead; by far the most sensible and pleasing man I ever knew, kind, too, in his

nature, and generous, gentle in society, and of those mild manners which tend to

soften the causticity of the general London tone of persiflage and personal satire.

As an amateur painter, he was of the very highest distinction ; and though I know

nothing of the matter, yet I should hold him a perfect critic on painting, for he

always made his criticisms intelligible, and used no slang. I am very sorry
—as

much as it is in my nature to be for one whom I could see but seldom. He wa.s

the great friend of Wordsworth, and understood his poetr)', which is a rare thing,

for it is more easy to see his peculiarities than to feel his great merit, or follow his

abstract ideas.
" A woman of rather the better class, a farmer's wife, was tried a few days ago

for poisoning her maid-servant. There seems to have been little doubt of her guilt,

but the motive was peculiar. The unfortunate girl had an intrigue with her son,

which this Mrs. Smith (I think that is the name) was desirous to conceal, from some
ill-advised Puritanic notions, and also for fear of her husband. She could find no

better way of hiding the shame than giving the girl (with her own knowledge»and
consent, I believe) potions to cause abortion, which she afterwards changed for arse-

nic, as the more effectual silencing medicine. In the course of the trial one of the

jury fell down in an epileptic fit, and on his recovery was far too much disordered

to permit the trial to proceed. With only fourteen jurymen, it was impossible to

go on. The Advocate says she shall be tried anew, since she has not Iholed ane

assize. Sic Faulus ait—et rede quidem. But, having been half-tried, I think she

should have some benefit of it, as far as saving her life, if convicted on the second

indictment. Lord Advocate declares, however, that she shall be hanged, as cer-

tainly she deserves. Yet it looks something like hanging up a man who has been

recovered by the surgeons, which has always been accounted harsh justice.

^^
February 20.—At Court, and waited to see the poisoning woman tried. She i.s

clearly guilty, but as one or two witnesses said the poor wench hinted an intention

to poison herself, the jury gave that bastard verdict, A'lt proven. I hate that Cale-

donian medium quid. One who is not proved guilty, is innocent in the eyes of the

law. It was a face to do or die. Thin features, which had been handsome, a

flashing eye, an acute and aquiline nose, lips much marked as arguing decision, and

I think, bad temper—they were thin, and habitually compressed.^
rather turned down

at the corners, as one of a rather melancholy disposition. There was an awlul

crowd ; but, sitting within the bar, I had the pleasure of seeing much at my ease ;

the constables knocking the other folks about, which was of course very enter-

taining.
" I have read a letter from Baron Von Goethe, which I must have read to me ;

* " Death's gi'en the lodge an unco devel,

Tam Sampson's des^d."—Burns.
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for thouirh I know German, I have t'orjTot their written hand. I make it a rule sel-

dom to road, and never to answer foreign letters from literarj- folks. It leads to

nothing but the battledore and siiuttle-cock intercourse of compliments as light as

cork and feathers. But Goethe is different, and a wonderful fellow, the Ariosto at

once, and alinost the Voltaire of Germany. AVho could have told me thirty years

ago I should correspond and be on something like an equal footing with the author

of the (ioetz ? Ay, and who could have told me fifty things else that have be-

fallen me 1"

Goethe's letter (as nearly as the Editor can render it) runs thus :
—

To Sir Waller Scott, Bart., Edinburgh.
" Weimar, January 12th, 1827.

" Mr. H ,
well known to me as a collector of objects of art, has given me a

likenesr, I hope authentic and accurate, of the late Lord Byron, and it awakens

anew the sorrow which I could not but feel for the loss of one whom all the world

prized, and I in particular : since how could I fail to be delighted with the many

expressions of jiartiality for me which his writings contain ]

" Mean-time the best consolation for us, the survivors, is to look around us, and

consider, that as the departed is not alone, but has joined the noble spiritual com-

pany of high-hearted men, capable of love, friendship, and confidence that had left

ihis sphere%efore him, so we have still kindred spirits on earth, with whom, though
not visible any more than the blessed shades of past ages, we have a right to feel

a brotherlike connexion—which is indeed our richest inheritance.

" And so, as Mr. H informs me he expects to be soon in Edinburgh, I thus

acquit myself, mine honoured sir, of a duty which I had long ago felt to be incum-

nent on me^to acknowledge the lively interest I have during many years taken in

your wonderful pictures of human life. I have not wanted external stimulants

enough to keep my attention awake on this subject, since not only have translations

abounded in the German, but the works are largely read here in the original, and

valued according as different men are capable of comprehending their spirit and

genius.
" Can I remember that such a man in his youth made himself acquainted with

my writings, and even (unless I have been misinformed) introduced them in part

to the knowledge of his own nation, and yet defer any longer, at my now very ad-

vanced years, to express my sense of such an honour ] It becomes me, on the con-

trary, not to lose the opportunity now offered of praying for a continuance of your

kindly regard, and telling you how much a direct assurance of good-will from your
own hand would gratify my old age.

" With high and grateful respect, I salute you,

J. W. V. Goethe."

This letter might well delight Scott. His answer to it I have not

seen, but Goethe, in writing soon afterwards to his friend Mr. Thomas

Carlyle (the translator of his \\'ilhehn Meistcr), described it as

'•

cheering and warm-hearted."

I now insert a few entries from Sir Walter's Diary, intermixed with

extracts from his letters to myself and Mr. IMorritt, which will give

the reader sufficient information as to the completion of his Life of

Buonaparte, and also as to his impressions on hearing of the illness of

Lord Liverpool, the consequent dissolution of his Cabinet, and the for-

mation of a new jMinistry under Mr. Canning.

DiAR-i"—"
February 21.—Lord Liverpool is ill of an apoplexy. I am sorry for it.

He will be missed. Who will be got for Premier"? If Peel would consent to be

made a peer, he would do ; but I doubt his ambition will prefer the House of Com-
mons. Wrought a good deal.
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"
Jpril 16.—A day of work and exercise. In the eveninjr a Icttrr from L. with

the wonderful news that the Ministry lias broken up, and app.irrnllv for no rau««
that any one can explain. The old nfrudge, I suppose, which

'

.. f,n lik»- a
crack in the side of a house, enlarging from day today, till down wholi'

"

To J. G. Lockhart, Esq., Winbkdon.
*****" Your letter has givoii mo the vertigo

—my head turns round like »
chariot-wlieel, and I am on the point of asking

'Wh}-, how now ? Am I Giles, or am I not^'

The Duke of Wellington outl—bad news at home, and worse abroad. Lord An-

glesea in his situation'?—does not much mend the matter. Duke of Clarence in lh«'

Navy 1—wild work. Lord Melville, I suppose, falls of course—perhaps cum Intd

sequela, about which sequela, unless Sir W. Uae and the solicitor, I care little. The
whole is glamour to one who reads no papers, and has none to read. I must get
one, though, if this work is to go on, for it is quite bursting in ignorance. Cannina
is haughty and prejudiced

—but, I think, honourable as well as able—nmts rerrona.

I fear Croker will shake and heartily sorry I should feel for that." • « • • •

Diary—"
,'}pril 25.—1 have now got Bony pegg'd up in the knotty entrails of

Saint Helena, and may make a short pause. So I finished the review of John
Home's works, which, after all, are poorer than I thought them. Good blank verse,
and stately sentiment, but something luke-warmish, excepting Douglas, which is

certainly a master-piece. Even that does not stand the closet. Its merits are for

the stage ; and it is certainly one of the best acting plays going. Perhaps a play
to act well should not be too poetical.

"
April 26.—The snow still profusely distributed, and the surface, as our hair used

to be in youth, after we had played at some active game, half black, half white, all

in large patches. I finished the criticism on Home, adding a string of Jacobite an-

ecdotes, like that which bo)'S put to a kite's tail. Received a great cargo of papers
from Bernadotte, some curious, and would have been inestimable two months back,
but now my task is almost done. And then my feelings for poor Count Itterberg,
the lineal "and legitimate, make me averse to have much to do with this child of the

revolution."

To J. G. LockJuzrt, Esq.
"April. 86.

. . . . "The news you send is certainly the most wonderful of my
time, in a party point of view, especially as I can't but think all has turned on per-
sonal likings and dislikings. I hope they wont let in the Whigs at the breach, for

I suppose, if Lansdowne come in, he must be admitted with a tail on, and Lauder-

dale will have the weight in Scotland. How our tough tories may like that, I wot

not; but they will do much to keep tlie key of the corn-chest within reach. 'I'he

Advocate has not used me extremely kindly, but I shall be sorry if he sulTers in

this State tempest. For me, I remain, like the Lilliputian poet
— ' In amazo—Lest

I gaze' or rather as some other bard sings
—

'So folks beholding at a distance

Seven men flung out of a casement,

They never stir to their assistance.

But just afford them their amazement.' •

—You ask why the wheels of Napoleon tarry ;
not by my fault, I swear ;

'We daily are jogging.
While whistling and flogging,
Wiiile whistling and flogging,
The coachman drives on,

With a hey hoy, gee up gee ho,' «Stc. iScc. 6cc.

*
Crazy Tales, by John Hall Stevenson.

Vol. II. 3W 48*
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To use a more classical simile—
' Wilds iminrnstirably pprcnd
Sccin Icngthfiiing as I go.'

*

I have just got sonic very curious papers from Sweden. I iiave wrought myself
hlind between writing and collating, and, except about three or four hours for food

and exercise, I have not till to-day dcvaulcd from my task. . . .

O, Ronv, I'll owe you a curse, if Hereafter

To my vij^ion your tyrannous ppectre shall show,
But I diuilil you'll bo pinned on old Nick's reddest rafter.

While the vulgar of Tophct liowl back from below. . ,

I shall, however, displease Ultras such as Croker, on the suhjcct of Bony, who
was certainly -a groat man. thouiili far from a good man, and still farther from a-good

king. But tiie stupidest Hoilict in Europe has his ambition and selfishness, and
where will you find his talents ? I own I think Ultra-writing only disgusts people,
unless it is in the way of a downright invective, and that in history you had much
better keep the safe side, and avoid colouring too highly. After all, I suspect, were
Crokor in presence of Bony to-morrow, he might exclaim, as Captain T. did at one

of the Elba levees, 'Well, Sony's a d d good fellow after all.'
"

To the Same.
"

Abl)otsfor(i, May 10, 1827.

. . . "To speak seriously of these political movements, I cannot say that

I approve of the dissidents. I understand Peel had from the King carte blanche for

an Anti-Catholic Administration, and that he could not accept it because there was
not strength enough to form such. What is this hut saying in plain words that the

Catholics had the country and the Question] And because they are defeated in a

single question, and one which, were it to entail no farther consequences, is of won-

derfully little import, they have abandoned the King's service—given up the citadel

liecause an exterior work was carried, and marched out into Opj)osition. I can't

think this was right. They ought either to have made a stand without Canning, or

a stand with him ; for to abdicate as they have done was the way to subject the

country to all the future experiments which this Catholic Emancipation may lead

those that now carry it to attempt,' and which may prove worse, far worse, than any
thing connected with the Question itself. Thus says the old vScotch Tory. But /
for one do not believe it was the question of Emancipation, or any public question,
which carried them out. 1 believe the jiredominant motive in the bosom of every
one of them was personal hostility to Canning, aud that with more prudence, less

arbitrary manners, and more attention to the feelings of his colleagues, he would
have stepped nern.ron. into the situation of Prime Minister, for which his eloquence
and talent naturally point him out. They objected to the man more tlian the states-

man, and the Duke of Wellington, more frank than the rest, almost owns that the

quarrel was personal. Now, acting upon that, which was, I am convinced, the real

ground, I cannot think the dissidents acted well and wisely. It is very possible
that they might not have been al)le to go on with Canning; but I think they were

hound, as loyal subjects and patriots, to ascertain that continuing in the Cabinet
with him as Premier was impossible, before they took a step which may change
the whole policy, perhaps eventually the whole destiny of the realm, and lead to

the prevalence of those principles which the dissidents have uniformly represented
as destructive to the interests of ikitain. I think tbey were bound to have made a

trial before throwing Canning, and alas ! both the King and the country, into the

hand of the Whigs. These are the sort of truths more visible to the lookers-ou

than to those who play.
'5 As for Canning, with his immense talent, wit, and eloquence, he unhappily

wants prudence and patience, and in his eager desire to scramble to the highest

point, is not sufficiently select as to his assistants. The Queen's affair is an exam-

ple of this—Lord Castlercagh's was another. In hoth he threw himself back by
an ovrr-eager desire to press forward, and something of the kind must have been

* Goldsmith's Hcnnit.
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employed now. It cannot be denied that ho has phio-d hiinsolt' (perllt|M nor*
from compulsion than choice) in a situation whioli

fjrcatly fnd.injji-rs hi* chararirr.

Still, however, he has that character to maintain, and unluckily it is all wn hare lo

rest upon as thinirs ijo. The sons of Zeruinh would he olherwisr to<» many for un.

It is possihle, though I doubt it, tliat the ^Vhi<rs will bo satisfud with
of oris and fp-aim, and content llioniselves with feeding out of the tro'

overturning it. My feeling, were I in the House of ('ommons, would li-ad me to

stand up and declare that I supported Canning so far, and so f.ir only, :\a hf con-
tinued to preserve and maintain the principles which he had hitherto |)rolVssi'd—.

that m\' allegiance could not he irredecnKibly pledged to him, because h' -.,3^

filled with those against whom I had tormcrly waged battle under hi^ l—
that, however, it should not be mere apprehension of evil that would make mo start

off—reserving to myself to do what shmild he called for when the crisis arrived. 1

think if a number of intelligent and able men were to hold by Canning on the«e

grounds, they might yet enable him to collect a Tory force around him, sulficient to

check at least, if not on all points to resist the coursi' of innovation. If my oM
friend is wise he will wish to organize such a force, for nothing is more certain

than that if the champion of Anti-Jacobinism should stoop to became the tool of

the Whigs, it is not all his brilliancy of talents, eloquence and wit, which can sujh

port him in such a glaring want of consistency. Meliitra sjyeri).
I do not think

Canning can rely on his Whig confederates, and some door of reconciliation may
open itself as unexpectedly as the present confusion has arisen."

DiARV.—''May 11.—The Boar of the Forest called this morning to converse

about tr}'ing to get him on the pecuniary list of the Koyal Literary Society. Cer-

tainly he deserves it, if genius and necessity can do so. Hut I do not belong to

the society, nor do I propose to enter it as a coadjutor. I do not like your P>yal
academies of this kind ; they almost ahvays fall into jobs, and the members are

seldom those who do credit to the literature of a country. It affected, too, to com-

prehend those men of letters who are specially attached to the Crown, and though
I love and honour my King as much as any of them can, yet I hold it best, in thi.4

free countrj', to preserve the exterior of independence, that my loyalty may be the

more impressive, and tell more effectually. Yet I wish sincerely to help poor

Hogg, and have written to Lockhtirt about it. It may be my own desolate feeling-;—it may be the apprehension of evil from this political hocus-pocus; but 1 have

seldom felt more moody and uncomfortable than while writing these lines. I have

walked, too, but without effect. W. Laidlaw, whose very ingenious mind i-;

delighted with all novelties, talked nonsense about the new government, in which

men are to resign principle, I fear, on both sides.
" Parliament House a queer sight. Looked as if people were sinjin": to each

other the noble song of ' The sky's falling
—chickie diddle.' Thinks I to mysell»

I'll keep a calm sough.
' Betwixt both sides I unconcerned stand by—
Hurt can I laugh, and harmless need I cry V

" May 15.—I dined at a great dinner given by Sir George Clerk to his electors,

the freeholders of Mid-Lothian ; a great attendance of Wliig and Tory, hu7.-/.aing

each other's toasts. 7/" is a good peace-maker, but quarter-day is a better. I have

a guess the best game-cocks would call a truce, if a handful or two of oats were

scattered among them.&

"3/c?/ 27.—I got ducked in coming home from the Court. 'Made a hard day of

it. Scarce stirred from one room to another, but by bed-tinui finished a handsome

handful of copy. I have quoted Gourgaud's evidence ; I suppose he will be in a

rare passion, and may be addicted to'vengeance, like a long-raoustachcd son of a

French bitch as lie is.

' Frenchman, Devil, or Don,
Damn liim let him come on,

He shan't scare a son of the Island.'*

* Sir W. varies a verse of " Tht tight little hland:
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"3fay 28.—Another day of uninterrupted stvidy; two such would finish the work

with a murrain. What shall I have to think of when I lie down at night and

awake in the morninor? What will he my plague and my pastime—my curse and

my blessing
—as ideas come and tlie pulse rises, or as they Hag and something like

a snow-haze covers my whole imagination ?—I have my Highland Tales—and then

never mind—sufhcient for the day is the evil thereof.—Letter from .John touching

public affairs; don't half like tlieni, and am afraid we shall have the Whig alliance

turn out like the calling in of tlie Saxons. I told this to Jeffrey, who said they

would convert us as the Saxons did the Uritish. 1 shall die in my Paganism for

one. I don't like a bone of them as a party. Ugly reports of tlie King's health ;

God pity this poor country should that be so, but I hope it is a thing devised by
the enemy.

^^ June 3. Wrought hard. I thought I had but a trifle to do, but new things

cast up; we get beyond the Life, however, for I have killed him to-day. The

newspai)crs are very saucy; the Sun says I have got £4000 for suffering a French-

man to look over my manuscript. Here is a proper fellow for you ! I wonder what

he thinks Frenchmen are made of—walking money-bags, doubtless. ' Now,' as

Sir Fretful Plagiary says,
' another person would be vexed at this,' but I care not

one brass farthing.

"/mtjcS.—Proofs. Parliament-House till two. Commenced the character of

Buonaparte. To-morrow being a Teind-day, I may hope to get it finished.

"June 10.—^Rose with the odd consciousness of being free of my daily task. I

have heard that the fish-women go to church of a Sunday with their creels new

washed, and a few stones in them for ballast, just because they cannot walk steadi-

ly without their usual load. I feel something like them, and rather inclined to take

up some light task, than to be altogether idle. I have my proof-sheets, to be sure ;

but what are these to a whole day 1 A good thought came in my head to write

Stories for little .lohnnie Lockhart, from the History of Scotland, like those taken

from the History of England. But I will not write mine quite so simply as Croker

has done. I am persuaded both children and the lower class of readers hate books

which are written down to their capacity, and love those that are composed more

for their elders and betters. I will make, if possible, a book that a child shall

understand, yet a man will feel some temptation to peruse should he chance to take

it up. It will require, however, a simplicity of style not quite my own. The

orand and interesting consists in ideas, not in words. A clever thing of this kind

might have a race."

Tj John B. S. Morritt, Esq., Portland Place, London.

"
Edinburgb, June 10, 1827.

" My dear Morritt,
"
Napoleon has been an absolute millstone about my neck, not permitting me

for many a long day to think my own thoughts, to work my own work, or to write

my own letters—which last clause of prohibition has rendered me thus long your
debtor. I am now finished—valeat quod valere potest

—and as usual not very anxious

about the opinion of the public, as I have never been able to see that such anxiety

has any effect in mollifying the minds of the readers, while it renders that of the

author very uncomfortable—so vogue la galere.
" How are you, as a moderate pro-Catholic, satisfied with this strange alliance ia

the Cabinet'? I own I look upon it with doubt at best, and with apprehensions.
At the same time I cannot approve of the late Ministers leaving the King's councils

in such a hurrj'. They could hardly suppose that Canning's fame, talent, and firm

disposition would be satisfied with less than the condition of Premier, and such

being the case—
' To fly tlie boar before the hoar pursued,
Was to incense the boar to follow them.' *

On the other hand, his allying himself so closely and so hastily with the party

atrainst whom he had maintained war from youth to age seems to me, at this dis-

•
King Richard III. Act IIL So. 2.
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tance. to argue one of two thiiitrs ;
—?ither that the Minister has been hoodwinke.!

by ambition and anger
—or that he looks upon the attachment of thour ^entlfinen to

the opinions which he has always opposed as so slight, unsnhatantial, and unn-al,
that they will not insist upon them, or any of them, provided ih»-y art- gralifn'd p.'-

sonally with a certain portion of the benefits of place and revcnuf. Now, ii

disposed to think over well of the Whigs, I cannot suppose ihat a large t

British statesmen, not deficient certainly in talents, can be willing to riMiounce all

the political maxims and measures which they have been insisting upon for thirty

years, merely to become placeholders under Canning. The supposition is too
pr">-

tligate. Hut tiicn if they come in the. same Whigs we have known tlum, wht-rr,

how, or when are they to execute their favourite notions of Reform of Parlianu'ol ?

and what sort of amendments will they be which are to be brought forward when
the proper time comes 1 or how is Canning to conduct himself when the Saxons,
whom he has called in for his assistance, draw out to fight tor a share of the powfr
which they have assisted him to obtain? When such strange and unwonted ht^l-

fellows are packed up together, will they not kick and struggle for the better share

of the coverlid and blankets 1 Perhaps you will say tha* I look gloomily on all

this, and have forgotten the way of the world, which sooner or later shows that tlic

principles of statesmen are regulated by their advance towards, or retreat t'roai

power; and that from men who are always acting upon the emergencies of the mo-

ment, it is in vain to expect consistency. Perfect consistency, I agree, we cannot

look for—it is inconsistent with humanity. But that gross inconsrstency which

induces men to clasp to their bosom the man whom they most hated, and to hold

up to admiration the principles which they have most forcibly opposed, may gain a

temporary triumph, but will never found a strong Ministry or a settled (Jovemment.

My old friend Canning, with his talents and oratory, ought not, I think, to have

leagued himself with any party, but mitjht have awaited, well assured that the

general voice must have carried him into full possession of power. I am Sony ho

has acted otherwise, and argue no good from it, though when or how the evil is to

come I cannot pretend to say.
" My best compliments wait on your fireside. I conclude you see Lady Louisa

Stuart very often, which is a happiness to be envied

Ever yours, most kindly,
Walter Scott."

I received, some years ago, from a veiy modest and intelligent

voung man, the late Mr. Robert Hogg (a nephew of the Ettrick Shep-

herd), employed in 1827 as a reader- in Ballantyne's printing-office, a

letter for which this is perhaps the most proper place.

To J. G. Lockhai-t,- Esq.
"
Edinburgh, 16tli Februao'. 1^33.

"Sir,

"Having been for a few days employed by Sir Walter Scott, when he wa,^

finishing his Life of Buonaparte, to copy papers connected with that work, and to

write occasionally to his dictation, it may perhaps be in my power to mention some

circumstances relative to Sir Walter's habits of composition, which could not fall

under the observation of any one except a person i^i
the same situation with myselt,

and which are therefore not unlikely to pass altogether without notice.

" When, at Sir Walter's request, I waited upon him to be informrd of the busi-

ness in which he needed my assistance, after stating it, he asked me it I was an

early riser, and added that it would be no great hardship for me, being a young

man, to attend him the next morning at six o'clock. I was punctual, and tound Sir

Walter already busy writing. He appointed my tasks, and ag-ain sat down at his

own desk. We continued to write during the regular work hours till six oVIiH-k m
the evening, without interruption, except to take breakfast and dinner, which wert>

served in 'the room beside us, so that no time was lost ;
—we rose from our desks

when every thing was ready, and resumed our labours when the meals were ovor.

I need not tell you that during these inter\-als Sir \V alter conversed with me a3 iJ I

Had been on a level of perfect equality with himself.
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" I had no notion it was possible for any man to undorjo the fati^e of composi-
tion for so lonjr a time at once, and Sir Waller acknowledfred he did not usually
subject himself to so much exertion, thoufrh it seemed to be only the manual part
of tiie operation that occasioned him any inconvenience. Once or twice he desired

me to relieve him, and dictated while I wrote with as much rapidity as I was able.

1 have performed the same service to several other persons, most of whom walked

up and down the apartment while excogitating what was to he committed to writing ;

they sometimes stopt too, and, like those who fail in a leap and return upon their

course to take the advantage of another race, endeavoured to hit upon something
additional by perusing over my shoulder what was already set down,—mending a

phrase perhaps, or recasting a sentence, till they should recover their wind. None
of these aids were necessary to Sir Walter : his thoughts flowed easily and felici-

tously, without any difficulty to lay hold of them or to find appropriate language;
which was evident by the absence of all solicitude (miseri'a co^itandi) from his

countenance. He sat in his chair, from which he rose now and then, took a volume
from the bookcase, consulted it, and restored it to the shelf—all without intermission

in the current of ideas, which continued to be delivered with no less readiness than
if his mind had been wholly occupied with the words he was uttering. It soon
became apparent to me, however, that he was carrying on two distinct trains of

thought, one of which was already arranged and in the act of being spoken, while
at the same time he was in advance considering what was afterwards to be said.

This I discovered by his sometimes introducing a word which was wholly out of

place
—entertained instead of denied, for example,—but which I presently found to

belong to the next sentence, perhaps four or five lines farther on, which he had been

preparing at the verj- moment that he gave me the words of the one that preceded
it. Extemporaneous orators of course, and no doubt many wTJters, think as rapidly
as was done by Sir Walter; but the mind is wholly occupied with what the lips
are uttering or the pen is tracing. I do not remember any other. instance in which
it could be said that two threads were kept hold of at once—connected with each
other indeed, but grasped at diflferent points. I was, as I have said, two or three

days beside Sir Walter, and had repeated opportunities of observing the same thing.—I am, Sir, respectfully, your obliged humble servant,

Robert Hogg."

The Life of Buonaparte, then, was at last published about the mid-
dle of June 1827. Two years had elapsed since Scott began it; but,

by a careful comparison of dates, I have arrived at the conclusion

that, his expeditions to Ireland and Paris, and the composition of novels

and critical miscellanies being duly allowed for, the liistorical task

occupied hardly more than twelve months. The book was closely

printed ; in fact those nine volumes contain as much letter-press as

Waverley, Guy Mannering, the Antiquary, the Monastery, and the

Legend of Montrose, all put together. If it had been printed on the

original model of those novels, the Life of Buonaparte would have
filled from thirteen to fourteen volumes :

—the work of one twelve-

month—done in the midst of pain, sorrow, and ruin.

The magnitude of the theme, and the copious detail with which it

was treated, appear to have frightened the critics of the time. None
of our great Reviews grappled with the book at all ; nor am I so pre-

sumptuous as to undertake what they shrunk from. The general

curiosity with which it was expected, and the satisfaction with which

high and candid minds perused it, cannot I believe be better described

than in the words of the author's most illustrious literary contemporary.

" Walter Scott." says Goethe,
"
passed his childhood among the stirring scenes

of the American War, and was a youth of seventeen or eighteen when the French
Revolution broke out. Now well advanced in the fifties, having all along beeu
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favourably placed for observation, he proposes to lay before us his view
lections of the important events through which he baa Hvid. 'n„.
easiest, the most celebrated narrator of the century, undertakes to wnle ibe history
of his own time.

'

" What expectations the announcement of such a work must have excited in mr.
will be understood by any one who remembers that \, twenty y«ar«i ol!-

iScott, conversed with Paoli in the twentieth year of my age, and with N
himself in the sixtieth.

*

"Through that long series of years, coming more or less into contact with thn
great doings of the world, I failed not to think seriously on what was

pa<<i*in(t
around me, and, after my own fashion, to connect so many extraordinary mulatiooi
into something like arrangement and interdependence.
"What could now be more delightful to me than leisurely and calnilv to sit

down and listen to the discourse of such a man, while clearly, truly, and with all

the skill of a great artist, he recalls to me the incidents on which through life I

have meditated, and the influence of which is still daily in operation ?"—Kunat und
JItherthum.

The lofty impartiality with which Scott treats the personal cha-
racter of Buonaparte was, of course, sure to make all ultra-politicians
at home and abroad condemn his representation ; and an equally gene-
ral and better founded exception was taken to the lavish imatrcry of
his historical style. He despised the former clamour—to the latter ho
bowed submissive. He could not, whatever character he might wish
to assume, cease to be one of the greatest of poets. Metaphorical
illustrations, which men born with prose in their souls hunt for pain-

fully, and find only to murder, were to him the natural and necessary
offspring and playthings of ever-teeming fancy. He could not write
a note to his printer

—he could not speak to himself in his Diary
—

without introducing them. Few will say that his historical stvic is,

on the whole, excellent ; none that it is perfect ; but it is completely
unaffected, and therefore excites nothing of the unpleasant feeling
with which we consider the elaborate artifices of a tar greater histo-

rian—the greatest that our literature can boast—Gibbon. The rapi-

dity of the execution infers many inaccuracies as to minor matters of

fact: but it is nevertheless true that no inaccuracy in the smallest

degree affecting the character of the book as a fair record of great
events, has to this hour been detected even by the malevolent inge-

nuity of Jacobin and Buonapartist pamphleteers. Even the most iios-

tile examiners were obliged to acknowledge that the gigantic career

of their idol had been traced, in its leading features, with wonderful

truth and spirit. No civilian, it was universally admitted, had ever

before described modern battles and campaigns with any approach to

his daring and comprehensive felicity. The public, ever unwilling to

concede a new species of honour to a name already covered with

distinction, listened eajrerlv for a while to the indic:nant reclamations

of nobodies, whose share in mighty transactions had been omitted, or

slightly misrepresented ; but, ere long, all these pompous rec/ifications

were summed up
—and found to constitute nothini; but a contemptible

monument of self-deluding vanity. The work, devoured at first with

breathless delight, had a shade thrown over it for a time by the perti-

nacious blustering of these angry Lilliputians ; but it has now emerged,

slowly and surely, from the mist of suspicion
—and few, whoso opinions

deserve much attention, hesitate to avow their conviction that, who-
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ever may be the Polybius of the modern Hannibal, posterity will

recognise his Livy in Scott.

Woodstock, as we have seen, placed upwards of £8000 in the

hands of Sir Walter's creditors. Tiic Napoleon (first and second

editions) produced for them a sum which it even now startles me to

mention—£18.000. As by the time the historical work was pub-
lished, nearly half of the First Series of Chronicles of the Canongatc
had been written, it is obvious that the amount to which Scott's literary

industry, from the close of 1825, to the 10th of June, 1827, had dimi-

nished his debt, cannot be stated at less than £28.000. Had health

been spared him, how soon must he have freed himself from all his

encumbrances !

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

EXCURSION TO ST. ANDREWS— DEATHS OF LADY DIANA SCOTT— CONSTA-
BLE— AND CANNING— EXTRACT FROM MR. ADOLPHUSS MEMORANDA—
AFFAIR OF GENERAL GOURGAUD— LETTER TO MR. CLERK— BLYTHSWOOD
—COREHOUSE— DUKE OF WELLINGTONS VISIT TO DURHAM— DINNER IN

THE CASTLE— SUNDERLAND— RAVENSWORTH -ALNWICK — \'ERSES TO
SIR CUTHBERT SHARP— AFFAIR OF ABUD AND CO.— PUBLICATION OF THE
CHRONICLES OF THE CANONGATE, SERIES FIRST—AND OF THE FIRST TALES
OF A GRANDFATHER— ESSAY ON PLANTING. &c.— MISCELLANEOUS PROSE
WORKS COLLECTED— SALE OF THE WAVERLEY COPYRIGHTS— DIVIDEND
TO CREDITORS.—JUNE— DECEMBER— lS-27.

Mv wife and I spent the summer of 1827, partly at a sea-batliing

place near Edinburgh, and partly in Roxburghshire ; and I shall, in

my account of the sequel of this year, draw, as it may happen, on Sir

Walter's Diary, his letters, the memoranda of friendly visiters, or my
own recollections. The arrival of his daughter and her children at

Portobello was a source of constant refreshment to him daring June ;

for every other day he came down and dined there, and strolled about

afterwards on the beach ; thus interrupting, beneficially for his health,

and I doubt not for the result of his labours also, the new custom of

regular nijrht-work, or, as he called it, of serving double-tides. When
the Court released him, and he returned to Abbotsford, his family did

what they could to keep him to his ancient evening habits ; but nothing
was so useful as the presence of his invalid grandson. The poor child

was at this time so far restored as to be able to sit his pony again;
and Sir Walter, w-ho had, as the reader observed, conceived, the very
dav he finished Napoleon, the notion of putting together a series of

stories oil the history of Scotland, somewhat in the manner of Mr.

Croker's on that of England, rode daily among the woods wuth his

"
Hugh Littlcjohn," and told the tale, and ascertained that it suited the

comprehension of boyhood, before he reduced it to writing. Sibyl

Grey had been dismissed in consequence of the accident at the Cat-

rail ; and he had now stooped his pride to a sober, steady creature, of

very humble blood ; dun, with black mane and legs ; by name Douce



ST. ANDREWS— JUNE, 1827. 577

Davie, alias the Covenanter. This, the hisi nf his steeds by the way,
had been previously in the possession of a jolly old jaird in a nci"li-

bouring county, and acquired a distiii'^niishcd reptitatioii by its skill in

carrying him home safely when dead drunk. Douce |)uvjr, on surjj

occasions, accommodated himself to the swerving balance of liis rider

with such nice discrimination, that, on the laird's death, the country
people expected a vigorous competition for tlie sagacious auiifinl ; but
the club-companions of tiie detunct stood oil" to a man, when it was
understood that the Sherifl" coveted the succession.

The Chronicles of the Canongate proceeded pari passu with these

historical tales; and both works were publishecl bcf<jre the end of the

year, lie also superintended, at the same time, the first collection of

his Prose Miscellanies, in six volumes 8vo.—several articles being
remodelled and extended to adapt them for a more permanent sort of

existence than had been originally tJiought of. Moreover, Sir Walter

penned, that autumn, his beautiful and instructive ])apcr on the Plant-

ing of Waste Lands, which is indeed no other than a jirecious chapter
of his autobiography, for the Quarterly Review.* What he wrote of

new matter between June and December, fills from five to six volumes

in the late uniform edition of his works ; but all this was light and

easy after the perilous drudgery of the preceding eighteen months.

The Blair-Adam Club, this year, had their head-quarters at Charlc-

ton, in Fife—the seat of the founder's son-in-law, Mr. Anstruther

Thomson ; and one of their drives was to the two ancient mansions

of Ely and Balcasky.
" The latter," says Sir Walter in his Diary,

''put me in mind of poor Philip Anstruther, dead and gone many a

long year since. He was a fine, gallant, light-hearted young sailor.

I remember the story of his drawing on liis father for some cash,

vvhich produced an angry letter from old Sir Robert, to which Philip

replied, that if he did not know how to write like a gentleman, he did

not desire any more of his correspondence. Balcasky is much dilapi-

dated; but they are restoring the house in the good old style, with its

terraces and yew hedges."
Another morning was given to St. Andrews, which one of the party

had never before visited.
'• The ruins," he says,

" liave been lately

cleared out. They had been chiefly magnificent from their size, not

their richness in ornament.f I did not go up to St. Rule's Tower, as

on former occasions ; this is a falling of!', for when before did I remain

sitting below when there was a steeple to be ascended '.
—But the

rheumatism has begun to change that vein for some time past, though
I think this is the first decided sign of acquiescence in my lot. I sat

down on a grave-stone, and recollected the first visit I made to St.

Andrews, now thirty-four years ago. What changes in my feelings,

and my fortunes have since then'taken place !
—some for the better,

many for the worse. I remembered the name I then carved in runic

* See INIiscellaneous Prose Works (edition 1836) vol. xsi.

t I believe there is no doubt that the ;AIotropolitan Cathedral of Pt. Andrews had hccn

the lon^psi in Europe—a very remarkable fact, wlien one thinks of tlie snialincss and

poverty of the country. It is stated, with minute calculations, and much exultation, by an

old Scotch writer—"Vo.'HSfnus {i. e. Wilson)—in his once celebrated treatise Dt Ttan-

quillUate Anitni.

Vol. II. 3 X 49
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characters on the turf beside the castlc-gatc, and I asked why it should

still agitate my heart. But my friends came down from the tower,
and the t'oolish idea was chased away."
On the 22d of July, his Diary bears the date of Mi7ito. He then

says—

"We rubbed up some recollections of twenty years ago, when I was more inti-

mate in the family, till Wlii<T and Tory separated us for a time. By the way,
nobody talks Wliig- or Tory just now, and the fightinj^ men on each side go about

muzzled and mute, like dogs after a proclamation about canine madness. Am I

sorry for this truce or not'? Half and half. It is all we have left to stir the blood,

this little political brawling. But better too little of it than too much. Here I

have received news of two deaths at once; Lady Die Scott, my very old friend,

and Archibald Constable, the bookseller."

He adds next day—
"Yes! they are both, for very different reasons, subjects of reflection. Lady

Diana Scott, widow of Walter Scott of Harden, was the last person whom I recol-

lect so much older than myself, that she kept always at the same distance in point
of age, so that she scarce seemed older to me (relatively) two years ago, when in

her ninety-second year, than fifty years before. She was the daughter (alone

remaining) of Pope's Earl of Marchmont, and, like her father, had an acute mind,
and an eager temper. She was always kind to me, remarkably so indeed when I

was a boy.—Constable's death might have been a most important thing to me if it

had happened some years ago, and I should then have lamented it much. He has

lived to do me some injury ; yet, excepting the last £5000, I think most uninten-

tionally. He was a prince of booksellers ; his views sharp, powerful, and liberal ;

too sanguine, however, and like many bold and successful schemers, never knowing
when to stand or stop, and not always calculating his means to his object with
mercantile accuracy. He was very vain, for which he had some reason, having
raised himself to great commercial eminence, as he might also, with good manage-
ment, have attained great wealth. He knew, I think, more of the business of a

bookseller, in planning and executing popular works, than any man of his time.

In books themselves he had much bibliographical information, but none whatever
that could be termed literary. He knew the rare volumes of his library not only

by the eye, but by the touch, when blindfolded. Thomas Thomson saw him make
this experiment, and that it might be complete, placed in his hand an ordinary
volume instead of one of thtse libri rariores. He said he had over-estimated his

memory ; he could not recollect that volume. Constable was a violent tempered
man with those he dared use freedom with. He was easily overawed by people of

consequence; but, as usual, took it out of those whom poverty made subservient

to him. Yet he was generous, and far from bad-hearted :—in person good-looking,
but very corpulent latterly ; a large feeder, and deep drinker, till his health became
weak. He died of water in the chest, which the natural strength of his constitu-

tion set long at defiance. I have no great reason to regret him
; yet I do. If he

deceived me, he also deceived himself."

Constable's spirit had been effectually broken by his downiall. To

stoop from being primus absque secundo among the Edinburgh book-

sellers, to be the occupant of an obscure closet of a shop, without

capital, without credit, all his mighty undertakings abandoned or gone
into other hands, except indeed his JMiscellany, which he had now no
resources for pushing on in the fashion he once contemplated

—this

reverse was too much for that proud heart. He no longer opposed a

determined mind to the ailments of the body, and sunk on ihe 21st of

this month, having, as I am told, looked long ere he took to his bed at

least ten years older than he was. He died in his 54th year ;'
but into

that space he had crowded vastly more than the usual average of zeal
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and energy, of liilarity and triLunph, nnd
pcrhrn)s of anxit^ty and

misery.

About this time the rumour became prevalent that Mr. Canning's
hcahh was breakinf^ up among toils and mortifK-aiioiH of another
order, and Scott's Diary lias some striking entries oi\ iliis

|)ainful sub-

ject. Meeting Lord Melville casually at the seat of a (oinmMH irirnil

towards the end of .Inly, he says,
" I was sorry to see my very old friond, this upriirht statesman and honourable

gentleman, deprived of his power, and his oflicinl income, which the numhpr <.f his

family must render a matter of importance. Ho was cheerful, not
alTeciedly so,

and bore his declension like a wise and hrave man. ('aniiini,f said thi' ofiicp of
Premier was his by inheritance ; he could not, from constitution, hold it above two

years, and then it would descend to Peel. Such is ambition! Old friends forsaken—old principles chanfred—every effort used to ijive the vessel of the State a new
direction, and all to be Palinurus for two years !"

Of the 10th of August
—when the news of Mr. Canning's death

reached Abbotsford—and the day following, are these entries:—
"The death of the Premier is announced—late (leorijf ('anniiiiT—the witty, the

accomplished, the ambitious ;
—he who had toiled thirty years, and involved himself

in the most harassing discussions, to attain this dizzy height; he who had held it

for three months of intrigue and obloquy—and now a heap of dust, and that is all.

He was an early and familiar friend of mine, through my intimacy with (Jeorge
Ellis. No man possessed a gayer and more playful wit in society ; no one, since

Pitt's time, had more commanding sarcasm in debate ; in the House of (.'ommons
he was the terror of that species of orators called the Yelpers. His lash fetched

away both skin and flesh, and would have penetrated the hide of a rhinoceros. In

his conduct as a statesman he had a great fault; he lent himself too willingly to

intrigue. Thus he got into his quarrel with Lord Castlereagh, and lost credit with
the country for want of openness. Thus, too, he got involved with the Queen's

party to such an extent, that it fettered him upon that miserable occasion, and

obliged him to butter Sir Robert Wilson with dear friend, and gallant general, and
so forth. The last composition with the Whigs was a sacrifice of principle on both

sides. I have some reason to think they counted on getting rid of him in two or

three years. To me Canning was always personally most kind. I saw, with pain,
a great change in his health when I met him at Colonel Bolton's, at Storrs, in IH25.

In London last year I thought him looking better. My nerves have for these two
or three last days been susceptible of an acute excitement from the slightest causes ;

the beauty of the evening, the sighing of the summer breeze, bring the tears into

my eyes not unpleasantly. But 1 must take exercise, and case-harden myself.
There is no use in encourafjincr these moods of the mind.

"
August 11.—Wrote nearly five pages ; then walked. A visit from Henry Scott ;

nothing known as yet about politics. A High Tory Administration would be a

great evil at this time. There are repairs in the structure of our constitution which

ought to be made at this season, and without which the people will not long be

silent. A pure Whig Administration would probably play the devil by attempting
a thorough repair. As to a compound, or melo-dramatic Ministry, the parts out ot

which such a one could be organized just now are at a terrible discount in p\iblic

estimation, nor will they be at par in a hurry again. The pu!)lic were genenilly

shocked at the complete lack of principle testified on the late occasion, and by some

who till then had high credit. The Duke of Wellington has risen by his firmness

on the one side. Earl Grey on the other."

He receiyed, about this time, a third visit from Mr. .T. I.. Adolphiis.

The second occurred in August 1824, and since that time they had

not met. I transcribe a few paragraphs from my friend's memoranda,

on which I formerly drew so larf^eiy : He says—
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"
Calamity had borne heavily upon Sir Walter in the interval ; but the painful

and anxious fooliniT with which a friend is approached for the first time under such

circumstances, gave way at once to the unassumed serenity of his manner. There

were some sijrns of ajre about him wiiich the mere lapse of time would scarcely
have accounted for; but his spirits were abated only, not broken; if they had sunk,

they had sunk equably and jrontly. It was a declining, not a clouded sun. I do

not remember, at tliis period, hearing him make any reference to the afflictions he

had suffered, except once, when, speaking of his Life of Napoleon, he said ' he

knew that it had some inaccuracies, but he believed it w^ould be found right in all

essential points;' and then added, in a quiet, but affecting tone, 'I could have done

it better, if I could have written at more leisure, and with a mind more at ease.'

One morning a party was made to breakfast at Chiefswood ; and any one who on

that occasion looked at and heard vSir Walter Scott, in the midst of his children,

and grand-children, and friends, must have rejoiced to see that life still yielded him
a store of pleasures, and that his heart was as open to their influence as ever.

" I was much struck by a few words which fell from him on this subject a short

time afterwards. After mentioning an accident which had spoiled the promised

pleasure of a visit to his daughter in London, he then added,
'
I am like Seged,

Lord of Ethiopia, in the Rambler, who said that he would have ten happy days,
and all turned to disappointment. But, however, I have had as much happiness
in my time as most men, and I must not complain now.' I said that, whatever

had been his share of happiness, no man could have laboured better for it. He
answered,

' I consider the capacity to labour as part of the happiness I have

enjoyed.'
" Abbotsford was not much altered since 1824. I had then seen it complete

even to the statue of ^laida at the door, though in 18-24 old Maida was still alive,

and now and then raised a majestic bark from behind the house. It was one of the

little scenes of Abbotsford life which should have been preserved by a painter,
when Sir Walter strolled out in a sunny morning to caress poor Maida, and con-

dole with him upon being so '

very frail ;' the aged hound dragging his gaunt limbs

forward, painfully, yet with some remains of dignity, to meet the hand and catch

the deep affectionate tones of his master.
" The greatest observable difference which the last three years had made in the

outward appearance of Abbotsford, was in the advanced growth of the plantations.
Sir Walter now showed me some rails and palisades, made of their wood, with
more self-complacency than I ever saw him betray on any other subject. The
garden did not appear to interest him so much, and the ' mavis and merle' were,

upon principle, allowed to use their discretion as to the fruit. His favourite after-

noon exercise was to ramble through his grounds, conversing with those who
accompanied him, and trimming his young trees with a large knife. Never have I

received an invitation more gladly than when he has said,
' If you like a walk in

the plantations, I will bestow my tediousness upon you after one o'clock.' His
conversation at such times ran in that natural, easy, desultory course, which accords
so well with the irregular movements of a walk over hill and woodland, and which
he has himself described so well in his Epistle to Mr. Skene.* I remember with

particular pleasure one of our walks through the romantic little ravine of the

Huntly-Burn. Our progress was leisurely, for the path was somewhat difficult to

him. Occasionally he would stop, and, leaning on his walking-stick and fixing
his eyes on those of the hearer, pour forth some sonorous stanza of an old poem
applicable to the scene, or to the last subject of the conversation. Several times

we paused to admire the good taste, as it seemed, with which his great Highland
staghound Nimrod always displa3'^ed himself on those prominent points of the little

glen, where his figure, in combination with the scenery, had the most picturesque
effect. Sir Walter accounted for this by observing that the situations were of that

kind which the dog's instinct would probably draw him to if looking out for game.
In speaking of the Huntly-Burn I used the word '

brook.' '
It is hardly that,' said

he^ 'it is just a runnel.' Emerging into a more open countrjs we saw a road a
little below us, on each side of which were some feather}' saplings. 'I like,' he
said,

' that way of giving an eyelash to the road.' Independently of the recollec-

tions called up by particular objects, his eye and mind always seemed to dwell

» See Poetical Works, Vol. VII., p. 18^.
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with a perfect com])lacenoy on his own portion of the vale of Tweed : he usttl i.>

say that he did not know a more • livcabh'' country.
" A substitute for walkino^, which he always very chcrrfully used, and which al

last became his only resource for any distant excursion, was a rid« in a four-

wheeled open carriatre, holding four persons, but not absohiicly luniiid to that
number on an emergency. Tame as this exercise mi<iht bo in cf>mi>ariHon with

riding on horseback, or with walkinjj under propitious circumstances, yet as he
"was rolled alonj to Melrose, or Bowhill, or Yair, his spirits always freshened; the

air, the sounds, the familiar yet romantic scenes, wakened up all the poetry of liiii

thoughts, and happy were they who heard it resolve itself into words. At the

sight of certain objects
—for example, in passing the green fiundations of the little

chapel of Lindean, where the body of the ' Dark Knight of Liddesdale' was depo-
sited, on its way to Melrose, it would, 1 suppose, have been impossible for him, unless

with a companion hopelessly unsusceptible or prc-occupied, to forbear some passing
comment, some harping (if the word may be favourably used) on the tradition of

the place. This was, perhaps, what he called 'bestowing his tediousness ;' but

if anj"^ one could think these effusions tedious because they often broke forth, such
a man might have objected against the rushing of the Tweed, or the stirring of the

trees in the wind, or any other natural melody, that he had heard the same thing
before.

" Some days of my visit were marked by an almost perpetual confinement to the

house; the rain being incessant. But the evenings were as bright and cheerful as

the atmosphere of the days was dreary. Not that the gloomiest morning could

ever be wearisome under a roof where, independently of the resources in society
which the house afforded, the visiter might ransack a librar)', unique, I suppose, in

some of its collections, and in all its departments interesting and characteristic of

the founder. So many of the volumes were enriched with anecdotes or comments
in his own hand, that to look over his books was in some degree conversing with
him. And sometimes this occupation was pleasantly intemiptcd by a snatch of

actual conversation with himself, when he entered from his own room, to consult

or take away a book. How often have I heard with pleas.ire, after a long silence,

the uneven step, the point of the stick striking against the floor, and then seen the

poet himself emerge from his study, with a face of thought but yet of cheerfulness,

followed perhaps by Nimrod, who stretched his limbs and yawned, as if tired out

with some abstruse investigation." On one of the rainy days I have alluded to, when walking at the usual hour

became hopeless. Sir Walter asked me to sit with him while he continued his

morning occupation, giving me, for my own employment, the publications of the

Bannatyne Club. His study, as I recollect it, was strictly a work-room, though
an elegant one. It had been fancifully decked out in pictures, but it had, 1 think,

very few articles of mere ornament. The chief of these was the print of Stothard's

Canterbury Pilgrims, which hung over the chimney-piece, and, from the place

assigned to it, must have been in great favour, though Sir Walter made the cha-

racteristic criticism upon it, that, if the procession were to move, the young squire
who is prancing in the fore-ground would in another minute be over his horse's

head. The shelves were stored with serviceable hooks ; one door opened into the

great library, and a hanging-stair within the room itself communicated with his

bedroom. It would have been a good lesson to a desultory student, or even to a

moderately active amanuensis, to see the unintermitted energy with which Sir

Weaker Scott applied liimself to his work. I conjectured that he was at this time

writing the Tales of a Grandfather. When we "had sat down to our respective

employments, the stillness of the room was unbroken, except by the light rattle of

the rain against the windows, and the dashing trot of Sir Walter's pen over his

paper; sounds not ver}' unlike each other, and which seemed to vie together in

rapidity and continuance. Sometimes, when he stopped to consult a book, a short

dialogue would take place upon the subjects with which I was occupied ; about

Mary Queen of Scots, perhaps, or Viscount Dundee ; or, again, the silence might
he broken for a moment by some rnerry outcry in the hall, from one of the little

grandchildren, which would half waken Nimrod, or Bran, or Spice, as lliey slept

at Sir Walter's feet, and produce a growl or a stifled bark, not in anger, but by

way of protest. For matters like these, work did not proceed the worse, nor, as it

seemed to me, did Sir Walter feel at all discomposed by such interruptions as a

49*
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mossafre, or the entrance of a visiter. One door of his study opened into the hall,
and there did not appear to be any understanding that he should not be disturbed.
At the end of our morninfr wr attempted a sortie, but had made only a little way
in the shrubbery-walks overlooking the Tweed, when the rain drove us back. The
river, swollen and discoloured, swept by majestically, and the sight drew from Sir
Walter his favourite lines—

•
I've scon Tweed's silver streams, flittering in the sunny beams,
Turn drumly and dark, as they roll'd on their way.'

There could not have been a better moment for appreciatingr the imagery of the last
line. I think it was in this short walk that he mentioned to me, with great satis-

faction, the favourable prospects of his literary industry, and spoke sanguinely of

retrieving his 'Josses with the booksellers.'
" Those who have seen Abbotsford will remember that there is at the end of the

hall, opposite to the entrance of the library, an arched door-way leading to other
rooms. One night some of the party observed that,l)y an arrangement'' of light,
easily to be imagined, a luminous space was formed upon the library door, in which
the shadow of a person standing in the opposite archway made a very imposing
appearance, the body of the hall remaining quite dark. Sir Walter had some time
before told his friends of the deception of sight (mentioned in his Demonologv)which made him for a moment imagine a figure of Lord BjTon standing in the same
liall.* The discoverers of the little phantasmagoria which I have just described,
called

to^him
to come and see iheir ghost. Whether he thought that raising ghosts

at a man's door was not a comely amusement, or whether the parody upon a cir-
cumstance which had made some impression upon his own fancy was a little too

strong, he certainly did not enter into the jest." On the subjects commonly designated as the '

marvellous,' his mind was sus-

ceptible, and it Avas delicate. He loved to handle them in his own manner and at
his own season, not to be pressed with them, or brought to anv thing like a test of
belief or disbelief respecting them. There is, perhaps, in most minds, a point more
or less advanced, at v/hich incredulity on these subjects maybe found to waver.
Sir W alter Scott, as it seemed to me, never cared to ascertain very precisely where
this point lay in his own mental constitution ; still less, I suppose, did he wish the

investigation to be seriously pursued by others. In no instance, however, was his

colloquial eloquence more striking than when he was well launched in some ' tale
of wonder.' The storj' came from him with an equally good grace, whether it was
to receive a natural solution, to be smiled at as merely fantastical, or to take its
chance of a serious reception."

About the close of August, Sir Walter's Diary is chiefly occupied
%vith an atiair which, as the reader of the previous chapter is aware,
did not come altogether unexpectedly on him. Among the documents
laid before him in the Colonial Office, when he was in London at the
close of 1S2G, were some which represented one of Buonaparte's
attendants at St. Helena, General Gourgaud, as having been guilty of

gross unfairness, giving the English Government private information
that the Emperor's complaints of ill-usage were utterly unfounded,
and yet then, and afterwards, aidinij and assisting the' delusion in

France as to the harshness of Sir Hudson Lowe's conduct towards
his captive. Sir Walter, when using these remarkable documents,
guessed that Gourgaud might be inclined to fix a personal quarrel on
himself; and there now appeared in the newspapers a succession of
hints that the General was seriously bent on this purpose. He applied,
as " Colonel Grogg" would have done forty years before, to " The Ba-
ronet."

• See Scott's Letters on Deraonology and Witchcraft, p. 38.
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DiARV.—"Jun'us/ 27.—A singular letter from a lady,:
novel of hers. That won't pass. Cadell transmits a noiic>

that Goiirjfaud has <^one, or is ijoiiirr, to London; and tht-
IjiblmpoliHi m m a gt««at

funk. I lack some part of his instinct. 1 have done Gourfj-.iud no wron«». I liav--

written to Will Clerk, who has mottle in him, and will think of my houuor, a» welt
as my safety."

To JVilliam Clerk, Eiuj., Hose Cmtrt, Edinburgh.
"

Abliot!ifur>l, 27lh Augtwt nar

"My dear Clerk,
" I am about to claim an especial service from you in the name of our long anil

intimate friendship. I understand, from a passajije in the French papers, tiiat (;. n. -

ral Gourijaud has, or is about to set out for London, to verify the facts averred ci; -

cerning him in my history of Napoleon. Now, in case of a i)crs(jnal appeal to me.
I have to say that his confessions to Uaron Sturmcr, Count Malmain, and others ai

St. Helena, confirmed by him in various recorded conversations with Mr. Goulburn,
then Under Secretary of State—were documents of a historical nature whirh I

found with others in the Colonial Oflice, and was therefore perfectly entitled to use.

If his language has been misrepresented, he has certainly been very unfortunate ;

for it has been misrepresented by four or live different people to whom he said the

same things, true or false he knows best. I also acted with delicacy towards him.

leaving out whatever related to his private quarrels with IJertrand, ^;c., so that, ia

fact, he has no reason to complain of me, since it is ridiculous to suppose I was to

suppress historical evidence, furnished by him voluntarily, because his present sen-

timents render it unpleasing for him that those which he formerly entertained siiouhl

be known. Still, like a man who finds himself in a scrape, (ienenil Gourgaud may
wish to fight himself out of it, and if the quarrel should be thrust on me—why, /

will not baulk him, Jackie. lie shall not dishonouj the country through my sides, I

can assure him. I have, of course, no wish to bring the thing to such an arbitre-

ment. Now, in this case, I shall have occasion for a sensible and resolute friend,

and I naturally look for him in the companion of my youth, on whose firmness and

sagacity I can with such perfect confidence rely. If you can do me this oflice oi

friendship, will you have the kindness to let me know where or how we can tonu

a speedy junction, should circumstances require it.

"After all, the matter may be a Parisian un dit. But it is best to be prepared.

The passages are in the ninth volume of the book. Pray look at them. 1 have an

official copy of the principal communication. Of the others I have abridged

extracts. Should he desire to see them, I conceive I cannot refuse to give him

copies, as it is likely they may not admit him to the Colonial Office. But if \w

asks any apology or explanation for having made use of his name, it is my purpose

to decline it and stand to consequences. I am aware I could niareh oil' upon the

privileges of literature, and so forth, but I have no taste for that species of retreat :

and if a gentleman says to me I have injured him, however captious the quarrel

may be, Aertainly do not think, as a man of honour, I can avoid giving him satis-

faction, without doing intolerable injury to my own feelings, and giving rise to tl.e

most malignant animadversions. I need not say that I shall be anxious to iu\i'

from you, and that I always am, dear Clerk, affectionately yours,

WaLTKR StOTT."

DixKV.—''September 4.—William Clerk quite ready and willing to stand my
friend if Gourgaud should come my road. He agrees with me that there is no rea-

son why he should turn on me, but that if he does, reason or none, it is best to

stand bluff to him. It appears to me that what is least forgiven in a man ot any

mark or likelihood, is want of that article blackguardly called pluck. All the nu-

qualities of genius cannot make amends for it. We are told the genius ot poets.

especially, is irreconcilable with this species of grenadier accomplishment. It so.

quel chien de genre I

''September 10.—Gourgaud 's wrath has burst forth in a very distant clap of thun-

der, in which he accuses me of contriving, with the Ministry, to slander his ra? of

a reputation. He be d d for a fool, to make his case worse by slining. 1 shul
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only revenge myself by publishinjj tlip whole extracts I made from the records of

the Colonial Oflice, in which he will find enough to make him bite his nails.

"
September 17.—Received from .Tames Ballantyne the proofs of my Reply, with

some cautious balaani from mine honest friend, alarmed by a Highland colonel, who
had described Gourgaud as a maurais Garcon, famous fencer, marksman, and so

forth. 1 wrote, in answer, wliidi is true, that I hopcMl all my friends would trust

to my acting with proper caution and advice ; but tliat if I were capable, in a mo-
ment of weakness, of doing any thing short of what my honour demanded, I should

die the death of a poisoned rat in a hole, out of mere sense of my own degradation.
God knows, tliat, thousjh life is placid enough with me, I do not feel any thing to

attach me to it so strongly as to occasion my avoiding any risk which duty to my
character may demand from me. I set to work with the Tales of a Grandfather,
second volume, and finished four pages."

To the Editor of the Edinburgh Weekly Journal.

"
Abbotsford, Sept. 14, 1827.

"
Sir,—I observed in the London papers which I received yesterday, a letter from

General Gourgaud, which I beg you will have the goodness to reprint, w-ith this

communication and the papers accompanying it.

" It appears, that the General is greatly displeased, because, availing myself of

formal official documents, I have represented him, in my Life of Buonaparte, as

communicating to the British Government and the representatives of others, of the

Allied Powers, certain statements in matter, which he seems at present desirous to

deny or disavow, though in what degree, or to what extent, he has not explicitly
stated.

"
Upon these grounds, for I can discover no other. General Gourgaud has been

pleased to charge me, in the most intemperate terms, as the agent of a plot, con-

trived liy the late British Ministers, to slander and dishonour him. I will not

attempt to imitate the General either in his eloquence or his invective, but confine

myself to the simple fact, that his accusation against me is as void of truth as it is

of plausibility. I undertook, and carried on, the task of w'riting the Life of Na-

poleon Buonaparte, without the least intercourse with, or encouragement from, the

Ministry of the time, or any person connected with them ; nor was it imtil my task

was very far advanced, that I asked and obtained permission from the Earl Bathurst,
then Secretary for the Colonial Department, to consult such documents as his office

aflforded, concerning the residence of Napoleon at St. Helena. His Lordship's libe-

rality, with that of INIr. Hay, the Lender Secretary, permitted me, in the month of

October last, personal access to the official records, when I inspected more than six-

teen quarto volumes of letters, from which I made memoranda or extracts at my
own discretion, unactuated by any feeling excepting the wish to do justice to all

parties,
" The papers relating to General Gourgaud and his communications were not

pointed out to me by any one. They occurred, in the course of my researches, like

other pieces of information, and were of too serious and important a character, veri-

fied as they were, to be omitted in the histor)\ The idea that, dated and authenti-

cated as they are, the)' could have been false documents, framed to mislead future

historians, seems as absurd, as it is positively false that they were fabricated on

any understanding with me, who had not at the time of their date the slightest

knowledge of their existence.
" To me, evidence, ex facie the most unquestionable, bore, that General Gour-

gaud had attested certain facts of importance to different persons, at different times
and places ; and it did not, I own, occur to me that what he is stated to have made
the subject of grave assertion and attestation, could or ought to be received as mat-
ter of doubt, because it rested only on a verbal communication made before respon-
sible witnesses, and was not concluded by any formal signature of the party. I

have been accustomed to consider a gentleman's word as equally worthy of credit

with his handwriting.
" At the same time, in availing myself of these documents, I felt it a duty to con-

fine myself entirely to those particulars which concerned the history of Napoleon,
his person and his situation at St. Helena ; omitting all subordinate matters in
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which General Gourgaud, in his communications with our Minister* and othm,
referred to transactions of a more private characlL-r, personal to hunwlf and oth.r
gentlemen residing at St. Helena. I shall observe thf siunc d,-,rri-,. ,,|'

far as possible, out of the sincere respect I entertain for tlic bonour :vi.

General Gourgaud's companions in exile, who niiglit justly ciimplan, ol' tni' lor

reviving the memory of ])ctty altercations; but out of no dcffrfiicc to (; ''

Gourgaud, 16 whom I owe none. The line which General Gourgaud hait ..

obliges me now, in respect to my own cliaracter, to lay tlic full evidt nn- b.

public
—

subject only to tbe above restriction—that it may appear hmv fjr i

out the account given of tliose transactions iu my Ilisti^ry of Najjoleou. i should
have been equally willing to have communicated my authorities to (Jencral (iour-

gaud in private, had he made such a request, accordinjj to the ordinary courti^aies

of society.
"

I trust that, upon reference to the Life of Napoleon, I shall be found to have
used the information these documents afforded with becoming respect to prtTat*«

feelings, and, at the same time, with tbe courage and candour due to the truth of

history. If I were capable of failing in either respect, I should despise myself as

much, if possible, as I do the resentment of General (Jourg;uid. The historian's

task of exculpation is of course ended, when he has published authorities of appa-
rent authenticity. If General Gourgaud shall undertake to prove that the subjoin-
ed documents are false and forged, in whole or in part, the burden of the proof will

lie with himself; and something better than the assertion of the party interested

aWU be necessary to overcome the testimony of Mr. Goulburn and the other evi-

dence.
" There is indeed another course. General Gourgaud may represent the whole

of his communications as a trick played off upon the English Ministers, in order
to induce them to grant his personal liberty. Ihit I cannot imitate the (Jeneral's

disregard of common civility so far as to suppose him capable of a total departure
from veracity, when giving evidence upon his word of honour. In representing the

Ex-Emperor's health as good, his finances as ample, his means of escape as easy
and frequent, while he knew his condition to be the reverse in every particular.
General Gourgaud must have been sensible, that the deceptive views thus impress-
ed on the British Ministers must have had the natural effect of adding to tbe rigours
of his patron's confinement. Napoleon, it must be recollected, would receive the

visits of no English physician in whom Sir Hudson Lowe seemed to repose confi-

dence, and he shunned, as much as possible, all intercourse with the British. Whom,
therefore, were Sir Hudson Lowe and the British Ministers to believe concerning
the real state of his health and circumstances, if they were to refuse credit to his

own aide-de-camp, an officer of distinction, whom no one could suppose guilty of

slandering his master for the purpose of obtaining a straight passage to England
for himself, instead of being subjected to the inconvenience of going round by the

Cape of Good Hope] And again, when General Gourgaud, having arrived ia

London, and the purpose of his supposed deception being fully»attained, continued

to represent Napoleon as feigning poverty whilst in affluence, affecting illness

whilst in health, and possessing ready means of escape whilst he was complaining
of unnecessary restraint—what effect could such statements produce on Lord

Bathurst and the other members of the British Ministry, except a disregard to

Napoleon's remonstrances, and a rigorous increase of every precaution necessary to

prevent his escape 1 They had the evidence of one of his most intimate personal
attendants to justify them for acting thus; and their own responsibility to Britair,,

and to Europe, for the safe custody of Napoleon, would have rendered them inex-

cusable had they acted otherwise.

"It is no concern of mine, however, liow the actual truth of the fact stands. It

is sufficient to me to have shown, that I have not laid to General (Jourgaud's charge
a single expression for which I had not the most indubitable authority. . If I have

heen guilty of over credulity in attaching more weight to General Gourg-aud's evi-

dence than it deserves, I am well taught not to repeat the error, and the world, too,

may profit by the lesson. I am, Sir, your humble servant,
Walter Scott."

To this letter Gourgaud made a fierv rejoinder ; but Scott declined

Vol. II. 3Y
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to prolong the paper war, simply stating in Ballantyne's print that

"while leaving the question to the decision of the British public, he

should have as little hesitation in referring it to the French nation,

provided the documents he had produced were allowed to be printed
in the French newspapers, /rom uhich hitherto they had been excluded.''*

And he would indeed have been idle had he said more than this, for

his cause had been taken up on the instant by every English Journal,

of whatever jiolitics.
and 7 he Times thus summed up it^ very effective

demolition of his antagonist :
—

" Sir Walter Scott did that which would have occurred to every honest man,
whose fair-doalinpf had violent imputations cast upon it. He produced his authori-

ties, extracted from the Colonial Office. To these General Gour^aud's present

pamphlet professes to be a reply ; but we do conscientiously declare, that with

every readiness to acknowledge—and, indeed, with every wish to discover—sorae-

thin<T like a defence of the character of General Gourgaud, whose good name has

alone been implicated
—

(for that of Sir Walter was abundantly cleared, even had

the official documents which he consulted turned out to be as false as they appear
to be unquestionable,)

—the charge against the General stands precisely where it

was before this ill-judged attempt at refutation was published ; and in no one

instance can we make out a satisfactory answer to the plain assertion, that Gour-

gaud had in repeated instances either betrayed Buonaparte, or sacrificed the truth.

In the General's reply to Sir Walter Scott's statement, there is enough, even to

satiety, of declamation against the English Government under Lord Castlereagh,
of subterfuge and equivocation with regard to the words on record against himself,
and of gross abuse and Billingsgate against the historian who has placarded him ;

but of direct and successful negative there is not one syllable. The aide-de-camp
of St. Helena shows himself to be nothing better than a cross between a blusterer

and a sophist."

Sir Walter's family were, of course, relieved from considerable

anxiety, when the newspapers ceased to give paragraphs about Gene-

ral Gourgaud ; and the blowing over of this alarm was particularly

acceptable to his eldest daughter, who had to turn southwards about

the beginning of October. He himself certainly cared little or nothing
about that (or any similar) affair ; and if it had any effect at all upon
his spirits, they were plcasurably excited and stimulated. He pos-
sessed a pair of pistols taken from Napoleon's carriage at Waterloo,
and presented to him, I believe, by the late Honourable Colonel James

Stanhope, and ffe said he designed to make use of them, in case the

controversy should end in a rencounter, and his friend Clerk should

think as well as he did of their fabric. But this was probably a jest.

I may observe that I once saw Sir Walter shoot at a mark with pis-

tols, and he acquitted himself well ; so much so as to excite great
admiration in some young officers whom he had found practising in

his barn on a rainy da}\ With the rifle he is said by those who knew
him in early life to have been a very good shot indeed.

Before Gourgaud fell quite asleep. Sir Walter made an excursion

to Edinburgh to meet his friends, Mrs. MacLean Clephane and Lady
Northamjjton, with whom he had some business to transact ;

and they,

feeling, as all his intimate friends at this time did, that the kindliest

thing they could do by him was to keep him as long as possible away
from his desk, contrived to seduce him into escorting them as far as

Greenock on their way to the Hebrides. He visited on his return

his esteemed kinsman, Mr. Campbell of Blythswood, in whose park
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he saw, with much interest, the Argyle Stone, uiarkinff the gpol where
the celebrated Earl was taken jirisoner in KJ.S.'). H»r notes in hi«

Diary, that " the Highland drovers are still apt to break nivth-swood'jc
fences to see this Stone;" and then records the capiial tur'tl"'. Ate. of
his friend's entertainment, and some good stories told at tablo, csric-

cially this ;
"
Prayer of the minister of the Cumbrays, two tniscrablo

islands in the mouth of the Clyde :
' O Lord, bless and be gracious to

the Greater and the Lesser Cumbrays, and in thy mercy do not forgi-t
the adjacent islands of Great Britain and Ireland.' This is nas it>nna

natamiis with a vengeance."
Another halt was at the nnblc seat of his early friend Cranstoun,

by the Falls of the Clyde. He says :—
"Cranstoun and I walked before dinner. I lu.vtT saw the Great Fall of Corra

Linn from this side before, and I think it the best point perhaps; at all events, it

is not that from which it is usually seen ; so Lord Corehouse has the siijht, and

escapes the locusts. This is a superb place. Cranstoun has as much feeling
about improvement as other thinjrs. Like all new improvers, he is at more expense
than is necessary, plants too thick, and trenches where trenchinfj is superfluous.
But this is the eatrerness of a young; artist. Besides the ^nd lion the Fall of

Clyde, he has more than one lion's whelp—a fall of a brook in a clench called
Mill's Gill must be superb in rainy weather. The old Castle of Corehouse, too,

is much more castle-like on this than from the other side. My old friend was very
happy when I told him the favourable prospect of my affairs. To be sure, if I

ctjme through, it will be a wonder to all, and most to myself."

On returning from 'this trip, Scott found an invitation from L<>rd
and Lady Ravensworth to meet the Duke of Wellington at their castle

near Durham. The Duke was then making a progress in the north

of England, to which additional importance was given by the uncer-

tain state of political arrangements ;
—the chance of Lord Goderich's

being able to maintain himself as Canning's successor seeming very
precarious

—and the opinion that his Grace must soon be called to a

higher station than that of Commander of the Forces, whirh he had

accepted under the new Premier, gaining ground every dav. Sir

Walter, who felt for the Great Captain the pure and exalted devotion

that might have been expected from some honoured soldier of his ban-

ners, accepted this invitation, and witnessed a scene of enthusiasm

with which its principal object could hardly have beerfmore gratified
than he was.

. Diary.—" October 1.—I set about work for two hours, and finished three pages;
then walked for two hours; then home, adjusted sheriff processes, and cleared the

table. I am to set off to-morrow for Ravensworth Castle, to meet the Duko of

Wellington ; a great let-off, I suppose. Yet I would almost rather stay, and se«i

two day-^more of Lockhart and my daughter, who will be off before luy return.

Perhaps But there is no end to perhaps. We must cut the rope, and let the

vessel drive down the tide of destiny.

" October 2.—Set out in the morning at seven, and reached Kelso by a little na.<t

ten with my own horses. Then took the Wellineton coach to carry me to Wel-

lington—smart that. Nobody inside but an old lady, who proved a toy-woman m
Edinburgh ; her head furnished with as substantial ware as her shop, but a pood
soul, I'se warrant her. Heard all her debates with her landlord about a new door

to the cellar—and the propriety of paying rent on the 15th or 'J.'jth of May. Land-

lords and tenants will have different opinions on that subject. We dined at VV ooler,

where an obstreperous horse retarded us for an hour at least, to the great alann of
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my friend the toy-woman.—N. B. She would have made a good feather-bed if the

carriage liad happened to fall, and her undermost. The heavy roads had retarded

us near an hour more, so that I hesitated to go to Ravensworth so late ; but my
goodwoman's tales of dirty sheets, and certain recollections of a Newcastle inn,
induced me to go on. When I arrived, the family had just retired. Lord Ravens-
worth and j\Ir. Liddell came down, however, and both received me as kindly as

possible.

" October 3.—Rose about eight or later. My morals begin to be corrupted by
travel and fine company. Went to Durham with Lord Ravensworth betwixt one
and two. Found the gentlemen of Durham county and town assembled to receive

the Duke of Wellington. I saw several old friends, and with difficulty suited

names to faces, and faces to names. There were Dr. Philpotts, Dr. Gilly, and his

wife, and a \j-orld of acquaintance,—among others, Sir Thomas Lawrence ; whom
I asked to come on to Abbotsford, but he could not. He is, from habit of coaxing
his subjects I suppose, a little too fair-spoken, otherwise very pleasant. The Duke
arrii'ed yery late- There were bells, and cannon, and drums, trumpets, and ban-

ners, besides a fine troop of yeomanry. The address was well expressed, and as

well answered by the Duke. The enthusiasm of the ladies and the gentry was

great
— the common people more lukewarm. The Duke has lost popularity in

accepting political power. He will be more useful to his country, it may be, than

«ver, but will scarce be so gracious in the people's eyes—and he will not care a

curse for what outward show he has lost. But I must not talk of curses, for we
are going to take our dinner with the Bishop of Durham.—We dined about one
hundred and forty or fifty men, a distinguished company for rank and property.
Marshal Beresford, and Sir John,* amongst others—Marquis of Lothian, Lord

Feversham, Marquis Londonderry—and I know not who besides—
' Lords and Dukes, and noble Princes,
All the pride and flower of Spain.'

We dined in the old baronial hall, impressive from its rude antiquitj'', and fortu-

nately free from the plaster of former improvement, as I trust it will long be from
the gino-erbread taste of modern Gothicizers. The bright moon streaming in

through the old Gothic windows contrasted strangely with the artificial lights
within ; spears, banners, and armour were intermixed with the pictures of old

bishops, and the whole had a singular mixture of baronial pomp with the grave
and more chastened dignity of prelacy. The conduct of our reverend entertainer

suited the character remarkably well. Amid the welcome of a Count Palatine he
did not for an instant forget the gravity of the Church dignitary. All his toasts

were gracefully given, and his little speeches well made, and the more affecting
that the failing voice sometimes reminded us that our host laboured under the

infirmities of advanced life. To me personally the Bishop was very civil."

In writing to mc next day, Sir Walter says,
"The dinner was one of the finest things I ever saw; it was in the old Castle

Hall, untouched, for aught I know, since Anthony Beck feasted Edward Lontr-

shanks on his way to invade Scotland. | The moon streamed through the high lat-

ticed windows as if she had been curious to see what was going on."

I was also favoured with a letter on the subject from Dr. Philpotts

(now Bishop of Exeter), who said,
" I wish you had witnessed this very striking scene. I never saw curiosity and

enthusiasm so highly excited, and I may add, as to a great part of the company, so

nearly balanced. Sometimes I doubted whether the hero or the poet was fixing
most attention—the latter, I need hardly tell you, appeared unconscious that he was

* Admiral Sir John Beresford had some few years before this commanded on the Leith

station—when Sir Walter and he saw a great deal of each other—" and merry men were

they."

t The warlike Bishop Beck accompanied Edward I. in his Scotch expedition, and if wc

may believe Blind Harry, very narrowly missed having the honour to die by the hand of

Wallace in a skirmish on tlic street of Glasgov/.
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regarded differently from the others about him, until the good Bishop rose and pro-

posed his health."

Another friend, the Honourable Henry Liddell, enables me to give
the words (" ipsissima verba'') of Sir WaUer in acknowledging this

toast. He says :
—

" The manner in which Bishop Van Mildert proceeded on this occasion will

never be forgotten by those who know how to appreciate scholarship without pe-

dantry, and dignity without ostentation. Sir Walter had been observed throutrhout

the day with extraordinary interest—I should rather say enthusiasm.—The Bishop
gave his health with peculiar felicity, remarking that he could reflect upon the

labours of a long literary life, with the consciousness that every thing he had writ-

ten tended to the practice of virtue, and to the improvement of the human race.

Sir Walter replied 'that upon no occasion of his life had he ever returned thanks

for the honour done him in drinking his health, with a stronger sense of obligation
to the proposer of it than on the present

—that hereafter he should always reflect

with great pride upon that moment of his existence, when his health had been given
in such terms, by the Bishop of Durham in his own baronial hall, surrounded and

supported by the assembled aristocracy of the two northern counties, and in ike

presence of the Duke of Wellington.'^
"

The Diary continues—
"Mrs. Van Mildert held a sort of drawing-room after we rose from table, at

which a great many ladies attended. After this we went to the Assembly-rooms,
which were crowded with company. Here I saw some very pretty girls dancing

merrily that old-fashioned thing called a country-dance, which Old England has

now thrown aside, as she would do her creed, if there were some foreign frippery
offered instead. We got away after midnight, a large party, and reached Ravens-
worth Castle—Duke of Wellington, Lord Londonderry, and about twenty besides—about half-past one. Soda water, and to bed by two.

" October 4.—Slept till nigh ten—fatigued by our toils of yesterday, and the un-

wonted late hours. Still too early for this Castle of Indolence, for I found few of

last night's party yet appearing. I had an opportunity of some talk with the Duke.
He does not consider Foy's book as written by himself, but as a thing iro< up per-

haps from notes. Mentioned that Foy, when in Spain, was, like other French ofii-

cers, very desirous of seeing the English papers, through which alone they could

collect any idea of what was going on without their own cantonments, for Napo-
leon permitted no communication of that kind with France. The Duke growing
tired of this, at length told Baron Tripp, whose services he chiefly used in commu-
nications with the outposts, that he was not to give them the newspapers.

' What
reason shall I allege for withholding them V said Tripp.

'
None,' replied the Duke

—' Let them allege some reason why they want them.' Foy was not at a loss to

assign a reason. He said he had considerable sums of money in the English
funds, and wanted to see how stocks fell and rose. The excuse, however, did not

go down.—I remember Baron Tripp, a Dutch nobleman, and a dandy of the first

water, and yet with an energy in his dandyism which made it respectable. He
drove a gig as far as Dunrobin Castle, and back again, without a ivhip. He looked

after his own horse, for he had no servant, and after all his little establishment of

clothes and necessaries, with all th« accuracy of a petit maitre. He was one of the

best-dressed men possible, and his horse was in equally fine condition as if he had

had a dozen of grooms. I met him at Lord Somerville's, and liked him much.

But there was something exaggerated, as appeared from the conclusion of his life.

Baron Tripp shot himself in Italy for no assignable cause.
" What is called great society, of which I have seen a good deal in my day, is

now amusing to me, because from age and indifference I have lost the habit of con-

sidering myself as a part of it, and have only the feelings of looking on as a spec-
tator of the scene, who can neither play his part well nor ill, instead of being one

of the dramatis persons , so, careless what is thought of myself, I have full tirao

to attend to the motions of others.
" Our party went to-day to Sunderland, when the Duke was brilliantly received

by an immense population, chiefly of seamen. The difficulty of getting into the

50
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rooms was dreadful—an ebbing and flowing of tlie crowd, which nearly took me
oflT my logs. The cntortainment was handsome; about two hundred dined, and

appeared most hearty in the cause wliich had convened them—some indeed so much

so, that, finding themselves so far on tlie way to perfect happiness, they e'en would

go on. After the dinner-party broke up, there was a hall, numerously attended,

where there was a prodigious anxiety discovered for shaking of hands. The IJuke

liad enough of it, and fcame in for my share ; for, though as jackal to the lion, I

got some part in whatever was going. We got home about half-past two in the

morning, sufficiently tired.'

Some months afterwards, Sir Cuthbert Sharp, who had been par-

ticularly kind and attentive to Scott when at Sunderland, happened, in

writino-' to hint on some matter of business, to say he hoped he had

not forijottcn his friends in that quarter. Sir Walter's answer to Sir

Cuthbert (who had been introduced to him by his old and dear friend

Mr. Surtees of Mainsforth) begins thus,—
"
Forget thee ? No ! my worthy fere !

Forg'et blithe mirth and gallant cheer I

Death sooner stretch me on my bier I

Forget thee ? No.

"Forget the universal shout

When '

canny Sunderland' spoke out—
A truth which knaves affect to doubt—

Forget thee ? No.

"
Forget you ? No—though now-a-day

I've heard your knowing people say,
Disown the debt you cannot pay,
You'll find it far the thriftiest way—

But i ?—O no.

"
Forget your kindness found for all room.

In what, though large, seem'd still a small room,

Forget my Surtees in a ball-room—
Forget you? No.

"
Forget your sprightly dumpty-diddles,

And beauty tripping to the fiddles,

Forget my lovely friends the Liddells—
Forget you ? No.

" So much for oblivion, my dear Sir C, and now, having dismounted from my
Pegasus, who is rather spavined, I charge a-foot, like an old dragoon as I am,"
&c. &c.

Diary.—" October 5.—A quiet day at Ravensworth Castle, giggling and making
giggle among the kind and frankhearted young people. The Castle is modern,

exciting always two towers of great antiquity. Lord R. manages his woods

admirably well. In the evening plenty of fine music, with heart as well as voice

and instrument. Much of this was the spontaneous etfusions of Mrs. Arkwright
(a daughter of Stephen Kemble), who has set Hohenlinden, and other pieces of

poetry to music of a higlily-gifted character. The Miss Liddells and Mrs. Barring-
ton sang

' The Campbells are coming,' in a tone that might have waked the dead.

" October 6.—Left Ravensworth this morning, and travelled as far as Whitting-
ham with Marquis of Lothian. Arrived at Alnwick to dinner, where I was very
kindly received. The Duke of Northumberland is a handsome man, who will be

corpulent if he does not continue to take hard exercise. The Duchess very pretty
and lively, but her liveliness is of that kind which shows at once it is connected

with thorough principle, and is not liable to be influenced by fashionable caprice.
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The habits of the family are early and retrular; 1 conorivc iii< y may ho trrm.-.l

formal aiid old-fashioned by such visiters as claim to hv, the pink of the mode. Th.-
Castle is a fine old pile, with various courts and towers, and the entranco is majj-
nificent. It wants, however, the splendid feature of a keep. The in.side fitting up
is an attempt at Gothic, but the taste is meagre and poor, and done over with too

much sending. It was done half a century ago, when this kind of taste was ill

understood. I found here the Bishop of Worcester,* &c. &c.

" October 7.—This morning went to church, and heard an excellent sermon from
the Bishop of Worcester; he has great dignity of manner, and his accent and deli-

very are forcible. Drove out with the Duke in a phaeton, and saw part of the p;irk,
Avhich is a fine one lying along the Alne. But it has been ill planted. It was laid

out by the celebrated Brown, who substituted clumps of birch and Scottisli firs for

the beautiful oaks and copse which grow no where so freely as in Northumberland.
To complete this the late Duke did not thin, so the wood is in a poor state. All

that the Duke cuts down is so much waste, for the people will not buy it where
coals are so cheap. Had they been oak-coppice, the bark would have fetched its

value; had they been grown oaks, the sea-ports would have found a market. Had
they be€n larch, the country demands for ruder purposes would have been unan-

swerable. The Duke does the best he can to retrieve his woods, but seems to

despond more than a young man ought to do. It is refreshing to see such a man in

his situation give so much of his time and thoughts to the improvement of his

estates, and the welfare of the people. He tells me his people in Keeldar were all

quite wild the first time his father went up to shoot there. The women had no

other dress than a bed-gown and petticoat. The men were savage, and could hardly
be brought to rise from the heath, either from suUenness or fear. They sung a

Avild tune, the burden of which w-as orsina, orsina, orsina. The females sang, the

men danced round, and at a certain point of the tune they drew their dirks, which

they always wore.
" We came by the remains of an old Carmelite Monastery, which form a very

fine object in the park. It was finished by De Vesci. The gateway of Alnwick

Abbey, also a fine specimen, is standing about a mile distant. The trees are much
finer on the left side of the Alne, where they have been let alone by the capability
villain. Visited the enceinte of the Castle, and passed into the dungeon. There is

also an armoury, but damp, and the arms in indilierent order. One odd petard-

looking thing struck me.—Mem. to consult Grose. I had the honour to sit in Hot-

spur's seat, and to see the Bloody Gap, a place where the external wall must have

been breached. The Duchess gave me a book of etchings of the antiquities of

Alnwick and Warkworth from her own drawings. I had half a mind to stay to

see Warkw^orth, but Anne is alone. We had prayers in the evening read by the

Archdeacon."!

On the 8th Sir Walter reached Abbotsford, and forthwith resumed

his Grandfather's Tales, which he composed throughout with the ease

and heartiness reflected in this entry :
—

" This morning was damp, dripping, and unpleasant; so I even made a work of

necessity, and set to the Tales like a dragon. I murdered Maclellan of Bomby at

the Thrieve Castle; stabbed the Black Douglas in the towT. of Stirling; astonished

King James before Roxburgh; and stifled the Earl of Mar in his bath, in the Ca-

nongate. A wild world, my masters, this Scotland of ours must have been. No
fear of want of interest ; no lassitude in those days for want of work—

' For treason, d'ye see.

Was to them a dish of tea,

And murder bread and butter.'
"

Such was his life in autumn 1827. Before I leave the period, I must

note how greatly I admired the manner in which all his dependants

appeared to have met the reverse of his fortunes—a reverse which

*Dr, Cornwall. + Probably Mr. Archdeacon Singleton.
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inferred very considerable alteration in the circumstances of every-
one of them. The butler, instead of being the easy chief of a large
establishment, was now doing half the work of the house, at probably
half his former wages. Old Peter, who had been for five-and-twenty

years a dignified coachman, was now ploughman in ordinary, only

putting his horses to the carriage upon high and rare occasions; and
so on with all the rest that remained of the ancient train. And all, to

my view, seemed happier than they had ever been before. Their

good conduct had given every one of them a new elevation in his own
mind—and yet their demeanour had gained, in place of losing, in

simple humility of observance. The great loss was that of William

Laidlaw, for whom (the estate being all but a fragment in the hands
of the trustees and their agent) there was now no occupation here.

The cottage, which his taste had converted into a loveable retreat,

liad found a rent-paying tenant ; and he was living a dozen miles oti'

on the farm of a relation in the Vale of Yarrow. Every week, how-

ever, he came down to have a ramble with Sir Walter over their old

haunts—to hear how the pecuniary atmosphere was darkening or

brightening ; and to read in everj^ face at Abbotsford, that it could

never be itself again until circumstances should permit his re-estab-

lishment at Kaeside.

All this warm and respectful solicitude must have had a preciously

soothing influence on the mind of Scott, who may be said to have
lived upon love. No man cared less about popular admiration and

applause ; but for the least chill on the affection of any near and dear
to him he had the sensitiveness of a maiden. I cannot forget, in par-

ticular, how his eyes sparkled when he first pointed out to me Peter

Mathieson guiding the plough on the haugh:
"
Egad," said he, "auld

Pejpe (this was the children's name for their good friend)
—auld Pepe's

whistling at his darg. The honest fellow said, a yoking in a deep field

would do baith him and the blackies good. If things get round with

me, easy shall be Pepe's cushion." In general, during that autumn, I

thought Sir Walter enjoyed much his ULual spirits ; and often, no doubt,
he did so. His Diary shows (what perhaps many of his intimates

doubted during his lifetime) that, in spite of the dignified equanimity
which characterised all his conversation with mankind, he had his full

share of the delicate sensibilities, the mysterious ups and downs, the

wayward melancholy, and fantastic sunbeams of the poetical tempera-
ment. It is onlv with imaginative minds, in truth, that sorrows of the

spirit are enduring. Those he had encountered were veiled from the

eye of the world, but they lasted with his life. What a picture have
we in his entry about the Runic letters he had carv-ed in the day of

young passion on the turf among the grave-stones of St. Andrews !

And again, he wrote neither sonnets, nor elegies, nor monodies, nor

even an epitaph on his wife—but what an epitaph is his Diary through-
out the year 1826—ay, and down to the close!

There is one entry of that Diary for the period we are leaving,
which paints the man in his tenderness, his fortitude, and his happy
wisdom :

—
"
September 24.—Worked in the morning as usual, and sent off the proofs and

copy. Something of the black dog still hanging about me ;
but I will shake him
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CHRYSTAL CROFTAN'GRY.

oflF. I generally affect good spirits in company of my family, whether I am enjoy-
ing them or not. It is too severe to sadden the harmU-ss niirih of others by siitTtf-

ing your own causeless melancholy to be seen ; and this spi'cies of eitirtion is, liki;

virtue, its own reward; for the good spirits, which are at first simulatid, become ut

length real."

The lirst series of Chronicles of the Canonfralc—(which u\\c sui

planted that of " The Canoiigatc Miscellany, or Traditions of the Saru

tuarif)
—was published early in the winter. The contents were, th»j

Highland Widow, the Two Drovers, and the Surgeon's Daughter—all

in their styles excellent, except that the Indian part of the lust docs
not well harmonize with the rest; and certain preliminary cha])ter3
which were generally considered as still better than the stories they
introduce. The portraiture of Mrs. Murray Keith, under the name
of Mrs. Bethune Baliol, and that of Chrystal Croftangry throughout,

appear to me unsurpassed in Scott's writings. In the former, I am
assured he has mixed up various features of his own beloved mother ;

and in the latter, there can be no doubt that a good deal was taken

from nobody but himself In fact, the choice of the hero's residence,
the original title of the book, and a world of minor circumstances,
were suggested by the actual condition and projects of the author's

affairs ; for it appears from his Diary, though I have not thought it

necessary to quote those entries, that from time to time, between De-
cember 1826 and November 1827, he had renewed threateiiings of

severe treatment from the Jewish brokers, Messrs. Abud and Co. ; and,
on at least one occasion, he made every preparation for taking shelter

in the Sanctuary of Holyroodhouse. Although these people were well

aware that at Christmas 1827 a very large dividend would be i)aid on
the Ballantyne estate, they would not understand that their interest,

and that of all the creditors, lay in allowing Scott the free use of his

time; that by thwarting and harassing him personally, nothing was

likely to be achieved but the throwing up of the trust, and the settle-

ment of the insolvent house's affairs on the usual terms of a sequestra-

tion; in w'hich case there could be no doubt that he would, on resign-

ing all his assets, be discharged absolutely, with liberty to devote his

future exertions to his own sole benefit. The Jews would understand

nothing, but that the very unanimity of the other creditors as to the

propriety of being gentle with him, rendered it extremely probable
that their harshness might be rewarded by immediate payment of their

whole demand. They fancied that the trustees would clear off any
one debt, rather than disturb the arrangements generally adopted;

they fancied that, in case they laid Sir Walter Scott in prison, there

would be some extraordinary burst of feeling in Edinburgh
—that pri-

vate friends would interfere—in short, that in one way or another,

they should get hold, without farther delay, of their "
pound of flesh."

—'i'wo or three paragraphs from the Diary will be enough as to this

unpleasant subject.

^'October 31.—Just as I was merrily outtiiinr away among my trees, arrives Mr.

Gibson with a very melancholy look, and indeed the news he brought was shock-

ing enough. It seems Mr. Abud, the same who formerly was disposed to disturb

me in London, has given positive orders to take out diligence against me for his

debt. This breaks all the measures we had resolved on, and prevents the dividend

from taking place, by which many poor persons will be great sufferers. Tor me

Vol. II. 3Z 50*
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the alternative will bo more painful to nij' feelinija than projudicial to imy interests.

To sul)mit to a sequestration, and allow the creditors to take what they can get,

will be the inevitable consequence. This will cut short my labour by several

years, which I migrht spend, and spend in vain, in endeavouringr to meet their

demands. We shall know more on Saturday, and not sooner.—I went to Bowhill

with Sir Adam Ferijuson to dinner, and maintained as good a countenance in the

midst of my perplexities as a man need desire. It is not bravado ; I feel firm and

resolute.

^^ November I.—I waked in tlie night and lay two hours in feverish meditation.

This is a tril)ute to natural feeling. But the air of a fine frosty morning gave me
some elasticity of spirit. It is strange that about a week ago I was more dispirited

for nothing at all, than I am now for perplexities which set at defiance my con-

iectures conceniing their issue. I supj)ose that I, the Chronicler of the Canon-

gate, will have to take up my residence in the Sanctuary, unless I prefer the more

airy residence of the Calton .Tail, or a trip to the Isle of Man. It is to no purpose

being angry with Abud or Ahab, or whatever name he delights in. He is seeking
his own, and thinks by these harsh measures to render his road to it more speedy.
Sir Adam Fero-uson left Bowhill this morning for Dumfries-shire. I returned to

Abbotsford to Anne, and told her this unpleasant news. She stood it remarkably
well, poor body.

" November 2.—I was a little bilious this night—no wonder. Had sundr}' letters

without any power of giving my mind to answer them—one about Gourgaud with

his nonsense. I shall not trouble my head more on that score. Well, it is a hard

knock on the elbow ; I knew I had a life of labour before me, but I was resolved

to work steadily ; now they have treated me like a recusant turnspit, and put in a

red-hot cinder into the wheel alongst with me. But of what use is philosophy—
and I have always pretended to a little of a practical character—if it cannot teach

us to do or suffer? The day is glorious, yet I have little will to enjoy it; yet,

were a twelvemonth over, I should perhaps smile at what makes me now very
serious. Smile !—No—that can never be. My present feelings cannot be recol-

lected with cheerfulness ; but I may drop a tear of gratitude.

" November 3.—Slept ill, and lay one hour longer than usual in the morning. I

gained an hour's quiet by it, that is much. I feel a little shaken at the result of

to-day's post. I am not able to go out. My poor workers wonder that I pass them
without a word. I can imaoine no alternative but the Sanctuary or the Isle of Man.
Both shocking enough. But in Edinburgh I am always on the scene of action,

free from uncertainty, and near my poor daughter; so I think I shall prefer it, and

thus I rest in unrest. But I will not let this unman me. Our hope, heavenly and

earthly, is poorly anchored, if the cable parts upon the stream. I believe in God,
who can change evil into good ; and I am confident that what befalls us is always
ultimately for the best.

^^ November 4.—Put my papers in some order, and prepared for the journey. It

is in the style of the Emperors of Abyssinia, who proclaim—Cut down the Kan-
tuffa in the four quarters of the world, for I know not where I am going. Yet,
were it not for poor Anne's doleful looks, I would feel firm as a piece of granite.
Even the poor dogs seem to fawn on me with anxious meaning, as if there were

samething going on they could not comprehend. They probably notice the pack-

ing of the clothes, and other symptoms of a journey.
" Set off at twelve, firmly resolved in body and mind. Dined at Fushie Bridge.

Ah ! good Mrs. Wilson, you know not you are like to lose an old customer!*
" But when I arrived in Edinburgh at my faithful friend, Mr. Gibson's—lo ! the

scene had again changed, and a new hare is started," &c. &c.

* Mrs. Wilson, hndlady of the inn at Fusliie, one stage from Edinburgh,
—an old dame

of poni ' humour, witti whom Sir Walter always liad a friendly colloquy in passing. I

believe the charm was, thit she had passed her childhood among the Gipsies of the Bor-

der. But her fiery Radicalism latterly was another source of high merriment.
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The " new hare" was this. It transpired in ilie very nick of time
that a suspicion of usury attached to these Israelites witficjut "uile, in
a transaction with Ilurst and Robinson, as to one or more of the bills

for which the house of iJallantyne had become
respotisible. This sus-

picion, upon investigation, assumed a shape sutlicicntiv tangible to

justify Ballantyne's trustees in carrying the point before' the Court of
Session; but they failed to establish their allegation. The amount
was then settled^—but how and in what manner was long unknown to

Scott. Sir William Forbes, whose banking-house was one of Messrs.

Ballantyne's chief creditors, crowned his generous ellbrts for Scott':*

relief l)y privately paying the whole of Abnd's demand (nearlv t'inoo)
out of his own pocket

—
ranking as an ordinar}- creditor for the amount ;

and taking care at the same time that his old friend should be alloweii

to believe that the affair had merged quietly in the general measures
of the trustees. In fact it was not until some time after Sir William's

death, that Sir Walter learned what he had done on this occasion ;

and I may as well add here, that he himself died in utter ignorance
of some services of a like sort, which he owed to the secret hberalitv
of three of his brethren at the Clerks' table— Hector Macdonald
Buchanan, Cohn Mackenzie, and Sir llobcrt Dundas.

I ought not to omit that as soon as Sir Walter's eldest son heard of
the Abud business, he left Ireland for Edinburgh ; but before he reached
his father, the alarm had blown over.

This vision of the real Canongate has drawn me av/ay from the

Chronicles of Mr. Croftangry. The scenery of his patrimonial inher-

itance was sketched from that of Carmichael, the ancient and now
deserted mansion of the noble family of Ilyndford ; but for his stronglv
Scottish feelings about parting with his land, and stern efforts to sup-
press them, the author had not to go so far a-field. Christie Steele'.s

brief character of Croftangiy's ancestry too, appears to suit well all

that we have on record concerning his own more immediate progeni-
tors of the stubborn race of Raeburn :

—"
They werena ill to the poor

folk, sir, and that is aye something ; they were just decent bien bodies.

Ony poor creature that had face to beg got an awmous, and welcome :

they that were shamefaced gaed by, and twice as welcome. But

they keepit an honest walk before God and man, the Croftangrys, and,
as I said before, if they did little good, they did as little ill. They
lifted their rents and spent them, called in their kain and eat tliem ;

gaed to the kirk of a Sunday; bowed civilly if folk took aff' their ban-

nets as they gaed by, and lookit as black as sin at them that keepit
them on." I hope I shall give no offence by adding, that many tilings

in the character and manners of Mr. Gideon Gray of Middlemas in

the Tale of the Surgeon's Daughter, were considered at the time bv
Sir Walter's neighbours on Tweedside as copied from Dr. Ebenezor
Clarkson of Selkirk. " He was," says the Chronicler, of " such repu-
tation in the medical world, that he had been often advised to exchange
the village and its meagre circle of practice for Edinburgh. There is

no creature in Scotland that works harder, and is more jioorly re(]uite«i

than the country doctor, unless perhaps it may be his horse. Vet the

horse is, and indeed must be, hardy, active, and indefatigal)le. in spite

of a rough coat and indifferent condition ;
and so vou will often fnid
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ill his master, untier a blunt exterior, professional skill and enthusiasm,

intelligence, humanity, courai:;e. and science." A true picture
—a por-

trait from the life of Scott's hard-riding, benevolent, and sagacious old

friend,
" to all the country dear."

These Chronicles were not received ^vith exceeding favour at the

time ; and J!^ir Walter \vas a good deal discouraged. Indeed he seems
to have been with some dilliculty persuaded by ("adell and Ballantyne,
that it would not do for him to "

lie fallow" as a novelist; and then,

when he in compliance with their entreaties began a Second Canon-

gate Series, they were both disappointed with his MS., and told him
their opinions so plainly, that his good-nature was sharply tried. The
Tales which they disapproved of, were those of " My Aunt Margaret's
Mirror," and " The Laird's Jock ;" he consented to lay them aside,

and began St. Valentine's Eve, or the Fair Maid of Perth, which from

the first pleased his critics. It was in the brief interval occasioned by
these misgivings and debates, that his ever elastic mind threw off" an-

other charming paper for the Quarterly Review—that on Ornamental

Gardening, by way of sequel to the Essay on Planting Waste Lands.

Another fruit of his leisure was a sketch of the life of George Banna-

tyne, ihe collector of ancient Scottish poetry, for the Club which bears

his name.

DiARV.—"
Edinburgh, November G.—Wrought upon an introduction to the no-

tices which have been recovered of George Bannatyne, author or rather transcriber

of the famous Repository of Scottish Poetry, generally known by the name of the

Bannatyne MS. They are very jejune these same notices—a mere record of mat-

ters of business, putting forth and calling in sums of money, and such like. Yet
it is a satisfaction to know that this great benefactor to the literature of Scotland

had a prosperous life, and enjoyed the pleasures of domestic. society, and, in a time

peculiarly perilous, lived unmolested and died in quiet."

He had taken, for that winter, the house No. G, Shandwick Place,
which he occupied by the month, during the remainder of his servi-

tude as a Clerk of Session. Very near this house, he w'as told a few

days after he took possession, dwelt the aged mother of his first love—the lady of the Runic characters—and he expressed to his friend

Mrs. Skene a wish that she should carry him to renew an acquaint-
ance which seems to have been interrupted from the period of his

youthful romance. Mrs. Skene complied with his desire, and she tells

me that a very painful scene ensued, adding,
"

I think it highly proba-
ble that it was on returninff from this call that he committed to writ-

ing the verses, To Time, by his early favourite, which you have printed
at p. 142 of your first volume." I believe Mrs. Skene will have no
doubt on that matter when the following entries from his Diary meet
iter eye :

—
" Novcrnher 7.—Began to settle myself this morning, after the hurry of mind and

even of body which I have lately undergone.
—I werrt to make a visit, and fairly

softened myself, like an old fool, with recalling old stories, till I was fit for nothing
but shedding tears and repeating verses for the whole night. This is sad work.
The very grave gives up its dead, and time rolls back thirty years to add to my per-

plexities. 1 don't care. I begin to grow case-hardened, and, like a stag turning at

bay, my naturally good temper grows fierce and dangerous. Yet what a romance
to tell,

—and told, t fear, it will one day be. And then my three years of dreaming,
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and my two years of wakening, will be chronicled, doubtless. Dut tlie diad will
feel no pain.

^^ November 10.—Wrote out my task and little more. At twelve o'clock I went
again to poor Lady to talk over old stories. I am not clear that it is a

right or healthful indulgence to be ripping up old sores, but it seem.s tn criv»; her

deep-rooted sorrow words, and that is a mental bloodletting. To me \.\\v.»Z thinas
are now matter of calm and solemn recollection, never to be forgottc-n, yet scarce to
be remembered with pain.

—We go out to Saint Catherine's to-day. 1 am v\.\A of
it, for I would not have these recollections haunt me, and society will put thlm out
of my head."

Sir Walter has this entry on reading the Gazette of the battle of
Navarino :

—
''November 14.—We have thumped the Turks very well. But as to the justice

of our interference, I will only suppose some Turkish plenipotentiary, with an im-
mense turban and long loose trousers, comes to dictate to us the mode in which we
should deal with our refractory liegemen, the Catholics of Ireland. We hesitate to

admit his interference, on which the Moslem runs into Cork Bay, or Bantry Bay,
alongside of a British squadron, and sends a boat to tow on a fire-ship. A vessel
fires on the boat and sinks it. Is there an aggression on the part of those who
fired first, or of those whose manoeuvres occasioned the firing]"

A few days afterwards he received a very agreeable piece of intel-

ligence. The King had not forgotten his promise with respect to the

poet's second son; and Lord Dudley, then Secretary of State for the

Foreign Department, was a much attached friend from early days
—

(he had been partly educated at Edinburgh under the roof of Dugald
Stewart)

—his lordship had therefore been very well disposed to com-

ply with the royal recommendation.

^^ November 30.—The great pleasure of a letter from Lord Dudley, informing me
that he has received his Majesty's commands to put down the name of my son
Charles for the first vacancy that shall occur in the Foreign Office, and at the same
time to acquaint me with his gracious intentions, which were signified in language
the most gratifying to me. This makes me really feel light and happy, and most

grateful to the kind and gracious sovereign who has always shown, I may say, so

much friendship towards me. Would to God the King''s errand might lie in the cad-

ger''s gait, that I might have some better way of showing my feelings than merely
by a letter of thanks, or this private memorandum of my gratitude. Public affairs

look awkward. The present Ministry are neither Whig nor Tory, and divested of

the support of either of the great parties of the state, stand supported by the will

of the sovereign alone. This is not constitutional, and though it may be a tempo-
rary augmentation of the prince's personal influence, yet it cannot but prove hurtful

to the Crown upon the whole, by tending to throw that responsibility on him of

which the law has deprived him. I pray to God I may be wrong, but, I think, an

attempt to govern par bascule, by trimming betwixt the opposite parties, is equally
unsafe for the Crown and detrimental to the country, and cannot do for a long time.

That with a neutral Administration this country, hard ruled at any time, can be

long governed, I for one do not believe. God send the good King, to whom I owe
so much, as safe and honourable extrication as the circumstances render possible."

The dissolution of the Goderich Cabinet confirmed very soon these

shrewd guesses ; and Sir Walter anticipated nothing but good from

the Premiership of the Duke of Wellington.
The settlement of Charles Scott was rapidly followed by more than

one fortunate incident in Sir Walter's literary and pecuniary historj'.

The first Tales of a Grandfather appeared early in December, and

their reception was more rapturous than that of any one of liis workii
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since Ivanhoc. He had solved for the first time the problem of nar-

rating history, so as at once to excite and gratify the curiosity of youth,
and please and instruct the wisest of mature minds. The popularity
of the book has grown with every year that has since elapsed ; it is

equally prized in the. liljrary, the boudoir, the schoolroom, and the

nursery ; it is adopted as the happiest of manuals, not only in Scotland,
but wherever the English tongue is spoken; nay, it is to be seen in

the hands of old and young all over the civilized world, and has, I

have little doubt, extended the knowledge of Scottish history in quar-
ters where little or no interest had ever before been awakened as to

any other parts of that subject, except those immediately connected

with Mary Stuart and the Chevalier. This success effectually rebuked

the trepidation of the author's bookseller and printer, and inspired the

former with new courage as to a step which he had for some time

been meditating, and which had given rise to many a long and anxious

discussion between him and Sir Walter.

The question as to the property of the Life of Napoleon and Wood-
stock having now been settled by the arbiter (Lord Newton) in favour

of the author, the relative affairs of Sir Walter and the creditors of

Constable were so simplified, that the trustee on that sequestrated
estate resolved to bring into the market, with the concurrence of Bal-

lantyne's trustees, and without further delay, a variety of very valua-

ble copyrights. This important sale comprised Scott's novels from

Waverley to Quentin Durward inclusive, besides a majority of the

shares of the Poetical Works.
Mr. Cadell's family and private friends were extremely desirous that

he should purchase part at least of these copyrights ; and Sir Walter's

w-ere not less so that he should seize this last opportunity of recovering
a share in the prime fruits of his genius. The relations by this time

established between him and Cadell were those of strict confidence

and kindness; and both saw well that the property would be compa-
ratively lost, were it not secured, that thenceforth the whole should be

managed as one unbroken concern. It was in the success of an uni-

form edition of the Waverley novels, with prefaces and notes by the

author, that both anticipated the means of finally extinguishing the

debt of Ballantyne and Co. ; and, after some demur, the trustees of

that house's creditors were wise enough to adopt their views. The
result was, that the copyrights exposed to sale for behoof of Consta-

ble's creditors were purchased, one half for Sir Walter, the other half

for Cadell, at the price of £8500—a sum which was considered large
at the moment, but which the London competitors soon afterwards

convinced themselves thev ought to have outbid.

The Diary says :
—

*' December 17.—Sent off the new beginning of the Chronicles to Ballantyne. I

hate cancels, they are a double labour. Mr. Cowan, trustee for Constable's cred-

itors, called in the morning by appointment, and we talked about the sale of the

copyrights of Waverley, &c. It is to be hoped the high upset price fixed (£5000)
will

'

Fright the fuds

Of the pock-puds.'

This speculation may be for good or for eyil, but it tends incalculably to increase
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the value of such copyTights as remain in my own person ; and it* a handsom*> and
cheap edition of the whole, with notes, can be instituted in conforniity with (JadelTH

plan, it must prove a mine of wealth for my creditors. It is possiblo, no doubt,
that the works may lose their effect on the public mind ; but this muHt b« nski-d,
and I think the chances are greatly in o\ir favour. Death (my own, I in.-,in) would
improve the property, since an edition with a Life would sell like wildfire. Per-

haps those who read this prophecy may shake their heads and say,
» Poor fellow,

he little thoucrht how he should see the public interest in him and his f\tinifuishp<l
even during his natural existence.' It may be so, but I will hope better. TiiiH [

know, that no literary speculation ever succeeded with me but where my own
works were concerned; and that, on the other hand, these have rarely failed.

" December 20.—Anent the copyrights
—the pock-puds were not frightened by our

high price. They came on briskly, four or live bidders abreast, and went on till

the lot was knocked down to Cadell at iJ8500 ; a very large sum certainly, yet ho
has been offered profit on it already. The activity of the contest serves to show
the value of the property. On the whole I am greatly pleased with the acqui-
sition."

Well might the ''pock-puddings"
— the English booksellers— rue

their timidity on this day ; but it was the most lucky one that ever
came for Sir Walter Scott's creditors. A dividend of six shillings in

the pound was paid at this Christmas on their whole claims. The
result of their high-hearted debtor's exertions, between January 1826
and January 1828, was in all very nearly £40,000. No literary bio-

grapher, in all likelihood, will ever have such another fact to record.

The creditors unanimously passed a vole of thanks for the indefati-

gable industry which had achieved so much for their behoof
On returning to Abbotsford at Christmas, after completing these

transactions, he says in his Diary :
—

" My reflections in entering my own gate to-day were of a very different and
more pleasing cast, than those with which I left this place about six weeks ago. I

was then in doubt whether I should fly my countr}% or become avowedly bankrupt,
and surrender up my library and household furniture, with the liferent of my estate,

to sale. A man of the world will say I had better done so. No doubt, had 1 taken
this course at once, I might have employed the money 1 have made since the insol-

vency of Constable and Robinson's houses in compounding my debts. But I could
not have slept sound as I now can, under the comfortable impression of receiving
the thanks of my creditors, and the conscious feeling of discharging my duty as a
man of honour and honesty. I see before me a long^ tedious, and dark path, but it

leads to stainlef?s reputation. If I die in the harrows, as is very likely, I shall die

with honour; if I achieve my task, I shall have the thanks of all concerned, and
the approbation of my own conscience. And so, I think, I can fairly face the return

of Christmas-day."

And again, on the 31st December, he says :
—

"
Looking back to the conclusion of 1826, I observe that the last year ended m

trouble and sickness, with pressures for the present and gloomy prospects for the

future. The sense of a great privation so lately sustained, together with the very
doubtful and clouded nature of my private affairs, pressed hard upon my mind. I

am now restored in constitution ; and though I am still on troubled waters, yet I

am rowing with the tide, and less than the continuation of my exertions of 1827

may, with God's blessing, carry me successfully through 1828, when we may gain
a more open sea, if not exactly a safe port. Above all, my children are well. So-

phia's situation excites some natural anxiety; but it is only the accomplishment of

the burden imposed on her sex, Walter is happy in the view of his majority, on

v.hich matter we have favourable hopes from tlie Horse-CJuards. Anne is well and

happy. Charles's entry on life under the highest patronage, and in a line for which,
I hope, he is qualified, is about to take place presently.

" For all these great blessings it becomes me well to be thankful to God, who, in

his good time and good pleasure, sends us good as well as evil."
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CHArTER XXXIX.

THE "OPUS MAGNUM"—" RELIGIOUS DISCOURSES, BY A LAYMAN' —LETTERS
TO GEORGE HUNTLY GORDON—CADELL— AND BALLANTYNE— HEATH'S
KEEPSAKK. At—ARNISTON — DALHOUSIE—PRISONS—DISSOLUTION OF YEO-
MANRY CAVALRY — THE FAIR MAID OF PERTH PUBLISHED.—JANUARY-
APRIL, 1828.

With the exception of a few weeks occupied by an excursion to

London, which business of various sorts had rendered necessary, the

year 1828 was spent in the same assiduous labour as 1827. The
commercial transaction completed at Christmas cleared the way for

two undertakings, which would of themselves have been enough to

supply desk-work in abundance; and Sir Walter appears to have

scarcely passed a day on which something w^as not done for them. I

allude to Cadell's plan of a new edition of the Poetry, with biogra-

phical prefaces ; and the still more extensive one of an uniform reprint
of the Novels, each to be introduced by an account of the hints on
which it had been founded, and illustrated throus-hout bv historical

and antiquarian annotations. On this last, commonly mentioned in

the Diary as the Opus Magnum, Sir Walter bestowed pains commen-
surate with its importance ; and in the execution of the very delicate

task which either scheme imposed, he has certainly displayed such a

combination of frankness and modesty as entitles him to a high place
in the short list of graceful autobiographers. True dignity is always
simple ; and perhaps true genius, of the highest class at least, is

always humble. These operations took up much time ;
—

yet he

laboured hard this year both as a novelist and a historian. He con-

tributed, moreover, several articles to the Quarterly Review and the

Bannatyne Club library ; and to the Journal conducted b}' Mr. Gillies,

an excellent Essay on Moliere ;
this last being again a free gift to the

Editor.

But the first advertisement of 1828 was of a new order; and the

announcement that the Author of Wavcrley had Sermo7is in the press,
was received perhaps with as much incredulity in the clerical world,
as could have been excited among them by that of a romance from
the Archbishop of Canterbury. A thin octavo volume, entitled " Reli-

gious Discourses by a Layman," and having
" W. S." at the foot of

a short preface, did, however, issue in the course of the spring, and
from the shop, that all might be in perfect keeping, of INIr. Colburn, a

bookseller then known almost exclusively as the standing purveyor
of what is called '•

light reading"
—novels of " fashionable life," and

the like pretty ephemera. I am afraid that the '•^Religious Discourses,"

too, would, but for the author's name, have had a brief existence; but

the history of their composition, besides sufficiently explaining the

humility of these tracts in a literary as well as a theological point of

view, will, I hope, gratify most of my readers.

It may perhaps be remembered, that Sir Walter's Cicerone over

Waterloo, in August 1815, was a certain Major Pryse Gordon, then
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on half-pay and resident at Brussels. The
arcjuaiiiti.rire, i:ntil ihev

met at !Sir Frederick Adam's table, had been vorv sjit^ht nor was It

ever carried farther; but the Major was exceedin<:jlv att«'ntiv«i duriii"
Scott's stay, and afterwards took some pains about collecting little

rcliques of the battle for Abbotsford. One evening: tin; poet suiuicd
at his house, and there happened to sit next him the host's clilesl son,
then a lad of nineteen, whf)se appearance and situation much interested
him. He had been destined tor the ("hurch of Scotland, but as he

grew up, a deafness, which had cojnc on him in boyhood, l)ec:ime

worse and worse, and at length his fricmis feared that it must ine;ii)a-

citate him for the clerical function. He had gone to spend the vaca-
tion with his father, and Sir Frederick Adam, understanding how ho
was situated, ollered him a temporary ap])ointment as a clerk in the

Commissariat, which he hoped to convert into a permanent one, in

case the war continued. At the time of Scott's arrival that prospect
was wellnigh gone, and the young man's infirmity, his embarrassment,
and other things to which his own memorandum makes no allusion,

excited the visiter's sympathy. Though there were lion-hunters of

no small consequence in the party, he directed most of his talk into

the poor clerk's ear-trum])ct ; and at parting, begged him not to forget
that he had a friend on Tweedside.
A couple of years elapsed before he heard any thing more of Mr.

Cordon, who then sent him his father's little spolia of Waterloo, and

accompanied them by a letter explaining his situation, and asking
advice, in a style which renewed and increased Scott's favourable

impression. He had been dismissed from the Commissariat at the

general reduction of our establishments, and was now hesitating whe-
ther he had better take up again his views as to the Kirk, or turn his

eyes towards English orders ; and in the mean-time he was anxious

to find some way of lightening to his parents, by his own industr}',
the completion of his professional education. There ensued a copious

correspondence between him and Scott, who gave him on all points
of his case most paternal advice, and accompanied his counsels with

offers of pecuniar}^ assistance, of which the young man rarely availed

himself. At length he resolved on re-entering the Divinity Class at

Aberdeen, and in due time was licensed by the Presbytery there as a

Preacher of the Gospel ; but though with good connexions, for he

was "
sprung of Scotia's gentler blood," his deafness operated as a

serious bar to his obtaining the incumbency of a parish. After seve-

ral years had elapsed, he received a presentation ; but the Provincial

Synod pronounced his deafness an insuperable objection, and the case

was referred to the General Assembly. That tribunal heard Mr.

Gordon's cause maintained by all the skill and elocjucncc of Mr. Jef-

frey, who?c good offices had been secured by Scott's intervention,

and they overruled the decision of the Presbytery. But CxM'don. in

the course of the discussion, gathered the conviction, that a man
almost literally stone-deaf could not discharge some of the highest

duties of a parish priest in a satisfactory manner, and he with ht^ioiir-

able firmness declined to take advantage of liie judgment o1 the

Supreme Court. Mean-time he had been employed, from the failum

of John Ballantvne's health downwards, as tiic transcriber of the

V'oL. II. lA 51
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Waverley MSS. for the press, in which capacity he displayed every
quality that could endear an amanuensis to an author ; and when the

disasters of 1826 rendered it unnecessary for Scott to have his MS.

copied, he exerted himself to procure employment for Gordon in one

of the Government offices in London. Being backed by the kindness

of the late Duke of Gordon, his story found favour with the then

Secretary of tiie Treasury, Mr. Lushiirgton
—and Gordon was named

assistant private secretary to that gentleman. The appointment w^as

temporary, but he so pleased his chief that there was hope of better

things bv and by.
—Such was his situation at Christmas 1827; but

that being his iirst Christmas in London, it was no w'ondcr that he
then discovered himself to have somewhat miscalculated about money
matters. In a word, he knew not w'hither to look at the moment for

extrication, until he bethoufjht him of the following Httle incident of

his life at Abbot sford.

He was spending the autumn of 1824 there, daily copying the MS.
of Redgauntlet, and w'orking at leisure hours on the Catalogue of the

Library, when the family observed him to be labouring under some

extraordinary depression of mind. It was just then that he had at

length obtained the prospect of a Living, and Sir Walter was sur-

prised that this should not have exhilarated him. Gently sounding the

trumpet, however, he discovered that the agitation of the question
about the deafness had shaken his nerves—his scruples had been roused—his conscience was sensitive,—and he avowed that, though he

thought, on the w'hole, he ought to go through with the business, he
could not command his mind so as to prepare a couple of sermons
which, unless he summarily abandoned his object, must be produced
on a certain day—then near at hand—before his Presbyter}-. Sir

Walter reminded him, that his exercises when on trials for the Proba-

tionership had given satisfaction ; but nothing he could say was suffi-

cient to re-brace Mr. Gordon's spirits, and he at length exclaimed, with

tears, that his pen was powerless,
—that he had made fifty attempts,

and saw nothing but failure and disgrace before him. Scott answered,
" My good young friend, leave this matter to me—do you work away
at the Catalogue, and I'll write for you a couple of sermons that shall

pass muster well enough at Aberdeen." Gordon assented with a sigh ;

and next morning Sir Walter gave him the MS. of the "
Reli2;ious

Discourses." On reflection, Mr. Gordon considered it quite impossible
to produce them as his own, and a letter to be quoted immediately
will show, that he by and by had written others for himself in a style
creditable to his talents, though, from circumstances above explained,
he never delivered them at Aberdeen. But the " Two Discourses" of

1824 had remained in his hands; and it now occurred to him that, if

Sir Walter would allow him to dispose of these to some bookseller,

they miglit possibly bring a price that would float him over his little

difficulties of Christmas.

Scott consented ; and Gordon got more than he had ventured to

expect for his MS. But since this matter has been introduced, I must

indulge myself with a little retrospect, and give a few specimens of

the great author's correspondence with this amiable dependant. The
series now before me consists of more than forty letters to Mr. Gordon.



LETTERS TO G. H. GORDON.
••

Eainburgh, Hh Janutry. HIT
" * * * I am very sorry your malady continues to distress you ; yet whil»' on^'n

eyes are spared to look on the wisdom of former times, we arc th»' ]rnH • '

.

regret that we hear less of the folly of the present. The ('tuin-li always *

a safe and respectable asylum, and has many mansions. Hut in fart, ih»« ^reat art

of life, so far as I have been able to observe, consists in foriiiudf and perseverance.
I have rarely seen, that a man who conscientiously devoted hmiself to the Htudiefl

and duties of any profession, and did not omit to take fair and honourable opportu-
nities of offering himself to notice when such presented themselves, ban not at

length got forward. The mischance of those who fall behinrl, though Ibmij upon
fortune, more frequently arises from want of skill and perseverance, l.iie, ray

younff friend, is like a game at cards^-our hands are alternately good or bad, and
the whole seems at first glance to depend on mere chance. But it is not so, for tn

the long run the skill of the player predominates over the casualties of the game.
Therefore, do not be discouraged with the prospect before you, but ply your studies

hard, and qualify yourself to receive fortune when she comes your way. I shall

have pleasure at any time in hearing from you, and more especially in seeing you."

"24lh July. 131?.

" * * * I send you the Travels of Thtodolf.* Perhaps you might do well to give
a glance over Tytler's Principles of Translation, ere you gird up your loins to the

undertaking. If the gods have made you poetical, you shoulQ imitate, rather than

attempt a literal translation of, the verses interspersed ; and, in general, I think both

the prose and verse might be improved by compression. If you find, the versifica-

tion a difffcult or unpleasant task, I must translate for you such parts of the poetry
as may be absolutely necessary for carrying on the story, which will cost an old

hack like me very little trouble. I would have you, however, by all means
tr)'

yourself."
* * *

" 14th October, 19ia

" * * * I am greatly at a loss what*could possibly make you think you had given
me the slightest offence. If that very erroneous idea arose from my silence and

short letters, I must plead both business and laziness, which makes me an indiffer-

ent correspondent ; but I thought I had explained in my last that which it was need-

ful that you should know. # * #

" I have said nothing on the delicate confidence you have reposed in me. I have

not forgotten that I have been young, and must therefore be sincerely interested in

those feelings which the best men entertain with most warmth. At the same time,

my experience makes me alike an enemy to premature marriage and to distant en-

gagements. The first adds to our individual cares the responsibility for the beloved

and helpless pledges of our affection, and the last are liable to the most cruel dis-

appointments. But, my good young friend, if you have settled your affections

upon a worthy object, I can only hope that your progress in life will be such as to

make you look forward with prudence to a speedy union." * * •

•• l>th June, IfflO.

" * * * I am very sorry for your illness, and your unpleasant

and uncertain situation, for which, unfortunately, I can give no better consolation

than in the worn-out and wearying-out word, patience.
What you mention of your

private feelings on an interesting subject, is indeed distressing; but assure yourself

that scarce one person out of twenty marries his first love, and scarce ont^out ot

twenty of the remainder has cause to rejoice at having done so. \N hat we love in

those early days is generally rather a fanciful creation of our own than a reality.

We build statues of snow, and weep when they melt." • •

"12lh April. 1825.

" My dear Mr. Gordon, ,

" I would have made some additions to your sermon with great pleasure,
but

it is with even more than great pleasure that 1 assure you it needs none. It ta a

• A novel by the Baron de la Motte Fouque.
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most respectable discourse, with gooil divinity in it, which is always the marrow

and bones of a Conan ad cicrum, and you may pronounce it, meo periculo, without

the least dantjer of failure or of unpleasant comparisons. I am not fond of Mr.

Irving's species of eloquence, consistintr of oiifrc Nourishes and extravagant meta-

phors" The eloquence of the pulpit should be of a chaste and dionified character;

earnest, but not higrh-flown and ecstatic, and consistincr as much in close reasoning
as in eleufant expression. It occurs to me as a good topic for more than one dis-

course,—the manner in which the heresies of the earlier Christian church are treated

in the Acts and the Epistles. It is remarkable, that while the arg'uments by which

they are combatetl arc distinct, clear, and powerful, the inspiredi writers have not

judged it proper to go beyond general expressions, respecting the particular heresies

which they combated. If you look closely, there is much reason in this. * *

In general, I would say, that on entering on the clerical profession, were it my case,

I should be anxious to take much pains with my sermons, and the studies on which

they must be founded. Nothing rewards itself so completely as exercise, whether

of the bo<ly or mind. We sleep sound, and our waking hours are happy, because

they are employed ; and a little sense of toil is necessary to the enjoyment of lei-

sure, even when earned by study and sanctioned by the discharge of duty. I think

most clerg}'mcn diminish their own respectability by falling into indolent habits,

and what players call walking through their part. You, who have to beat up

against an infirmity, and it may be against some unreasonable prejudices, arising
from that infirmity, should determine to do the thing not only well, but better than

others." * * * *

To G. Huntly Gordon, Esq., Treasury, London.

" 28th December, 182r.

" Dear Gordon,
" As I have no money to spare at present, I find it necessary to make a sacri-

fice of my own scruples, to relieve you from serious difficulties. The enclosed will

entitle you to deal with any respectable bookseller. You must tell the history in

your own way as shortly as possible. All that is necessary to say is, that the dis-

courses were written to oblige a young friend. It is understood my name is not to

be put on the title-page, or blaz?d at full length in the preface. You may trust that

to the newspapers.
"
Pray, do not think of returning any thanks about this ; it is enough that I know

it is likely to serve your purpose. But use the funds arising from this unexpected
source with prudence, for such fountains do not spring up at every place of the

desert.—I am, in haste, ever yours most truly,
Walter Scott."

The reader -will, I believe, forgive this retrospect ; and be pleased
to know that the publication of the sermons answered the purpose
intended. Mr. Gordon now occupies a permanent and respectable
situation in her Majesty's Stationary Office ; and he concludes his

communication to me with expressing his feeling that his prosperity
"is all clearly traceable to the kindness of Sir Walter Scott."

In a letter to me about this allair of the Discourses, Sir Walter

says,
" Poor Gordon has got my leave to make a kirk and a mill of

my Sermons—heaven save the mark ! Help him, if you can, to the

water of Pactolus and a swapping thirlagc." The only entries in the

Diary, which relate to the business, are the following :
—

^'December 28.—Huntly Gordon writes me in despair about £180 of debt which

he has incurred. He wishes to publish two sermons which I wrote for him when
he was taking orders ; and he would get little money for them without my name.

People may exclaim against the undesired and unwelcome zeal of him who stretched

his hands to help the ark over, with the best intentions, and cry sacrilege. And

yet they will do me gross injustice, for I would, if called upon, die a martyr for the

"Christian religion, so completely is (in my poor opinion) its divine origin proved
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by its beneficial effects on the state of society. Were we but to name the abolition
of slavery and polygamy, how much has, in these two words, been (,'ranlcd to iiidu-

kind in the lessons of our Saviour.

'•'

Jamiary 10, 1828.—Huntly Gordon has disposed of the two sermons to the

bookseller, Colburn, for £'250 ; well sold I think, and to jro f,,rth immediately.
The man is a puffing quack ; but though I would rather the thing had not (j»'>o

there, and far rather that it had gone nowhere, yet hang it, if it makes tb»- poor lad

easy, what needs I fret about it. After all, there would be little grace in doing u
kind thing, if you did not suffer pain or inconvenience upon the score."

The next literary entry is this :
—

" Mr. Charles Heath, the engraver, invites me to take charge of a yearly publi-
cation called the Keepsake, of which the plates are beyond comparison beautiful,
but the letter-press indifferent enough. He proposes i;800 a-year if I would be-

come editor, and £400 if I would contribute from seventy to one hundred pages.
I declined both, but told him I might give him some trifling thing or other. To
become the stipendiary editor of a New-Year's-Gift Book is not to be thought of,

nor could I agree to work regularly, for any quantity of supply, at such a publica-
tion. Even the pecuniary view is not flattering, though Mr. Heath meant it should
be so. One hundred of his close printed pages, for which he offers £400, are

nearly equal to one volume of a novel. Each novel of three volumes brings £4000,
and 1 remain proprietor of the mine after the first ore is scooped out."

The result of this negotiation with Mr. Heath was, that he received,

for £500, the liberty of printing in his Keepsake the long forgotten

juvenile drama of the House of Aspen, with My Aunt Margaret's
Mirror, and two other little talcs, which had been omitted, at Ballan-

tyne's entreaty, from the second Chronicles of Ooflangry. But Sir

^Valter regretted having meddled in any way with the toyshop of lite-

rature, and would never do so again, though repeatedly ottered very

large sums—nor even when the motive of private regard was added,

upon Mr. Allan Cunningham's lending his name to one of these paimed
bladders.

In the same week that Mr. Heath made his proposition, Sir Walter

received another which he thus disposes of in his Diary :
—

"I have an invitation from Messrs. Saunders and Ottley, booksellers, offering me
from £1500 to £2000 annually to conduct a journal; but I am their humble ser-

vant. I am too indolent to stand to that sort of work, and I must preserve the

undisturbed use of my leisure, and possess my soul in quiet. A large income is

not my object ;
I must clear my debts ; and that is to be done by writing things of

which I can retain the property. Made my excuses accordingly."

In January, 1828, reprints both of the Grandfather's Tales and of

the Life of Napoleon were called for ; and both so suddenly, that the

booksellers would fain have distributed the volumes among various

printers in order to catch the demand. Ballantyne heard of this with

natural alarm ; and Scott, in the case of the Napoleon, conceived that

his own literary character was trifled with, as well as his old ally's

interests. On receiving James's first appeal
—that as to the Grand-

father's Stories, he wrote thus :
—I need scarcely add, with the desired

effect.

To Robert Cadell, Esq., Edinburgh.
"
Abbotgford. 3il January, 1MB.

" My dear Sir,
" I find our friend James Ballantyne, is very anxious about printing the new

edition of the Tales, which I hope you will allow him to do, unless extreme haste

be an extreme object. I need not remind you that we three are like the shipwrecked
51*
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crew of a vessel, cast upon a desolate island, and fittinor up out of the remains of

a craliant bark such a cock-boat as may transport us to some more hospitable shore.

Therefore, we are hound by the strontj tie of common misfortune to help each

other, in so fir as the claim of self-presorvation will permit, and I am happy to

think the phnk is larixe enough to tloat us all.

" Besides my feelinors for my own old friend and school-fellow, with whom I

have shared jjood and had weather for so many years, I must also remember that,

as in your own case, his friends have made great exertions to support him in the

printincr-office, under an implied hnpc and trust that these publications would take

171 ordinary cases their usual direction. It is true no engagement was or could be

proposed to this elfcct, but it was a reasonable expectation which influenced kind

and generous men, and I incline to pay every respect to it in my power.
" Messrs. Longman really keep matters a little too quiet for my convenience.

The next thing they may toll me is, that Napoleon must go to press instantly to a

dozen of ])rinter5. I must boot and saddle, off and away at a fortnight's warning.
Now this I neither can nor will do. My character as a man of letters is deeply
interested in giving a complete revisal of that work, and I wish to have time to do

so without being hurried. Yours ver\' truly,
W. S."

The following specimens of his " skirmishes,"' as he used to call

them, with Baliantync, while the Fair Maid of Perth was in hand,

are in keeping with this amiable picture :
—

" My dear James—I return the proofs of Tales, and send some leaves, copy of

St. Valentine's. Pray get on with this in case we should fall through again.
When the press does not follow me, I get on slowly and ill, and put myself in

mind of Jamie Balfour, who could run when he could not stand still. We must

go on or stop altogether. Yours," &c. &c.

" I think you are hypercritical in j'our commentary. I counted the hours with

accuracy. In the morning the citizens went to Kinfauns and returned. This puts
over the hour of noon, then the dinner-hour. Afterwards, and when the king has

had his devotions in private, comes all the scene in the court-yard. The sun sets

at half-past five on the 14th February; and if we suppose it to be within an hour

of evening, it was surely time for a woman who had a night to put over, to ask

where she should sleep. This is the explanation,
—apply it as you please to the

text ; for you who see the doubt can best clear it. Yours truly," &c.

" 1 cannot afford to be merciful to Master Oliver Proudfoot, although I am

heartily glad there is any one of the personages sufhciently interesting to make

you care whether he lives or dies. But it would cost my cancelling half a volume,
and rather than do so, I would, like the valiant Baron of Clackmannan, kill the

whole characters, the author, and the printer. Besides, enire nous, the resurrection

of Athelstane was a botch. It struck me when I was reading Ivanhoe over the

other day.
" I value your criticism as much as ever, but the worst is, my faults are better

known to myself than to you. Tell a young beauty that she wears an unbecoming
dress, or an ill-fashioned ornament, or speaks too loud, or commits any other mis-

take which she can correct, and she will do so, if she has sense and a good opinion
of your taste. But tell a fading beauty, that her hair is getting grey, her wrinkles

apparent, her gait heavy, and that she has no business in a ball-room but to be

ranged against the wall as an ever-green, and you will afflict the poor old lady,
without rendering her any service. She knows all that better than you. I am sure

the old lady in question takes pain enough at her toilette, and gives you, her trusty

suivante, enough of trouble. Yours truh*,

W. S."

These notes to the printer appear to have been wTitten at Abbots-

ford during the holidays. On his way back to Edinburgh, Sir Walter
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halts for a Saturday and Sunday at Arniston, and the Diarv on the
second day says :

—
" Went to Borthwick church vith the family, and heard a wi

ll-romposr«l, well-
delivered, sensible discourse, from Mr. Wright.* After sermon w*- looked at lli«

old castle, which made me an old man. The castle was not a bit older for th»'

twenty-five years which had passed away, but the ruins of the visiter are vf»rv

apparent. To climb up ruinous staircases, to creep throui;h vaults and into dun-

geons, were not the easy labours but the positive sports of my younfjer years ; but
I thourrht it convenient to attempt no more than x\\e access to the larj^e and beauti-
ful hall, in which, as it is somewhere described, an armed horseman mi<rlit brandi»lt
his lance.f This feeling of gTowing inability is painful to one who boasteil, in

spite of infirmity, great boldness and dexterity in such feats ; the boldness remain'?,

but hand and foot, grip and accuracy of step have altogether failed me—the spirit
is willing but the flesh is weak, and so I must retreat into the in\-alided coras, and
tell them of my former exploits, which may very likely pass for lies. We then
drove to Dalhousie, where the gallant Earl, who lias done so much to distiniruish

tlie British name in every quarter of the globe, is repairing the castle of his ances-

tors, which of yore stood a siege against John of Gaunt. I was his companion at

school, where he was as much beloved by his playmates, as he has been ever

respected by his companions in arms and the people over whom he has been deputed
to exercise the authority of his sovereign. He was always steady, wise, and gene-
rous. The old Castle of Dalhousie—seu potius Dalwolsey—was mangled by a
tellow called, I believe, Douglas, who destroyed, as far as in him lay, its military
and baronial character, and roofed it after the fashion of a poor's-house. Burn^:
is now restoring and repairing in the old taste, and, I think, creditably to his own
feeling. God bless the roof-tree !

"We returned home by the side of the South Esk, where I had the pleasure to

see that Robert Dundas is laying out his woods with taste, and managing them with
care. His father and uncle took notice of me when I was 'a fellow of no mark
nor likelihood, '§ and I am always happy in finding myself in the old oak room at

Arniston, where I have drunk many a merry bottle, and in the fields where I have
seen many a hare killed."

At the opening of the Session next day, he misses one of his dear

old colleagues of the table. Mr. I\Iackenzie» avIio had long been the

otficial preses in ordinary of the Writers to the Signet. The Diary
has a pithy entry here :—

" My good friend Colin IMackenzie proposes to retire from indifferent health. A
better man never lived—eager to serve every one—a safeguard over all public busi-

ness which came through his hands. As Deputy-keeper of the Signet he will be

much missed. He had a patience in listening to every one, which is of infinite

importance in the management of a public body ; for many men care less to jaia
their point, than they do to play the orator, and be listened to for a certam time.

This done, and due quantity of personal consideration being gained, the individual

orator is usually satisfied with the reasons of the civil listener, who has sufiVred

him to enjoy his hour of consequence."

The following passages appear (in various ways) too curious and

characteristic to be omitted. He is working hard, alas ! too hard—
at the Fair Maid of Perth.

^^

February 17.—A hard day of work, beinff, I think, eight pages !|
before dinner.

I cannot, I am sure, tell if it is worth marking down, that yesterday, at dinner-

* The Rev. T. Wris^ht, of Borthwick, is the author of various popular works,—" The

IVIoming and Evening Sacrifice," &c. &c.

t See Scott's account of this Castle in his Prose Miscellanies, Vol. VII.

t William Cum, Esq., arcliitcct, Edinburgh.

^King Henry IV., Act III. Sc. 2.

II
i. e., Forty pages of print, or very nearly.



608 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

time, I was strangely haunted by what I would call the sense of pre-existence
—

viz. a confused idea, that nothinir that ])assed was said for the first time, that the

same topics had been discussed, and the same persons had stated the same opinions
on them. It is true there might have been some ground for recollections, consider-

ing that three at least of the company were old friends, and had kept much com-

pany together; that is, .Tustice-Clerk, [Lord] Abercromby, and I. But the sensa-

tion was so strong as to resemlile what is called a mirage in the desert, or a calen-

ture on board of ship, when lakes are seen in the desert, and sylvan landscapes in

the sea. It was very distressing yesterday, and brought to my mind the fancies of

Bishop Berkely about an ideal world. There was a vile sense of want of reality
in all I did and said. It made me gloomy and out of spirits, though I Hatter my-
self this Wi\s not observed. The bodily feeling which most resembles this un-

pleasing hallucination is the giddy state which follows profuse bleeding, when one

feels as if he were walking on feather-beds and could not find a secure footing. I

think the stomach has something to do with it. I drank several glasses of wine,
but these only augmented the disorder. I did not find the in vino Veritas of the phi-

losophers. Something of this insane feeling remains to-day, but a trifle caily.

''February 20.—Another day of labour, but not so hard. I worked from eight
till three with little intermission, but only accomplished four pages.

" A certain Mr. Mackay from Ireland called on me, an active agent, it would

seem, about the reform of prisons. He exclaims, justly I doubt not, about the state

of our Lock-up House. For myself I have some distrust of the fanaticism even
of philanthropy. A good part of it arises in general from mere vanity and love of

distinction, gilded over to others and to themselves with some show of benevolent

sentiment. The philanthropy of Howard, mingled with his ill-usage of his son,
seems to have risen to a pitch of insanity. Yet without such extraordinary men,
who call attention to the subject by their own peculiarities, prisons would have
remained the same dungeons which they were forty or fifty years ago. I do not,

however, see the propriety of making them dandy places of detention. They
should be places of punishment, and that can hardly be if men are lodged better,

and fed better, than when they are at large. I have never seen a plan for keeping
in order these resorts of guilt and misery, without presupposing a superintendence
of a kind which might perhaps be exercised, could we turn out upon the watch a

guard of angels. But, alas ! jailers and turnkeys are rather like angels of a diifer-

ent livery, nor do I see how it is possible to render them otherwise. Quis custodiet

ipsos custodes ? As to reformation, I have no great belief in it, when the ordinary
classes of culprits, who are vicious from ignorance or habit, are the subjects of the

experiment.
' A shave from a broken loaf' is thought as little of by the male set

of delinquents as by the fair frail. The state of society now leads to such accu-

mulations of humanity, that we cannot wonder if it ferment and reek like a compost
dunghill. Nature intended that population should be diffused over the soil in pro-

portion to its extent. We have accumulated in huge cities and smothering manu-
factories the immbers which should be spread over the face of a country ; and what
wonder that they should be corrupted? We have turned healthful and pleasant
brooks into morasses and pestiferous lakes,—what wonder the soil should be un-

healthy ] A great deal, I think, might be done by executing the punishment of

deat/i, without a chance of escape, in all cases to which it should be found properly

applicable ; of course these occasions being diminished to one out of twenty to

which capital punishment is now assigned. Our ancestors brought the country to

order by killing thieves and banditti with strings. So did the French when at

Naples, and bandits became for the time unheard of. When once men are taught
that a crime of a certain character is connected inseparably with death, the moral

habits of a population become altered, and you may in tlie next age remit the pun-
ishment which in this it has been necessary to inflict with stern severity.

"
February 21.—Last night after dinner I rested from my work, and read the third

series of Sayings and Doings, which shows great knowledge of life in a certain

sphere, and very considerable powers of wit, which somewhat damages the effect

of the tragic parts. But Theodore Hook is an able writer, and so much of his

work is well saiJ, that it will carry through what is indifferent. I hope the same

good fortune for other folks.
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"I am watching and -a-aitinor till I hit on some quaint and clcvt-r mode uf rx:ri-
catingr, but do not §ce a glimpse of any one. James U., too, discouraif.-s mo a ?ood
deal by his silcnoc, waiting, I suppose, to be invited to disgo,

" "

of his critical bile. Hut he will wait long enough, for I am :

Now here is the advantage of K(liiil)urgh. In tin- country, if ;i Heimf of n
once seizes mt>, it haunts me frnin morning to night; but in town lh« tim- ., ^

occupied and frittered away by otTieial duties and chance occupations, that you havu
not leisure to play Master Stephen, and bo melancholy and gentlem:iiiUk>-.» ();

the other hand, you never f(>t>l in town those spirit-stirring iiilluences—Uios.- irLmc.--,
of sunshine that make amends for clouds and mist. 'I'he country is saiil to b»' th"

quieter life; not to me, I am sure. In town the business I liave to do hardly co^ts
me more thought than just occupies my mind, and I have as much of gossip anil

lady-like chat as consumes odd hours pleasantly enough. In the country I .i!:i

thrown entirely on my own resources, ami there is no medium betwixt happin..->.
and the reverse.

" March 9.—I set about arranging my papers, a task which I always take up
with the greatest possible ill-will, and which makes me cruelly nervous. I don't
know why it should be so, for I have nothing particularly disagreeable to look at;
far from it, I am better than I was at this time last year, my hopes firmer, my
health stronger, my affairs bettered and bettering. Vet I feel an inexpressible ner-

vousness in consequence of this employment. The memory, though it retains all

that I'.as passed, has closed sternly over it ; and this rummaging, like a bucket

dropped suddenly into a well, deranges and confuses the ideas which slumbered on
the mind. I am nervous, and I am bilious, and, in a word, I am unhappy. This
is wrong, very wrong ; and it is reasonably to be apprehended that something of

serious misfortune may be the deserved punishment of this pusillanimous lownesi
of spirits. Strange, that one who, in most things, may be said to have enough
of the ' care na by,' should be subject to such vile weakness !—Drummond H.iy,
the antiquary and Lyon-herald,f came in. I do not know any thing winch relieves

the mind so much from the sullens as trithng discussions about antiquarian olJ

wo/na7iries. It is like knitting a stocking, diverting the mind without occupying
it; or it is like, by Our Lady, a mill-dam, which leads one's thoughts gently and

imperceptibly out of the channel in which they are chafing and boiling. To be

sure, it is only conducting them to turn a child's mill: what signifies tliatT—the

diversion is a relief, though the object is of little importance. I cannot tell what
we talked of.

^^ March 1'2.—T was sadly worried by the black dog this morning, that vile pal-

pitation of the heart—that tremor cordis—that hysterical passion which forces unbid-

den sighs and tears, and falls upon a contented life like a drop of ink on white paper,
which is not tlie less a stain because it carries no meaning. I wrote three leaves,

however, and the story goes on.
" The dissolution of the Yeomanry was the act of the last ministry. The pre-

sent did not alter the measure, on account of the expense saved. I am, if not the

very oldest Yeoman in Scotland, one of the oldest, and have seen the rise, pro-

gress, and now the fall of this very constitutional part of the national force. Its

efficacy, on occasions of insurrection, was sufficiently proved in the Radical time.

But besides, it kept up a spirit of harmony between the proprietors of land and

the occupiers, and made them known to and beloved by each other ; and it gtive to

the young men a sort of military and high-spirited character, which always does

honour to a country. The manufacturers are in great glee on this occasion. I

wish Parliament, as they have turned the Yeomen adrift somewhat scornfully, may
not have occasion to roar them in ao^in.

' The eldrich knight g^ave up his arms
With many a sorrowful sigh.'

"

*Sce Ben Jonson*s ^

Every Man in his Humour' Act i, Scene .1.

t W. A. Drummond Hay, Esq. (now consul at Tantjicr,) was at this time the deputy
of his cousin the Earl of kinnoull,hcreditar\' Lord Lyon King at Arms.

Vol. II. 4B
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Sir Walter finished his novel by the end of March, and imme-

diately set out for London, where the last budget of proof-sheets
reached him. The Fair ]Maid w as, and continues to be highly popu-
lar, and though never classed with his performances of the first file,

it has undoubtedly several scenes equal to what the best of them can

show, and is on tlic whole a work of brilliant variety and most lively

interest. Though the Introduction of 1830 says a good deal on the

most original character, that of Connochar, the reader may not be

sorry to have one paragraph on that subject from the Diary :
—

" December 5, 1827.—The fellow that swam the Tay, and escaped, would be a

good ludicrous character. But 1 have a mind to try him in the serious line of

tragedy. Miss Baillie has made her Ethling a coward by temperament, and a

hero when touched by filial affection. Suppose a man's nerves, supported by feel-

ings of honour, or say, by the spur of jealousy, sustaining him against constitu-

tional timidity to a certain point, then suddenly giving way, I think something
tragic might be produced. James Ballantyne's criticism is too much moulded

upon the general taste of novels to admit (I fear) this species of reasoning. But
what can one do ? I am hard up as far as imagination is concerned, yet the world
calls for novelty. Well, I'll try my brave coward or cowardly brave man. Valeat

quantum.^''

The most careful critic that has handled this Tale, while he picks

many holes in the plot, estimates the characters very highly. Of the

glee-maiden, he well says :
" Louise is a delightful sketch.—Nothing

can be more exquisite than the manner in which her story is partly
told, and partly hinted, or than the contrast between her natural and
her professional character ;" and after discussing at some length Roth-

say, Henbane, Ramorney, «Sz;c. &c. he comes to Connochar.

" This character" (says Mr. Senior)
"

is perfectly tragic, neither too bad for

sympathy, nor so good as to render his calamity revolting ; but its great merit is

the boldness with which we are called upon to sympathize with a deficiency which
is generally the subject of unmitigated scorn. It is impossible not to feel the

deepest commiseration for a youth cursed by nature with extreme sensibility both
to shame and to fear, suddenly raised from a life of obscurity and peace, to head a

confederacy of warlike savages, and forced immediately afterwards to elect, before
the eyes of thousands, between a frightful death and an ignominious escape. The
philosophy of courage and cowardice is one of the obscurest parts of human nature :

partly because the susceptibility of fear is much affected by physical causes, by
habit, and by example ; and partly because it is a subject as to which men do not

readily state the result of their own experience, and when they do state it, are not

always implicitly believed. The subject has been further perplexed, in modern
times, by the Scandinavian invention of the point of honour ;

—a doctrine which
represents the manifestation, in most cases, of even well-founded apprehension as
fatal to all nobility of character;—an opinion so little admitted by the classical

world, that Homer has attributed to Hector, and Virgil to Turnus, certainly without

supposing them dishonoured, precisely the same conduct of which Sir Walter
makes suicide a consequence, without being an expiation. The result of all this

has been that scarcely any modern writers have made the various degrees of cou-

rage a source of much variety and discrimination of character. They have given
us indeed plenty of fire-eaters and plenty of poltroons ; and Shakspeare has painted
in Falstaft" constitutional intrepidity unsupported by honour ; but by far the most
usual modification of character among persons of vivid imagination, that in which
a quick feeling of honour combats a quick apprehension of danger, a character
which is the precise converse of Falstaff's, has been left almost untouched for

Scott."

I alluded, in an early part of these Memoirs (vol. i. p. 349), to a
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circumstance in Sir Walter's conduct, which it was painful to m. ..

tion, and added, that in advanced life he himself spok«« <>( it with u

deep feeling of contrition. Talking over this character of Corinwhar,
just before the book appeared, he told me the unhappy fate of his bro-

ther Daniel, and how he had declined to be {irescnl :ii his funeral, or
wear mourning for him. He added, " My secret motive, in this

attempt, was to perform a sort of expiation to my poor brother's

manes. I have now learned to have more tolerance and cuinpassiiui
than I had in those days," I said he put me in mind of Sanuifl John-
son's standing bareheaded, in the last year of his life, on the market-

place of Uttoxeter, f)y way of [>enance for a piece of juvenile irreve-

rence towards his father. " Well, no matter" (said he),
"
jK,'rhaps

that's not the worst thinir in the Doctor's storv."*

CHAPTER XL.

JOURNEY TO LONDON— CHARLECOTE-nALL— nOLLANO-norSF.-rinsWirK—
KENSINGTON PALACE— RICHMOND PARK — (;ILL S-IIILI>— IK)Vlx-S« nilKHY—
COLERIDGE— SIR T. ACLAND— BISHOP COPPLESTONE— MRS. ARKWRK.IIT—
LORD SIDMOUTII— LORD ALVANLEY — NORTIICOTE — HAYDON-CHANTREY
AND CUNNINGHAM- ANECDOTES— LETTERS TO MR. TERRY - MRS. LOCK-

HART— AND SIR ALEXANDER WOOD— DE.ATH OF SIR WII.MAM FORIiKS—
REVIEWS OF HAJJI BABA IN ENGLAND, AND DAVYS SALMOMA — AN.NE OF
GEIERSTEIN BEGUN — SECOND SERIES OF THE GRANDFATHERS TALES
PUBLISHED. — APRIL— DECEMBER, 1S28.

Sir Walter remained at this time six weeks in London. His eldest

son's regiment was stationed at Hampton Court ; the second had

recently taken his desk at the Foreign Office, and was living at hi.s

sister's in the Regent's Park ; he had thus looked forward to a happy

meeting w ith all his family
—but he encountered scenes of sickness

and distress, in consequence of which I saw but little of him in general

society. I shall cull a few notices from his private volume, which,

however, he now^ opened much less regularly than formerly, and

which offers a total blank for the latter "half of the year 1828. In

coming up to town he diverged a little for the sake of seeing the inter-

esting subject of the first of these extracts.

"
Jpril 8.—LearninfT from Washington Irv'ing's description of Stratford, that thii

hall of Sir Thomas Lucy, the justice who rendered Warwickshire too hot for Shak-

speare, was still extant, we went in ([uest of it.

" Charlocote is in hijrh preservation, and inhabited by Mr. Lucy, descendant of

the worshipful Sir ThoTnas. The Hall is about three hundred years old, a brirk

mansion with a orate-house in advance. It is surrounded by venerable oaks, reali-

zing the imagery which Shakspeare loved to dwell upon; rich verdant nastures

extend on every side, and numerous herds of deer were reposing in the shade. All

showed that the Lucy family had retained their ' land and beeves.' While we

were surveying the antlered old hall, with its painted glass and family pirturcs,

Mr. Lucy came to welcome us in person, and to show the house, with the colU'Ctim

of paintings, which seems valuable.

* See Croker's Bosicell, octavo edition, vol. v., p. 288.
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" He told tne the park from which Shakspeare stole the buck was not that which
surrounds Charlecote, but belonored to a mansion at some distance, where Sir Tho-
mas Lucy resided at the time of the trespass. The tradition went that they hid
the buck in a barn, j)art of wliich was standing a few years ajro, but now totally

decayed. This park no longer belongs to the Lucys. The house bears no marks
of decay, but seems the abode of case and opulence. There were some fine old

books, and I was told of many more which were not in order. How odd if a folio

Shakspeare should be found amongst them. Our early breakfast did not permit

taking advantage of an excellent repast offered by the kindness of Mr. and Mrs.

Lucy, the last a lively Welshwoman. This visit gave me great pleasure ; it really

brought Justice Shallow freshly before my eyes;—the luces 'which do become an
old coat well.'* were not more plainly pourtrayed in his own armorials in the hall

window, than was his person in my mind's eye. There is a picture shown as that

of the old Sir Thomas, but Mr. Lucy conjectures it represents his son. There
were three descents of the same name of Thomas. The portrait hath ' the eye
severe, and beard of formal cut,' which fill up with judicial austerity the other-

wise social physiognomy of the worshipful presence, with his ' fair round belly,
with good capon lined.'f

''
RegeiiVs Park^ ^^pril \1.—Made up my journal, which had fallen something

behind. In this phantasmagorial place the objects of the day come and depart like

shadows. Went to Murray's, where I met Mr. Jacob, the great economist. He is

proposing a mode of supporting the poor, by compelling them to labour under a

species of military discipline. I see no objection to it, only it will make a rebellion

to a certainty ; and the tribes of Jacob will cut Jacob's throat.:):"
Canning's conversion from popular opinions was strangely brought round.

While he was studying in the Temple, and rather entertaining revolutionary opi-
nions, Godwin sent to say that he was coming to breakfast with him, to speak on a

subject of the highest importance. Canning knew little of him, but received his

visit, and learned to his astonishment, that in expectation of a new order of things,
the English Jacobins designed to place him. Canning, at the head of their revolu-

tion. He was much struck, and asked time to think what course he should take—
and having tiiought the matter over, he went to Mr. Pitt, and made the Anti-Jacobin
confession of faith, in which he persevered until . Canning himself mentioned
this to Sir W. Knighton upon occasion of giving a place in the Charter-house of

some ten pounds a-ycar to Godwin's brother. He could scarce do less for one who
had offered him the dictator's curule chair.

" Dined with Rogers with all my own family, and met Sharp, Lord John Russell,

Jekyll, and others. The conversation flagged as usual, and jokes were fired like

minute-guns, producing an etfect not much less melancholy. A wit should always
have an atmosphere congenial to him, otherwise he will not shine.

"
April 18,—Breakfasted at Hampstead with Joanna Baillie, and found that gifted

person extremely well, and in the display of all her native knowledge of character

and benevolence. I would give as much to have a capital picture of her as for any
portrait in the world. Dined with the Dean of Chester, Dr. Philpotts

—
' Where all above us was a solemn row
Of priests and deacons—so were all below.'§

There were the amiable Bishop of London (Howley), Copplestone, whom I remem-
ber the first man at Oxford, now Bishop of Llandaff, and Dean of St. Paul's

(strongly intelligent), and other dignitaries, of whom I knew less. It was a very
pleasant day—the wigs against the wits for a guinea, in point of conversation.

Anne looked queer, and much disposed to laugh, at finding herself placed bet\yixt
two prelates in black petticoats.

*

''
Jpril 19.—Breakfasted with Sir George Phillips. Had his receipt against the

blossoms being injured by frost. It consists in watering them plentifully before

»
Henry IV., Act III., Scene 2. t A$ You Like It, Act I., Scene 7.

I believe !\Ir. Jacob published at this time some tracts concerning the Poor Colonics

instituted by the King of the Notlicrlands.

H'rabbc's Talc of ' the Dumb Orators.'
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sunrise. This is liko tho mode of thawiiifj tx. f. Wf li:i,l

much the better that Morritt was with us. Dined with Sir l{. .: 1. „..

Sir Thomas Acland, my old and kind friend. I was happy to »vn him. Hb may-
be considered now as the head of tlie relitrious party in th(> Hf)U<n' »( ('

jiowert'ul body which Wilberforce lonnr commandid. It is a ilitTirult m
tlie adaptation of religious motives to earthly policy is apt

—
.uikh.^' t!,. ,lr-

lusions of the human heart—to bo a snare. Hut I cnuld i-oniiJu un.r .-..- T.
Acland's honour and integrity. Bishop Hloomfield of Chester, one of thr nio«t

learned prelates of the church, also dined.

'^'^

Jpril •22.—Sophia left this to take down poor Johnnie to Brighton. 1 t'.-.ir— I

fear—but we must hope the best. Anne went with her sister.

" Lockhart and I dined with Sothcby, where we met a larrje party, the orator of

which was that extraordinary man Coleridi^e. After eatiiiir a hearty <linner, duriti'^

which be spoke not a word, be beijan a most learned barani^ue on the Sainoihrari.m

Mysteries, which he regards as affording the germ of all tales about fairies past,

present, and to come. lie then diverired to Homer, whose Iliad he ronsidcrcd as a

collection of poems by different authors, at ditlerenl times, during a century. Mor-

ritt, a zealous worshipper of the old liard, was incensed at a system wbi -b would

turn him into a polytheist, gave battle with keenness, and was joined by Sotbeby.
Mr. Coleridge behaved with the utmost complaisance and temper, but relaxed not

from his exertions. ' Zounds, I was never so bethumped with words.' Morrill's

impatience must have cost him an extra sixpence worth of snutf.

"
J/)r»7 23.—Dined at Lady Davy's with Lord and Lady Lansdowne and several

other fine folks—my keys were sent to Bramah's with my desk, so I have not had

the means of putting down matters regularly for several days. But who cares for

the whipp'd cream of London society ?

^^
April M.—Spent the day in rectifying a road bill which drew a turnpike road

through all the Darnickers' cottages, and a good field of my own. I got it put to

rights. I was in some apprehension of being obliged to address tlie Committee.

I did not fear them, for I suppose they are no wiser or better in their capacity of

legislators than I find them every day at dinner. But I feared for my reputuiou.

They would have expected something better than the occasion demanded, or the

individual could produce, and there would have been a failure. We had one or two

persons at home in great wretchedness to dinner. I was not able to
make^ any

fiorht, and the evening went off as heavily as any I ever spent in the course of my
life.

"
^joriV 26.—We dined at Richardson's with the two Chief Barons

of^
England"

and Scotland",! odd enough, the one being a Scotsman and the other an Kn<rli-<bman

—far the pleasantest day we have had. I suppose I am partial, but 1 think the

lawyers beat the bishops, and the bishops beat the wits.

^'
April '20,.—This morning I went to meet a remarkable man, Mr. Boyd of the

house of Boyd, Benfield & Co., which broke for a very large sum at the b.sjimu;.^

of the war. Benfield went to the devil I believe. Boyd, a man of very ditfen u:

stamp, went over to Paris to look after some large claims which his house liad en

the French Government. They were such as, it seems, they could not disav.u.

however they micrht be disposed to do so. But they used every ctlort, by
i.-^u

means and fair, ^o induce Mr. Boyd to depart. He was reduced to poverty: he

was thrown into prison ; and the most fiatteriiig prospects were, on the other hand,

held out to him if he would compromise bis claims. His answer was unil.>rni. It

was the property, he said, of his creditors, and ho would die ere he re-i

His distresses were so great, that a subscription was made amongst bis >

friends, to which I was''a contributor, through the reipiest ot* poor Will Krskm. .

After the peace of Paris the monev was restored, and, faithful to the last, U.^y-l

laid the whole at his creditors' disposal; stating, at the same time, tli.it he %v .is

penniless unless they consented to allow him a moderate sum in name ot per re t.t-

* Su: WiUiam Alcxaiidtr. + Sir Samuel Shepherd.
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acre, in consideration of twenty years of exile, poverty, and danger, all of which

evils he niicrht have escaped bv surrendering their rights. Will it be believed, that

a muck-worm was base enouffh to refuse his consent to this deduction, alleging he

had promised to his father, on his death-bed, never to compromise this debt ^ The

wretch, however, was overpowered by the execrations of all around him, and con-

curred, with others, in setting apart for Mr. Boyd a sum of £40,000 or £50,000

out of half a million. This is a man to whom statues should be erected, and pil-

cTims should go to sec him. He is good looking, but old and infirm. Bright dark

eyes and eyebrows contrast with his snowy hair, and all his features mark vigour

of principle and resolution.

"
.7pr(7 30.—Wc have Mr. Adolphus, and his fother, the celebrated lawyer, to

breakfast, and I was greatly delighted with the information of the latter. A bar-

rister of extended practice, if he has any talents at all, is the best companion in the

world. Dined with Lord Alvanley, and met Lord Fitzroy Somerset, .Marquis and

Marchioness of Worcester, &c. Lord Alvanley's wit made this party very plea-

sant, as well as the kind reception of my friends the Misses Arden.

>< May 1.—Breakfasted with Lord and Lady Francis Gower, and enjoyed the

splendid treat of hearing Mrs. Arkwright sing her own music, which is of the

hitrhest order—no forced vagaries of the voice, no caprices of tone, but all telling

up'on and increasing the feeling the words require. This is
'

marrying music to

immortal verse.' Most people place them on separate maintenance.*

" May 2—I breakfasted with a IMr. ,
and narrowly escaped Mr. Irving the

celebrated preacher. The two ladies of his house seemed devoted to his opinions,

and quoted him at every word. Mr. himself made some apologies for the

Millennium. He is a neat antiquary, who thinks he ought to have been a man of

letters, and that his genius has been misdirected in turning towards the law. I

endeavoured to combat this idea, which his handsome house and fine family should

have checked. Compare his dwelling, his comforts, with poor Tom Campbell's.

"May 5.—Breakfasted with Haydon, and sat for my head. I hope this artist is

on his legs again. The King has given him a lift, by buying his clever picture of

the Mock Election in the King's Bench prison, to which he is adding a second

part, representing the chairing of the member at the moment it was interrupted by
the entry of the guards. Haydon was once a great admirer and companion of the

champions of the Cockney school, and is now disposed to renounce them and their

opinions. To this kind of conversation I did not give much way. A painter should

have nothing to do with politics. He is certainly a clever fellow, but too enthu-

siastic, which, however, distress seems to have cured in some degree. His wife,

a pretty woman, looked happy to see me, and that is something. Yet it was very

little 1 could do to help them.f

"3/ay 8.—Dined with Mrs. Alexander of Ballochmyle :—Lord and Lady ^Nleath,

who were kind to us in Ireland, and a Scottish party, pleasant from having the

* Among other songs Mrs. Arkwright (see ante, p. 590,) delighted Sir Walter with her

own set of—
" Farewell I Farewell 1

—the voice you hear

Has left its last soft tone with you,
Its next must join the seaward cheer,

And shout among the shouting crew," &.c.

He was sitting by me, at some distance from the lady, and whispered as she closed,

"
capital words—whose are they ?—Byron's I suppose, but I don't remember them." He

was astonished when I told him" that they were his own in the Pirate—he seemed pleased

at the moment—but said next minute—" You have distressed me—if memory goes, all is

up witli me, for tiiat was always my strong point."

t Sir Walter had shortly before been one of the contributors to a subscription for Mr.

Haydon. The imprisonment from which this subscription relieved the artist produced, I

need scarcely say, the picture moitioned in the Diary.
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broad accents and honest thouglits of my native l^ntl. A large circlp in ihff fTcniog.A gentleman came up to me and asked •
It" 1 had scon thf C'a.Hkit, a curiou* work,

the most beautiful, the most hi'^hly ornamented,—and then tho e«litor or <^U>trr«i^^

a female so interesting,
—might he ask a very frreat favour?' and out ho pulM a

piece of this pic-nic. I was really anifry, and said f.)r u •>

command me—for a contributor—No. 'I'liis may l)e misrepre-. ,

Suppose this patron of the Muses gives five guineas to his disiressi>d lady, he will

think he does a great deal, yet he takes fifty from me with the calnu-sl air in the
world ; for the communication is worth that if it be worth any thing. There is no

equalizing in the proposal.

''•May 9.—Grounds of Foote's farce of the Cozeners. Lady . A cer-

tain Mrs. Phipps audaciously set up in a fashionable quarter of the town as a prr*on

through whose influence, properly propitiated, favours and situations of iniporl.uiro

might eertainly be obtained—always for a consideration. Sbe cheated many \»<>-

pie, and maintained the trick for months. One trii-k was to get the eciuipaijes of

Lord North, and other persons of importance, to halt before her door, as if thrjr

owners were within. With respect to most of them, this was etTectcd by bribing
tlie drivers. 13ut a gentleman who watched her closely, observed that Charles J.

Fox actually lett his carriage and went into the house, and this more than once.

He was then, it must be noticed, in the ministry. When Mrs. Phipps was blown

up, this circumstance was recollected as deserving explanation, which Fox readily

gave at Brookes' and elsewhere. It seems that Mrs. Phip|)s had the art to persuade
him that she had the disposal of what was then caHed a /ii/u-iui, that is, an heiress

—ati immense Jamaica heiress, in whom she was willing to give or sell her inte-

rest to Charles Fox. Without having perfect confulence in the obliging proposal,
the great statesman thought the thing worth looking after, and became so earnest

in it, that Mrs. Phipps was desirous to back out for t'ear of discovery. With
'

view she made confession one fine morning, with many professions of the dn ,

feelings, that the hyaena had proved a frail monster, and given birth to a girl or boy—no matter which. Even this did not make Charles quit chase of the hywna.
He intimated that if the cash was plenty and certain, the circumstance might be

overlooked. Mrs. Phipps had nothing for it but to double the disguslinu dose.
* The poor child,' she said,

' was unfortunately of a mixed colour, somewhat tinged

with the blood of Africa ;
no doubt Mr. Fox was himself very dark, and the cia-um-

stance might not draw attention,' &c. &c. This singular anecdote was touched

upon by Foote, and is the cause of introducing the negress into the Cozeners, though

no express allusion to Charles Fox was admitted. Lady tells me that, in her

youth, the laugh was universal so soon as the black woman appeared. It is one of

the numerous hits that will be lost to posterity.
" This day, at the request of Sir William Knighton, I sat to Northcote, who is

to introduce himself in the same piece in the act of painting me, like some pictures

of the Venetian school. The artist is an old man, low in stature, and bent with

years
—fourscore at least. But the eye is quick and the countenance noble. A

pleasant companion, familiar with recollections of Sir Joshua, Samuel Johnson,

Burke, Goldsmith, &c. His account of the last confirms all that we have heard of

his oddities.

"il/(/yll.
—Another long sitting to the old Wizard Northcote. He really re-

sembles an animated mummy. Dined with his Majesty in a very private psirty,

five or six or.-ly being present. I was received most kimily, as usual. It 1.4

impossible to conceive a more friendly manner than that his Majesty used towards

me. I spoke to Sir William Knisrhton about the dedication of the collected noveU,

and he says it will be highly well taken.*

"
May 17.—A day of busy idleness. Richardson came and breakfasted with me,

like a good fellow. Then I went to Mr. Chantrey. Thereafter, about l-* o'elork.

I went to breakfast the second at Lady Shelley's, where there was a great morning

party. A young lady begged a lock of my hair, which was not worth retusing.

1 stipulated for a kiss, which I was permitted to take. From iliis I went to the

* The Magnum Opus was dedicated to King George IV.
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Duke of Wellington, who gave me some hints or rather details. Afterwards I

drove out to Chiswick, where I had never been before. A numerous and gay party
were assembled to walk and enjoy the beauties of that Palladian dome. The place
and highly ornamented garden belonging to it resemble a picture of Watteau.
There is some affectation in the picture, but in the ensemble the original looked

very well. The Duke of Devonshire received every one with the best possible
manners. The scene was dignified by the presence of an immense elephant, who,
under charge of a groom, wandered up and down, giving an air of Asiatic pageantry
to the entertainment. I was never before sensible of the dignity which largeness
of size and freedom of movement giv^e to this otherwise very ugly animal. As I

was to dine at Holland House. I did not partake in the magnificent repast which
w-as offered to us, and took myself off about five o'clock. I contrived to make a

demi-toilette at Holland House, rather than drive all the way to London. Rogers
came to the dinner, which was very entertaining. Lady Holland pressed us to stay
all night, which we did accordingly.

"3/ayl8.—-The freshness of the air, the singing of the birds, the beautiful as-

pect of nature, the size of the venerable trees, gave me altogether a delightful feeling
this morning. It seemed there was pleasure even in living and breathing without

any thing else. W"e (/. e. Rogers and I) wandered into a green lane, bordered with
fine trees, which might have been twenty miles from a town. It will be a great

pity when this ancient house must come down and give way to rows and crescents.

It is not that Holland House is fine as a building,
—on the contrary it has a tumble-

down look ; and although decorated with a bastard Gothic of James I.'s time, the

front is heavy. But it resembles m.any respectable matrons, who having been ab-

solutely ugly during youth, acquire by age an air of dignity. But one is chiefly
affected by the air of deep seclusion which is spread around the domain.

"3/ffy 19.—Dined by command with the Duchess of Kent. I was very kindly

recognised by Prince Leopold—and presented to the little Princess Victoria—I hope
they will change her name—the heir apparent to the crovm as things now stand.

How strange that so large and fine a family as that of his late Majesty should have
died off, or decayed into old age, with so few descendants. Prince George of Cum-
berland is, they say, a fine boy about nine years old—a bit of a Pickle. This little

lady is educating with much care, and watched so closely that no busy maid has a

moment to whisper,
' You are herr of England.' I suspect if we could dissect the

little heart, we should find that some pigeon or other bird of the air had carried

the matter. She is fair, like the Royal family—the Duchess herself very pleasing
and affable in her manners. I sat by Mr. Spring Rice, a very agreeable man.
There were also Charles Wynn and his lady—and the evening, for a court evening,
went agreeably off. I am commanded for two days by Prince Leopold, but wilt

send excuses.

" May 24.—This day dined at Richmond Park with Lord Sidmouth. Before
dinner his Lordship showed me letters which passed between his father, Dr. Adding-
ton, and the great Lord Chatham. There was much of that familiar friendship
which arises, and must arise, between an invalid, the head of an invalid family,
and their medical adviser, supposing the last to be a wise and well-bred man. The
character of Lord Chatham's handwriting is strong and bold, and his expressions
short and manly. There are intimations of his partiality for William^ whose health

^eems to have been precarious during boyhood. He talks of William imitating
him in all he did, and calling for ale because his father was recommended to drink
It.

' If I should smoke,' he said,
' William would instantly call for a pipe ;' and,

he wisely infers,
' I must take care what I do.' The letters of the late William

Pitt are of great curiosity ; but as, like all real letters of business, they only allude

to matters with which his correspondent is well acquainted, and do not enter into

details, they would require an ample commentary. I hope Lord Sidmouth will

supply this, and have urged it as much as I can. I think, though I hate letters,

and abominate interference, I will write to him on this subject. Here I met my
old and much esteemed friend. Lord Stowell, looking very frail and even comatose.

Quantum mutalus. He was one of the pleasantest men I ever knew.
"
Respecting the letters, I picked up from those of Pitt that he was always
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extremely desirous of peace whh France, and even reckoneil upon it at a motnfnl
when he ouirht to have despaired. I suspect this false view of the slati; of l''ruiiri,

(for such it was) which induced the British Minister to look for xnniw when tli.n.
Avas no chance of it, damped his ardour in maintaining the war. He wanlfij ihr

lofty ideas of his father—you read it in iiis handwritini;^, irreat statcsuiun a.n hi- wa.i
1 saw a letter or two of Burke's, in which tliere is an cponchement dc nrur not visi-
ble in those of Pitt, who writes like a Premier to his colleague. Burko was nn!. r

the strange hallucination that his son, who pre-deceased him, was a man of <tr< • r

talents than himself. On the contrary, he had little talent, and no nerve. On
moving some resolutions in favour of the Catholi(^s, which were ill-received by the
House of Commons, young Burke actually ran away, which an Orangeman ron>-

pared to a cross-reading in the newspapers.
'

Yesterday the Catholic resolutions
were moved, &c.—but the pistol missing fire, the villains ran off! !

'"

"3/cr!/25.—After a morning of letter-writing, leave-taking, papers destroying,
and God knows what trumpery, Sophia and 1 set out for Hampton (^ourt, carry in<T

with us the following lions and lionesses—Samuel Rogers, Tom Moore, VVordn^

worth, with wife and daughter. We were very kindly and properly received by
Walter and his wife, and had a very pleasant day. At |)arting Rogers gave mo a

gold-mounted pair of glasses, which I will not part with in a hurry. I really like

S. R., and have always found him most friendly."

This is the last London entry ; but I must mention two circum-

stances that occurred during tliat visit. Breakfasting one morning
with Allan Cunningham, and commending one of his publications, he

looked round the table and said,
" what are you going to make of all

these boys, Allan?" "I ask that question often at my own heart,"

said Allan,
" and I cannot answer it." "What does tlie eldest point

to ?" " The callant would fain be a soldier, Sir Walter—and I have

a half promise of a commission in the king's army for him; but I wish

rather he could go to India, for there the pay is a mainfemuire, and

one does not need interest at every step to get on." Scott dropped
the subject, but went an hour afterw^ards to Lord Melville (who was
now President of the Board of (Control), and begged a cadetship for

young Cunningham. Lord Melville promised to enquire if he had one

at his disposal, in which case he would gladly serve the son of honest

Allan ; but the point being thus left doubtful, Scott, meeting Mr. Jcjhn

Loch, one of the East India Directors, at dinner the same evening, at

Lord Stafford's, applied to him, and received an imm(?diate asset)!.

On reaching home at night he found a note from Lord Melville, inti-

mating that he had enquired, and was happy in complying with his

request. Next morning Sir Walter appeared at Sir F. Chantrey's

breakfast table, and greeted the sculptor (who is a brother of tiie angle)

with—"
I suppose it has sometimes hapj)ened to you to catch one

trout (which w^as all you thought of) with the fly,
and another with

the bobber. I have done so, and I think I shall land them both.

Don't you think Cunningham would like very well to have cadetships

for two of those fine lads?" " To be sure he would," said (Mianlrcy,
" and if you'll secure the commissions, I'll make the outfit easy."

Great was the joy in Allan's household on this double good news; but

I should add, that before the thing was done he had to thank another

benefactor. Lord Melville, after'all, went out of the Board of ( 'oiitrol

before he had been able to fulfil his promise; but his successor. Lord

Ellenborough, on hearing the circumstances of the case, desired Cun-

VoL. II. 4C 52*
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ninuham to set his mind at rest, and botii his young men are now pros-

pering in tiie India service.

Another friend's jirivatc afiairs occupied more unpleasantly much
of Scott's attention during this residence in London. He learned,

sliortlv after his amval, that misfortunes (as foreseen by himself in

I\Iav. 1825) had ixathored over the management of the Adelphi The-

atre-.* The following letter lias been selected from among several on

tho same painful subject.

To Daniel Terry,. Esq. Bouhgne-sur-Mer.

"London, Lockliarfs, April 15, 1828.
"
yiy dear Terry,

" I received with sincere distress your most melancholy letter. Certainly
want of candour with one's friends is blameable, and procrastination in circum-

.stances of embarrassment is highly unwise. But they bring such a fearful chas-

tisement on the party who commits them that he may justly expect, not the

reproache^ but the sympathy and compassion of his friends; at least of all such
whose conscience charges them with errors of their own. For m)' part I feel as

little title, as God knows I have wish, to make any reflections on the matter, more
than are connected with the most sincere regret on your own account. The sum
at which I stand noted in the schedule is of no consequence in the now more
favourable condition of my affairs, and the loss to me personally is the less, that

I alwavs considered £-200 of the same as belonsfin^ to mv godson ; but he is voungf,
and may not miss the loss when he comes to be fitted out tor the voyage of life ;

we must hope the best. I told your solicitor that I desired he would consider me
as a friend of yours, desirous to take as a creditor the measures which seemed
best to forward your interest. It might be inconvenient to me were I called upon
to make up such instalments of the price of the theatre as are unpaid, but of this,

I suppose, there can be no great danger. Pray let me know as soon as you can,
how this stands. I think you are quite right to stand to the worst, and that your

retiring was an injudicious measure which cannot be too soon retraced, coute qui
coute. I am at present in London with Lockhart, who, as well as my daughter, are

in deep sorrow for what has happened, as the)', as well as I on their account, con-

sider themselves as deeply obliged to Mrs. Terry's kindness, as well as from regard
to you. These hard times must seem still harder while you are in a foreign country.
I am not, you know, so wealthy as I have been, but £20 or £30 are heartily at

your service if you will let me know how the remittance can reach you. It does
not seem to me that an arrangement with your creditors will be difficult; but for

God's sake do not temporize and undertake burdens which you cannot discharge,
and which will only lead to new difficulties.

" As to your views about an engagement at Edinburgh I doubt much, though an
occasional visit would probably succeed. My countrymen, taken in their general

capacity, are not people to have recourse to in adverse circumstances. John Bull
is a better beast in misfortune. Your objections to an American trip are quite satis-

factory, unless the success of your Solicitor's measures should in part remove them,
when it may be considered as 3. pis-allcr. As to Walter there can be no difficulty
in procuring his admission to the Edinburgh Academy, and if he could be settled

with his grandfather, or under his eye, as to domestic accommodation, I would

willingly take care of his schooling, and look after him when I am in town. I

shall be anxious, indeed, till 1 hear that you are once more restored to the unre-

strained use of your talents; for I am sensible how dreadfully annoying must be

your present situation, which leaves so much time for melancholy retrospection
without any opportunity of exertion. Vet this state, like others, must be endured
with patience ; the furiously impatient horse only plunges himself deeper in the

slough, as our old hunting excursions may have taught us. In general, the human
mind is strong in proportion to the internal energy which it possesses. Evil for-

* See ante, p. 393.
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tune is as tnnsirnt ns orood, and if the endangered ship t^ »ull manneJ by a •turdy
and willing crew, why then

'

Up and rig a jury foremast.
She rights, she rights, boys, we're otF short!.'

Tliis vas the^ system I arcjued njmii in my late distresses, and, tin

recommend it to you; I heij my kindest e(>m|)limeiits to Mrs.'!'.

better days may come. 1 shall ho here till the hcginninjj of May; th«'r'

may meet ; believe me, very truly yours,
Waltkr Sforr."

On the afternoon of the 2Sth <>i" ^Tay, Sir Walter stju-tcd for tho

north, but could not resist ^oin<]^ out <)f his way to sec the s|M)t wh"- •

"Mr. William Weare, wiio dwelt in Lyon's Inn,"" was mnrdcreil.

His diary says:

" Our eletjant researches carried us out of the hiijli-road and through a 1

of intricate lanes, which seem made on purpose to atlord stranrrers the fnii

of a dark nijht and a drunk driver, in order to visit (Jill's Hill, in Hertfordshire.

ftmous for the murder of Mr. Weare. The i)lace has the strongest title to th*»

description of Wordsworth,
' A merry spot, 'tis said, in days of yore,
But someting ails it now—the place is curst.'

The principal part of the house has been destroyed, and only the kitchen -

standinir. The garden has been dismantled, thouirh a (vw laurels aiul t]. .

-

shrubs, run wild, continue to mark the spot. The fatal pond is now only a <zTrvn

swamp, but so near the house that one caimot conceive how it was ever chosen as

a place of temporary concealment for the murdered body. Indeed the whole history

of the murder, and the scenes which ensueil, are sfranije pictures of desperate
short-siffhted wickedness. The feastinir— the sinijinir— the murderer, with

hands still bloody, hanijing round the neck of one of the females the watrh-chnii.

of the murdered man—arorue the utmost apathy. F]ven Probart, the most iViuht-

ened of the party, fled no farther for relief than to the brandy bottle, and is tnniid

in the ver}' lane, nay, at the very spot of the murder, .seekin<f for the weapon, and

exposing himself to the view of the passengers. Another singular mark nf
>tiij.i

!

audacity was their venturing to wear the clothes of their victim. 'Hiere was a

want of foresight in the whole arrangements of the deed, and the attempts to con-

ceal it, which a professed robber would not have exhibited. 'I'here was just one

shade of redeeming character about a business so brutal, perpetnited by men ahnv.-

the very lowest rank of life—it was the mixture of revenge, which alVorde(i s..|ii.

relief to the circumstances of treachery and premeditation. But Weare was a

cheat,* and had no doubt pillaged Thurtell, who therefore deemed he might tak.-

greater liberties with him than with others. Tho dirt of the present hahiiiitinr.

equalled its wretched desolation, and a truculent-looking hair, vvlni
showed^

us the

place, and received half-a-crown, looked not unlike the natural inmate of snch a

mansion. She hinted as much herself, saying the landlord had distnantlc«l thr

place, because no respectable person would live there. She seems to live entirely

alone, and fears no ghosts, she says. One thing about this tragedy was never

explained. It is saicfthat Weare, as is the habit of such men, always carried about

his person, and between his flannel waistcoat and shirt, a sum of ready njoney.

equal to £l.)00 or £-2000. No such money was ever recovered, and as the sum

divided by Thurtell among his acccompliees was oniy abont £'20, he must, in slang

phrase, have bucketed his palls.

".!/«?/ ef>.—We travelled from Alconbury Hill to Ferry Hrid.j.-, upwards of a

hundred miles, amid all the beauties of flourish and verdure which sprint:
awaken*

at her first approach in the midland counties of Kngland, but without

save those of the season's making. I do believe this great north road i-^

* Weare, Thurtell, and all the rest, were professed gamblers. See ante, p. 53o.
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in the world, as well as the most convenient for the travellers. The skeleton at

Barnby Moor has deserted his gibbet, and that is the only change I recollect.

"
Jiokeby, May 30.—We left Ferry Bridge at seven, and reached this place at

past three. A mile from tlie house we met IMorritt, looking for us. I had great

pleasure in finding myself at Rokeby, and recollecting a hundred passages of past
time. Morritt looks'well and easy in his mind, which I am delighted to see. He
is now one of my oldest, and, I believe, one of my most sincere friends;—a man
imequalled in the mixture of sound good sense, high literary cultivation, and the

kindest and sweetest temper that ever graced a human bosom. His nieces are

much attached to him. and are deserving and elegant, as well as beautiful young
women. Wliat there is in our partiality to female beauty that commands a species
of temperate homage from the aged, as well as ecstatic admiration from the young,
I cannot conceive ; but it is certain that a very large portion of some other auiiable

quality is too little to counterbalance the absolute want of this advantage. I, to

whom beauty is, and shall henceforward be, a picture, still look upon it with the

quiet devotion of an old worshipper, who no longer offers incense on the shrine,
but peaceably presents his inch of taper, taking special care in doing so not to burn
his own fingers. Nothing in life can be more ludicrous or contemptible than an
old man aping the passions of his youth.

"
Talking of youth, there was a certain professor at Cambridge who used to keep

sketches of all the lads who, from their conduct at college, seemed to bid fair for

distinction in life. He showed them one day to an old shrewd sarcastic master of

arts, who looked over the collection, and then observed,
' A promising nest ofeggs ;

what a pity the great part will turn out addle !' And so they do :—looking round

amongst the young men one sees to all appearances fine flourish—but it ripens not.

"i>/a_y 31.—I have finished Napier's War in the Peninsula.* It is written in

the spirit of a Liberal, but the narrative is distinct and clear. He has, however,
given a bad sample of accuracy in the case of Lord wStrangford, where Ins pointed
affirmation has been as pointedly repelled. It is evident he would require probing.
His defence of Moore is spirited and well argued, though it is evident he defends
the statesman as much as the general. As a Liberal and a military man, Napier
finds it difficult to steer his course. The former character calls on him to plead for

the insurgent Spaniards ; the latter induces him to palliate the cruelties of the

French. Good-even to him until next volume, which I shall long to see. This
was a day of pleasure, and nothing else."

Next night Sir Walter rested at Carlisle.

" A sad place," says the Diary,
" in my domestic remembrances, since here I

married my poor Charlotte. She is gone, and I am following
—faster, perhaps, than

I wot of. It is something to have lived and loved ; and our poor children are so

hopeful and affectionate, that it chastens the sadness attending the thoughts of our

separation. . . . My books being finished, I lighted on an odd volume of the
Gentleman's Magazine, a work in which, as in a pawnbroker's shop, much of real

curiosity and value are stowed away amid the frippery and trumpery of those
reverend old gentlewomen who were the regular correspondents of Mr. Urban."

His companion wrote thus a day or two afterwards to her sisterf
—

"
Early in the morning before we started, papa took me with him to the Cathe-

dral. This he had often done before ; but he said he must stand once more on the

spot where he married poor mamma. After that we went to the Castle, where a
new showman went through the old trick of pointing out Fergus Mac Ivor's ven/

dungeon. Peveril said ' Indeed ] Are you quite sure, sir?' And on being told

* The first volume of Colonel Napier's work had recently been published.

I I copy from a letter which has no dale, so that I cannot be quite sure of this being
the halt at Carlisle it refers to. I once witnessed a scene almost exactly the same at

Stirling Castle, where an old soldier called Sir Walter's attention to the "
very dungeon"

of Rhoderick Dhu.
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there could be no doubt, was troubled with a fit of coujrhiniT. whirh enJi^ in s

laugh. The man seemed exceeding inditrnant ; so wh»i» I' .,J on, I «bi«-

pered who it was. I wish you had seen the man's start, a.,..
' -• -

<l aod
bowed as he parted from us : and then rammed his keys int) h. i wmt
oif at a hand-frallo|) to warn the rest of the garrison. But il»e cua. v,

and we escaped a row."

They reached Al)bot>f«>ril that niirht, and a day or t\v<» :itt«-r\vard,<i

Edinburgh; where Sh' \\'alter was i^reeteil with ihe satislaciory intel-

hgence, that his plans as to the ''opus nunrnmn" had Inx-n considered

at a meeting of his trustees, and finally approved in toto. As the

scheme inferred a large outlay on drawings and engraving-*, and

otherwise, this decision had been looked for with much anxiety by him

and Mr. Cadell. He says,
"

I trust it will answer ; yet who can war-

rant the continuance of popularity ? Old Nattali Corri, who entered

into many projects, and could never set the sails of a windmill to

catch the aura popularis, used to say he believed that, were he to turn

baker, it would put bread out of fashion. I have had the better luck

to dress my sails to ever\' wind ; and so blow on, good wind, and sjnn

round, whirligig." The Corri here alluded to was an unfortunate

adventurer, who, among other wild schemes, tried to set up an Italian

Opera at Edinburgh.
The Diary for the next month records the usual meeting at Blair-

Adam—but' nothing worth quoting, that was done or said, except.

perhaps, these two scraps
—

" Salutation nf tu-n old Scottish Lairds— ' Ye're maist obedient hnmmil servant.

Tannachy-Tulloch.'
—' Your nain man, Kilspindie.'

"Hereditary descent in ihe Highlands. A clerg>-man showed John Thonison the

island of Inchmachome, on the Port of Monteith, and pointed out the boatman as a

remarkable person, the representative of the hereditary rrardeners of the KarU of

Monteith, while these Earls existed. His son, a pujuish boy, foMovrs up th»>

theme, 'Feyther, when Donald MacCorkindale dees will not the family be ex-

tinct]' Father 'No; I believe there is a man in Balquhidder who takes up the

succession.^
"

During the remainder of this year, as I already mentioncil. Sir

Walter never opened his " locked 'book." Whether in Edinburgh or

the country, his life was such, that he describes himself, in several let-

ters, as having become " a writing automaton." He had completed.

by Christmas.'^the Second Series of Tales on Scottish History, and

made considerable progress in another novel—Atine of Geiersteui : he

jiad also drawn up for the Quarterly Review his article on Mr. M<v

rier's Hajji Baba in England; and that delightful one on Sir Hum-

phry Daw's Salmonia—which, like those on Planting an.l Canlcnmg.

abounds in sweet episodes of personal reminiscence: and, whenever

he had not proof-sheets to press him, his hours were bestowetl on the

opus ma^mnn.
A few extracts from his correspondence may supply m part fhi>

blank in the Diarv. Several of them touch on the atlatrs ol Mr.

Terry, whose stamina were not suthcient to resist the stroke of m\s-

fortune. He had a paralytic seizure, very shortly after the ruin of

his theatre was made public. One, addressed Xo a dear and e.-iriy

friend, Sir Alexander Wood, was written on the death ot lus brother-
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in-law, Sir William Forbes of Pitsligo
—the same modest, gentle, and

hiofh-sjnritcd man with whose history Sir Walter's had (as the Diary
ol" 18'36 tells) been very remarkably intertwined.

To J. G. Lockhart, Esq., Regenfs Park.
"
Abbotsford, Julv 14, 1828.

" My dear L.
" I wrote myself blind and sick last week about * * * *

-j-
God forgive

me for having thou<rht it possible that a schoolmaster should be out and out a

rational being. I have a letter from Terry—but written by his poor wife—his for-

mer one was sadly scrawled. I hope he may yet get better—but I suspect the shot

lias gone near the heart.

' O what a world of worlds were it,

Would sorrow, pain, and sickness spare it.

And aye a rowth roast-beef and claret ;

Syne wha would starve ?'

" If it be. true that Longman and Co. have offered £1000 for a history of Ireland,
Scotland must stand at fifty per cent discount, for they lately offered me <£500 for

one of the latter country, which of course I declined. 1 have also had Murray's
request to do some biography for his new undertaking.:^: But I really can't think

of any Life I could easily do, excepting Queen Mary's, and that I decidedly would
not do, because my opinion, in point of fact, is contrary both to the popular feeling
and to my own. I see, by the by, that your Life of Burns is going to press again,
and therefore send you a few letters which may be of use to you. In one of them

(to that singular old curmudgeon, Lady Winifred Constable) you will see he plays

high Jacobite, and, on that account, it is curious ; though I imagine his Jacobitism,
like my own, belonged to the fancy rather than the reason. He was, however, a

great Pittite down to a certain period. There were some passing stupid verses in

the papers, attacking and defending his satire on a certain preacher, whom he
termed ' an unco calf.' In one of them occurred these lines in vituperation of the

adversary—
' A Whig, I guess. But Rab's a Tory,
And gies us mony a funny story.'

"This was in 1787.—Ever yours,
W^ALTER Scott.'

To Robert Cadell, Esq., Edinburgh.
"
Abbotsford, 4th October, 1K58.

" My dear Sir,

" We were equally gratified and surprised by the arrival of the superb time-

piece, with which you have ornamented our halls. There are grand discussions

where it is to be put, and we are only agreed upon one point, that it is one of the

handsomest things of the kind we ever saw, and that we are under great obligations
to the kind donor. On my part, I shall never look on it without recollecting that

the employment of my time is a matter of consequence to you, as well as myself. §
" I send you two letters, of which copies will be requisite for the magnum opus.

They must be copied separately. I wish you would learn from Mr. Walter Dick-

son, with my best respects, the maiden name of Mrs. Goldie, and the proper way
in which she ought to be designated. Another point of information I wish to have

is, concerning the establishment of the King's beadsmen or blue-gowns. Such

t These letters, chiefly addressed to Sir Walter's excellent friend, James Heywood Mark-

land, Esq. (Editor of the Chester Mysteries), were on a delicate subject connected with

the incipient arrangements of King's College, London.

t Mr. Murray of Albemarle Street was at this time projecting his Family Library, one

of the many imitations of Constable's last scheme.

^ The allusion is to a clock in the style of Louis Quatorze, now in the drawing-room at

Abbotsford.
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should occur in any account of the Chapcl-Royal, to which ihry were m apprnd-
age,but I have looked into Arnott and Maitiand, without hcinp able u> finj any
thing. My Inend, Dr. Lee, will know at once when- this is to h.. sought for" Here is a question. Burns in his poetry repeatedly states the idt- 1 of his be-
coniing a begg-ar—these passages I have. JJut there is a re.uarkal.lr'on.. in aomo
of his prose, stating with much spirit the qualifications he

possessed for th»' charac-
ter. I have looked till I am sick, through all the letters ot his which I havo netn'
and cannot find this. Do you know any amateur of the Ayrshire Hard who ran
point it out? It will save time, which is precious with me, •

" J. B. has given me such a dash of criticism, that I have laid hy the Maid of
the Mist for a few days, but I am working hard, meanwhile, at the illuslrutiou.H, so
no time is lost,—Yours very truly,

Walter Scott."

To Mrs. Lock/iarf, Brighton.

,- , „ ,.
'
Ablwtsford, 24th October. Ifes." My dear Sophia,

"I write to you rather than to the poor Terrys, on the subject of their plans,which appear to me to require reconsideration, as I have not leisure so to modify
my expressions as to avoid grating upon feelings which may be sore enough already.
But if I advise I must be plain. The

plan of a cottage in this neighirourhood is

quite visionary, London or its vicinity is the best place for a limited income, be-
cause you can get every thing you want without taking a pennyweight more of it

than you have occasion for. In the country (with us at least) if voir want a basin
of milk every day, you must keep a cow—if you want a bunch of straw, you must
have a farm. But what is still worse, it seenas to me that such a plan would re-
move Terry out of his natural sphere of action. It is no easy matter, at any rate,
to retreat from the practice of an art to the investigation of its theory ; but common
sense says, that if there is one branch of literature which has a chance of success
for our friend, it must be that relating to the drama. Dramatic works, whether de-

signed for the stage or the closet,—dramatic biography (an article in which the

public is always interested)
—dramatic criticism—these can all be conducted with

best advantage in London, or, rather, they can be conducted nowhere else. In

coming down to Scotland, therefore, Terry would be leaving a position in which,
should he prove able to exert himself and find the public favourable, he might pos-
sibly do as much for his family as he could by his profession. But then he will

require to be in book-shops and publishing-houses, and living among those up to

the current of public opinion. And although poor Terry's spirits mitrht not at first

be up to this exertion, he should remember that the power of doing things easily is

only to be acquired by resolution and habit, and if he really could give heart and
mind to literature in any considerable degree, I can't see how, amidst so many
Bijoux, and Albums, and Souvenirs—not to mention daily papers, critics, censors,
and so forth—I cannot see how he could fail to make £-200 or .t'3()0 a-year. In

Edinburgh there is nothing of this kind going forwards, positively nothing. Since
Constable's fall, all exertion is ended in the GudeTown in the publishing business,

excepting what I may not long he able to carry on.
" We have had little Walter Terry with us. He is a nice boy. I have got him

sent to the New Academy in Edinburgh, and hope he will do well. Indeed, I

have good hopes as to them all, but the prospect of success must remain, first,

with the restoration of Terry to the power of thought and labour, a matter which is

in God's hand; and, secondly, on the choice he shall make of a new sphere of

occupation. On these events no mortal can have inlluence, unless so tar as Mrs,

Terry may be able to exert over him that degree of power which mind certainly

possesses over body,
" Our worthy old aunt. Lady Raeburn, is gone, and I am now the eldest living

person of rny father's family. My old friend, Sir William Forbes, is extremely
ill, dying I fear, and the winter seems to approach with more than usual gloom.
We are all well here, however, and send love to Lockhart and the babies. I want

to see L, much, and hope he may make a run down at Christmas.

* These queries all point to the annotation of Tlie Antiquary.
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" You will take notice, that all the advice I venture to offer to the Terrys is

according as matters now stand.* Indeed, I think he is better now, than when
struggling against a losing concern, turning worse every day. With health I have
little doubt he may do well yet, and without it what can zny one do 1 Poor Rose,
he too seems to be very badly, and so end, if I lose him, wit, talent, frolic beyond
the bounds of sobriety, all united with an admirable heart and feelings.

Besides all other objections to Terry's plan, the poor invalid would be most
uncomfortable here. As my guest it was another thing; but without power to

entertain the better sort of folk, and liable from his profession to the prejudices of

our middling people, without means too of moving about, he must, while we are

not at Abbotsford, be an absolute hermit. Besides, health may be restored so as

to let him act again
—regimen and quiet living do much in such cases—and he

should not rashly throw up professional connexions. If they be bent on settling in

Scotland, a small house in Edinburgh would be much better than the idea of resi-

ding here.
" I have been delighted with your views of coming back to Chiefswood next

summer,—but had you not better defer that for another year 1 Here is plenty of

room for you all—plenty of beef and mutton—plenty of books for L., and he should

have the little parlour (the monkey-room, as Morritt has christened it) inviolate—
and he and I move on easily without interrupting each other. Pray think of all

this, and believe that, separated as I am so much from you both and the grandchil-
dren, the more I can see of you all while I have eyes left to see you with, the

greater will be my pleasure. I am turning a terrible fixture with rheumatism, and

go about little but in the carriage, and round the doors. A change of market-days,
but seams will slit, and elbows will out. My general health is excellent.—I am
always, dearest Sophia, your affectionate father,

Walter Scott."

To Sir Alexander Wood, ^c. ^c. §"0., Colinton House, Edinburgh.

"
Abbotsford, Oct. 2g, 1828.

" My dear Sir Alexander,
" Your letter brought me the afflicting intelligence of the death of our early

and beloved friend Sir William. I had little else to expect, from the state of health

in which he was when I last saw him, but that circumstance does not diminish the

pain with which I now reflect that I shall never see him more. He was a man
who, from his habits, could not be intimately known to many, although every thing
which he did partook of that high feeling and generosity which belongs perhaps to

a better atre than we live in. In him I feel I have sustained a loss which no after

years of my life can fill up to me. Our early friendship none knew better than you ;

and you also well know that if I look back to the gay and happy hours of youth,

they must be filled with recollections of our departed friend. In the whole course

of life our friendship has been uninterrupted as his kindness has been unwearied.

Even the last time I saw him (so changed from what I knew him) he came to town
when he was fitter to have kept his room, merely because he could be of service to

some affairs of mine. It is most melancholy to reflect that the life of a man whose

principles were so excellent, and his heart so affectionate, should have, in the midst

of external prosperity, been darkened, and I fear, 1 may say, shortened, by domes-

tic affliction. But ' those whom He loveth, he chasteneth ;' and the o'er-seeing

Providence, whose ways are as just and kind as they are inscrutable, has given us,

in the fate of our dear friend, an example that we must look to a better world for

the reward of sound religion, active patriotism, and extended benevolence. I need

not write more to you on this subject ; you must feel the loss more keenly than any
one. But there is ' another and a better world,' in which, I trust in God, those who
have loved each other in this transitory scene, may meet and recognise the friends

of youth, and companions of more advanced years.

* Mr. Terry died in London on the 22d June, 1829. His widow, to whom these Me-
moirs have owed many of th'cir materials, is now (1837), married to Mr. Charles Richard-

son of Tulsc Hill, the author of the well-known Dictionary of the Enghsh Language, &c.
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"I heg my kindest compliments and sincere expression nf sympathy to Lady
Wood, and to any of the sorrowing family who may be

jrratificd'by the interest of
one of their father's oldest friends and most afflicted survivors.

" God bless you, my dear Wood ! and I am sure you will believe me
Yours in sorrow as in gladness,

Walter Scott."

To J. G. Lockhart, Esq. Brighton.

" October 30, 1828.
" Dear John,

" I have a sad affliction in the death of poor Sir William Forbes. You loved
him well, I know, but it is impossible that you should enter into all my feelings on
this occasion. My heart bleeds for his children. God help all !

" Your scruples about doing an epitome of the Life of Bony, for the Family Li-

brary that is to be, are a great deal over-delicate. My book in nine thick volumes
can never fill the place which our friend Murray wants you to fill, and which, if

you don't, some one else will right soon. Moreover, you took much pains in help-

ing me when I was beginning my task, which I afterwards greatly regretted that

Constable had no means of remunerating, as no doubt he intended, when you were

giving him so much good advice in laying down his grand plans about the Miscel-

lany. By all means do what the Emperor asks. He is what Emperor Nap. was
not, much a gentleman, and, knowing our footing in all things, would not have

])roposed any thing that ought to have excited scruples on your side. Alas, poor
Crafty. ! Do you remember his exultation when my Bony affair was first proposed 1

Good God, I see him as he then M-as at this moment—how he swelled and rolled

and reddened, and outblarneyed all blarney ! Well, so be it. I hope

' After life's fitful fever he sleeps^well.'*

But he has cost me many a toilsome dreary day, and drearier night, and will cost

me more yet,
" I am getting very unlocomotive—something like an old cabinet that looks well

enough in its own corner, bat Avill scarce bear wheeling about even to be dusted.

But my work has been advancing gaily, or at least rapidly nevertheless, all this

harvest. Master Littlejohn will soon have three more tomes in his hand, and the

Swiss story too will be ready early in the year. I shall send you Vol. L with wee
Johnnie's aflfair. Fat James, as usual, has bored and bothered me with his criti-

cisms, many of which, however, may have turned to good. At first my not having
been in Switzerland was a devil of a poser for him—but had I not the honour of an

intimate personal acquaintance with every pass in the Highlands ] and if that were
not e<iough, had I not seen pictures and prints galore? I told him I supposed
he was becoming a geologist, and afraid of my misrepresenting the strata of some
rock on which I had to perch my Maid of the Mist, but that he should be too good
a christian to join those humbugging sages, confound them, who are all tarred with

the same stick as Mr. Whiston—
' Who proved as sure as God's in Glostcr,

That Moses was a grand impostor ;'f

and that at any rate I had no mind to rival the accuracy of the traveller, I forget

who, that begins his chapter on Athens with a disquisition on the formation of the

Acropolis Rock. Mademoiselle de Geierstein is now, however, in a fair way—I

mean of being married and a' the lave o't, and I of having her ladyship oft" my
hands. I have also twined off" a world of not bad balaam in the way of notes, &c.,

for my Magnum, which if we could but manage the artists decently, might soon be

afloat, and will, I do think, do wonders for my extrication. I have no other news

to trouble you with. It is possible the Quarteriy may be quite right to take tiie

Anti-Catholic line so strongly; but I greatly doubt the prudence of the thing, for I

am convinced the question must and will be carried verj' soon, whoever may or may
not be minister ; and as to the Duke of Wellington, my faith is constant, that there

* Macbetli. t Swift.
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is no other man livins^ who can work out tho salvation of this country. I take some
credit to myself for havintr foreseen his rrrealiiess, before many would believe him
to be any thinrr out of the ordinarv line of clever officers. He is such a man as

Europe "has not seen since Julius Cffisar ; and if Spain had had the brains to make
him king, that country miorht have been one of the first of the world before his

death. Ever affectionately yours,
Walter Scott."

Of the same date was the Ibllowing letter, addressed to the Editor

of a work, entitled,
" The Courser's Manual." He had asked Sir

Walter for a contribution ; and received therewith the ancient Scot-

tish ditty of " AuU Heck :"

" Dear Sir,

" I have loved the sport of coursing so well, and pursued it so keenly for seve-

ral years, that I would with pleasure have done any thing in my power to add to

your collection on the subject; but I have long laid aside the amusement, and still

longer renounced the poetical pen, which ought to have celebrated it ; and I could

only send you the laments of an old man, and the enumeration of the number of

horses and dogs whicli have been long laid under the sod. I cannot, indeed, com-

plain with the old huntsman, that—
No one now,

Dwells in the liall of Ivor,

Men, dogfs, and horses, all are dead,
And I the sole survivor;'*

but I have exchanged my whip for a walking-stick, my smart hack has dwindled into

a Zetland shelty, and mj' two brace of greyhounds into a pair of terriers. Instead

of entering on such melanchoTy topics, I judge it better to send you an Elegy on
'

Bonny Heck,' an old Scottish poem, of very considerable merit in the eyes of

those who understand the dialect.
" The elegy itself turns upon a circumstance which, when I kept greyhounds, I

felt a considerable alloy to the sport ; I mean, the necessity of despatching the

instraments and partakers of our amusement, when they begin to make up, by
cunning, for the deficiency of youthful vigour. A greyhound is often termed an
inferior species of the canine race, in point of sagacity, and in the eyes of an

accomplished sportsman it is desirable they should be so, since they are valued for

their spirit, not their address. Accordingly, they are seldom admitted to the rank

of personal favourites. I have had such greyhoimds, however, and they possessed
as large a share of intelligence, attachment, and sagacity, as any other species of

dog that I ever saw. In such cases, it becomes difficult or impossible to execute

the doom upon the antiquated greyhound, so coolly recommended by Dame Juliana

Berners :—
' And when he comes to that yerc,
Have him to the tannerc,
For the best wholp ever bitch had

% At nine years is full bad.'

Modern sportsmen anticipate the doom by three years at least.
" I cannot help adding to the ' Last Words of Bonny Heck,' a sporting anecdote,

said to have happened in Fife, not far from the residence of that famous greyhound,
which may serve to show in what regard the rules of fair jday between hound and
hare are held by Scottish sportsmen. There was a coursing club, once upon a time,
which met at Balchristy, in the Province, or, as it is popularly called, the Kingdom
of Fife. The members were elderly social men, whom a very moderate allowance
of sport served as an introduction to a hearty dinner and jolly evening. Now,
there had her seat on the ground where they usually met, a certain large stout hare,
who seemed made on purpose to entertain these moderate sportsmen. She usually

gave the amusement of three or four turns, as soon as she was put up,
—a sure sign

* Wordsworth.
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of a strong hare, when practised by any beyond the age of a leveret,—then

stretched out in great style, and after aflbrding the gentlemen an easy canter of a

mile or tun, threw ont the dogs, by passing through a particular (jup in an inclo-

sure. This sport the same hare gave to the same party for one or two seasons, and

it was just enough to aflbrd the worthy members of the club a suthcient reason to

be alleged to their wives, or others whom it may concern, for ))assin<T the day in

the public-house. At length, a fellow who attended the hunt nefariously thrust his

])laid, or great coat, into the gap I mentioned, and poor puss, her retreat being thus

cut off, was, in the language of the dying Desdemona, '

basely—basely murdered.'

The sport of the Balchristy club seemed to end with this famous hare. They
either found no hares, or such as afforded only a halloo and a squeak, or such,

finally, as gave them farther runs than tliey had j)leasure of following. The spirit

of the meeting died away, and at lengtli it was altogether given up.
" The publican was, of course, the party most especially affected by the discon-

tinuance of the club, and regarded, it may be supposed, with no complace..cy, the

]ierson who had ])revented the hare from escaping, and even his memory. One day,
a <rentleman asked him what was become of such a one, naming the obnoxious

individual. ' He is dead, sir,' answered mine host, with an angry scowl, 'and his

soul kens this day whether the hare of Balchristy got fair play or not.'

Walter Scott."

Resuming his journal at the close of the year, he says,
"
Having omitted to carry on my Diary for two or three days, I lost heart to make

it up, and left it unfilled for many a month and day. During this period nothing
lias happened worth particular notice :

—the same occupations,
—the same amuse-

ments,—the same occasional alternations of spirits, gay or depressed,
—the same

absence, for the most part, of all sensible or rational cause for the one or the other.

I half grieve to take up my pen, and doubt if it is worth my while to record such

an infinite quantity of nothing." «

CHAPTER XLI.

MSIT TO CLYDESDALE—JOHN GREENSHIELDS, SCULPTOR—LETTER TO LORD

ELGIN—THE WESTPORT MURDERS—EXECUTION OF BURKE-LETTER TO
MISS EDGEWORTH—BALLANTYNE'S HYPOCHONDRIA—ROMAN CATHOLIC
EMANCIPATION CARRIED—EDINBURGH PETITION, ire—DEATHS OF LORD
BUCHAN—MR. TERRY—AND MR. SHORTREED—REV. EDWARD IRVING—ANNE
OF GEIERSTEIN PUBLISHED—ISSUE OF THE "OPUS MAGNUM" BEGUN—ITS
SUCCESS—NERVOUS ATTACK—H^MORRHAfiES—REVIEWALS ON ANCIENT
SCOTTISH HISTORY, AND PITCAIRNS TRIALS—THIRD SERIES OF TALES
OF A GRANDFATHER, AND FIRST VOLUME OF THE SCOTTISH HISTORY IN

LARDNER'S CYCLOP..EDIA PUBLISHED—DEATH AND EPITAPH OF THOMAS
PURDIE.— 1829.

Sir Walter having expressed a wish to consult me about some of

his aflairs, I went down to Abbotsford at Christmas, and found him

apparently well in health (except that he sutlered from rheumatism),
and enjoying the society as usual of the Fergusons, with the welcome
addition of Mr. Morritt'and Sir James Stuart of Allanbank—a gentle-

man whose masterly pencil had often been employed on subjects from

his poetry and novels, and whose conversation on art (like that of Sir

George Beaumont and Mr. Scrope), being devoid of professional

pedantries and jealousies, was always particularly delightful to him.

One snowy morning, he gave us sheets of Anne of Geierstein, extend-
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in^ to. I think, about a volume and a half; and we read them together

in tlie library, while he worked in the adjoining room, and occasion-

ally dropt in upon us to hear how we were pleased. All were highly

gratified with those vivid and picturesque pages, and both Morritt and

tStuart, being familiar with the scenery of Switzerland, could not sulfi-

ciently express tiieir astonishment at the felicity with which he had
divined its peculiar character, and outdone, by the force of imagina-
tion, all the efibrts of a thousand actual tourists. Such approbation
was of course vcrv acceptable. I had seldom seen him more gently
and tranquilly hapjiy.

Among other topics connected with his favoui'ite studies, Sir James
Stuart had much to say on the merits and prospects of a remarkable
man (well known to myself), who had recentl}- occupied general atten-

tion in the A'orth. I allude to the late John Greenshields, a stone-

mason, who at the age of twenty-eight began to attempt the art of

sculpture, and after a few years of solitary devotion to this new pur-
suit, had produced a statue of the Duke of York, which formed at

this time a popular exhibition in Edinburgh. Greenshields was the

son of a small farmer, who managed also a ferry-boat, on my elder

brother's estate in Lanarkshire ; and I could increase the interest with
which both Sir James and Sir Walter had examined the statue, by
bearing testimony to the purity and modesty of his character and
manners. Another eminent lover of art, who had been especially

gratified by Greenshields^ work, was the Earl of Elgin. Just at this

time, as it happened, the sculptor had been invited to spend a day or

two at his Lordship's seat in Fife ; but learning, through a letter of
Sir James Stuart's, that Sir Walter was about to visit Clydesdale,
Greenshields M-ould not lose the chance of being presented to him on
his native spot, and left Broomhall without having finished the inspec-
tion of Lord Elgin's marbles. His Lordship addressed a long and

interesting letter to Sir Walter, in which he mentioned this circum-

stance, and besought him, after having talked with the aspirant, and
ascertained his own private views and feelings, to communicate his

opinion as to the course which might most advantageously be pursued
for the encouragement and developement of his abilities.

Sir Walter went in the middle of January to Milton-Lockhart; there

saw the sculptor in the paternal cottage, and was delighted with him
and some of the works he had on hand—particularly a statue of

George IV. Greenshields then walked with us for several hours by
the river side, and among the woods. His conversation was easy and

manly, and many sagacious remarks on life, as well as art, lost nothing
to the poet's ear b_v being delivered in an accent almost as broad and

unso))histicated as Tom Purdie's. John had a keen sense of humour,
and his enjoyment of Sir Walter's lectures on planting, and jokes on

every thing, was rich. He had exactly that way of drawing his lips
into a grim involuntary whistle, when a sly thing occurred, which the

author of Rob Roy assigns to Andrew Fairservice. After he left us,

Scott said, " There is much about that man that reminds me of Burns.."

On reaching Edinburgh, he wrote as follows:—



LETTER TO LORD ELGIX. 0.29

Tu the Right Honourable the Earl of Elgin, ^c. §-c., Bronmhall, F!f-:.
'•

EJiiiburgh, 20tli January, 1829.
" My dear Lord,

" I wish I were able to pay in better value the debt which 1 have contracted

M'ith your Lordship, by beintr the unconscious means of depriviiiij you of Mr.

Greenshields sooner than had been meant. It is a complicated oblifration, sinci- I

owe a much greater debt to Greenshields for depriving him of an invaluable op-

portunity of receiving the advice, and profiting by the opinions of one whose taste

for the arts is strong by nature, and has been so highly cultivated. If it were not

that he may ag;iin have an opportunity to make up for that which he has lost, I

would call the loss irreparable.
" My own acquaintance with art is so very small, that I almost hesitate to obey

your Lordship in giving an opinion. But I think I never saw a more successful

exertion of a j'oung artist than the King's statue, which, though the sculptor had

only an inditferent print to work by, seems to me a very happy likeness. The posi-

tion (as if in act of receiving some person whom his majesty delighted to honour)
has equal ease and felicity, and conveys an idea of grace and courtesy, and even

kindness, mixed with dignity, which, as he never saw the original, I was surprised
to find mingled in such judicious proportions. The difficulties of a modern military
or court dress, are manfully combated ; and I think the whole thing purely conceived.

In a word, it is a work of great promise.
"

I may speak with more confidence of the artist than of the figure. Mr. Green-

shields seems to me to be one of those remarkable men wlio must be distinguished
in oneway or other. He showed during my conversation with him sound sense on

all subjects, and considerable information on such as occupied his mind. His habits,

I understand, are perfectly steady and regular. His manners are modest and plain,

without being clownish or rude, and he has all the good-breeding which nature can

teach. Above all, I had occasion to remark that he had a generous and manly dis-

position
—above feeling little slights, or acts of illib^rality. Havingf to mention some

very reasonable request of his which had been refused by an individual, he imme-

diately, as if to obliterate the unfavourable impression, hastened to mention several

previous instances of kindness which the same individual had shown to him. His

mind seems to be too much bent upon fame to have room for love of money, and his

passion for the arts seems to be unfeignedly sincere.
" The important question of how he is to direct his efforts, must depend on the

advice of his friends, and I know no one so capable of directing him as your Lord-

ship. At the same time, I obey your commands, by throwing together in haste the

observations which follow.
" Like all heaven-born greniuses, he is ignorant of the rules which have been

adopted by artists before him, and has never seen the cAf/^i-d'«!a're of classical time.

Such men having done so much without education, are sometimes apt either to de-

spise it, or to feel so much mortification at seeingr how far short their efforts fall of

excellence, that they resign their art in despair. I do think and hope, however, that

the sanguine and the modest are so w-ell mixed in this man's temper, that he will

study the best models with the hope of improvement, and will be bold, as Spencer

says, without being too bold. But opportunity of such study is wanting, and that

can only be had in London. To London, therefore, he should be sent if possible.

In addition to the above, I must remark, that Mr. G, is not master of the art of tem-

pering his clay, and other mechanical matters relating to his profession. These he

should apply to without delay, and it would probably he best, having little time to

lose, that he should for a while lay the chisel aside, and employ himself in making
models almost exclusively. The transference of the figure from the clay to the mar-

ble is, I am informed by Chantrey, a mere mechanical art, excepting that some

finishing touches are required. Now it follows that Greenshields may model, 1

dare say, six figures while he could only cut one in stone, and in the former prac-
tice must make a proportional progress in the principles of his art. The knowledge
of his art is only to be gained in the studio of some sculptor of eminence. The task

which Mr. G. is full of at present seems to be chosen on a false principle, chiefly

adopted from a want of acquaintance with the genuine and proper object of art. The

public of Edinburgh have been deservedly amused and delighted with two figures

in the character of Tarn O'Shanter and his drunken companion Souter Johnny. The

53*
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figures were much and justly applauded, and the exhibition being of a kind adapted
to every taste, is daily filled. I rather think it is the success of this piece by a
man much in his own circumstances, which has inclined Mr. Greenshields to pro-

pose cutting a group of grotesque figures from the Beggars' Cantata of the same

poet. Now, in the first place. I suspect six figures will form too many for a sculp-
tor to group to advantage. But besides, I dejjrecate the attempt at such a subject.
I do not consider caricature as a proper style for sculpture at all. We have Pan
and his Satyrs in ancient sculpture, but the place of these characters in the classic

mythology gives them a certain degree of dignity. Besides this, "the gambol has
been shown." Mr. Thorn has produced a group of this particular kind, and instead

of comparing what Greenshields might do in this way with higher models, the pub-
lic would certainly regard him as the rival of Mr. Thom, and give Mr. Thom the

preference, on the same principle that the Spaniard says, when one man walks first,

all the rest must be his followers. At the same time I highly approved of one figure
in the group. I mean that of Burns himself. Burns (taking his more contemplative
moments) would indeed be a noble study, and I am convinced Mr. G. would do it

nobl)-
—as, for example, when Coila describes him as gazing on a snow-storm,—

'
I saw grim Nature's visage hoar,
Strike thy young eye.*

I suppose it possible to represent rocks with icicles in sculpture.
"
L'pon the moment I did not like to mention to !\Ir. G. my objections against a

scheme which was obviously a favourite one, but I felt as I did when my poor
friend John Kemble threatened to play Falstaff. In short, the perdurable character
of sculpture, the grimly and stern severity of its productions, their size too, and their

consequence, confine the art to what is either dignified and noble, or beautiful and

graceful ; it is, I think, inapplicable to situations of broad humour. A painting of
Teniers is very well—it is of a moderate size, and only looked at when we choose ;

but a group of his drunken boors dancing in stone, as large as life, to a grinning
fiddler at the bottom of a drawing-room, would, I think, be soon found intolerable

bad company.
" I think, therefore, since ^Ir. Greenshields has a decided call to the higher and

nobler department of his art, he should not be desirous of procurino" immediate atten-

tion by attemptingr a less legitimate object. I desired Mr. Lockhart of Milton to

state to 'Mr, G. what I felt on the above subject, and I repeat it to you, that, if I am
so fortunate as to agree in opinion with your Lordship, j^ou may exert your power-
ful influence on the occasion..

" I have only to add that I am quite willing to contribute my mite to put Mr.
Greenshields in the wa}- of the best instruction, which seems to me the best thinrf

which can be done for him. I think your Lordship will hardly claim another epis-
tolary' debt from me, since I have given it like a tether, which. Heaven knows, is

no usual error of mine. I am always, with respect, my dear Lord, your Lordship's
most faithful and obedient servant,

Walter Scott.

" P. S.—I ought to mention, that I saw a good deal of Mr. Greenshields^ for he
walked with us, while we went over the grounds at Milton to look out a situation

for a new house."

Mr. Greenshields saw Sir Walter again in Clydesdale in 1831, and

profited so well by these scanty opportunities, as to produce a statue

of the poet, in a sitting posture, which, all the circumstances con-

sidered, must be allowed to be a very wonderful ]>erformance,* He
subsequently executed various other works, each surpassing the pro-
mise of the other : but I fear his enthusiastic zeal had led him to unwise
exertions. His health gave way, and he died in April 1835, at the

earlv age of fortv. in the humble cottage where he was bom. Cele-

* This statue is now in the possession of Sir Walter's publisher, Mr. Cadell, 31, St.

Andrew's Sqaare, Edinburgh.
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brity had in no degree changed his manners or his virtues. The niosf

nattering cornpUnicnt he ever received was a message iVom Sir Fran-

cis Chantrey, inviting him to come to London, and ollcring to take

him into his own house, and give him all the benefits of his advice.

instruction, and example. This kindness fdled his eyes with tears—
but the hand of fate was already upon him.

Scott's Diaiy fur the day on which he wrote to Lord Elgin says :
—

"We strolled about Milton on as fine a day as could consist with snow on tho

•ground, in company with John Greenshields, the new sculptor, a sensible, strong-

minded man. The situation is eminently beautiful ; a fine promontory round which
the Clyde makes a magnificent bend. We fixed on a situation for William's new
house where the sitting rooms will command the upper valley; and, with an orna-

mental garden, I think it may be made the prettiest place in Scotland. Next day,
on our way to Edinburgh, we stopped at Allanton to see a tree transplanted, which
was performed with great ease. Sir Henn,- Stewart is lifted beyond the solid earth

by the elfect of his book's success ;
—but the book well deserves it.* He is in

practice particular)' anxious to keep the roots of the trees near the surface, and only
covers them with about a foot of earth. Xf>te.—Lime rubbish dug in among the

roots of ivy encourages it much.—The operation delayed us three hours, so it was
seven before we reached our dinner and a good fire in Shandwick Place, and we
were well-nigh frozen to death. During the excursion I walked ver}' ill—with

more pain in fact than I ever remember to have felt—and, even leaning on John

LocUhart, could hardly get on.—Well, the day of returning to Edinburgh is come.

I don't know why, but I am more happy at the change than usual. I am not work-

inor hard, and it is what I ought to do and must do. Ever)' hour of laziness cries

ne upon me. But there is a perplexing sinking of the heart which one cannot

always overcome. At such times I have wished myself a clerk, quill-driving for

two-pence per page. You have at least application, and that is all that is necessary,

Avhereas, unless your lively faculties are awake and propitious, your application
will do you as liule good as if you strained your sinews to lift Arthur's Seat."

• On the 23d he says :
—

" The Solicitorf came to dine with me—we drank a bottle of Champagne, and

two of claret, which, in former days, I should have thought a very sober allowance,

since, Lockhart included, there were three persons to drink it. But I felt I had

drunk too much, and was uncomfortable. The young men stood it like young men.

Skene and his wife and daughter looked in in the evening. I suppose I am turning
to my second childhood, for not only am I filled drunk, or made stupid at least,

with one bottle of wine, but I am disabled from writing by chilblains on my fin-

gers
—a most babyish complaint."

At this time the chief topic of discourse in Edinburgh was the atro-

cious series of murders perpetrated by a gang of Irish desperadoes,.

Burke, Hare, &c., in a house or cellar of the West Port, to which they
seduced poor old wayfaring people, beggar women, idiots, and so

forth, and then filled them drunk, and smothered or strangled them, for

the mere purpose of having bodies to sell to the anatomists. Sir

Walter -^vrites on the 28th :
—

" Burke the murderer, hanged this morning. The mob, which was immense,

demanded Knox and Hare, but though greedy for more victims, received with

shouts the solitar)' wretch who found his way to the gallows out of five or six who

seem not less guilty than he. But the story begins to be stale, insomuch that I

* See Sir Walter's article on Ornamental Gardening.
—Miscellaneous Prose norks,

vol. xxi.

t John Hope, Esq., Solicitor-General—now Dean of the Faculty of Advocates.
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believe a dog^rel ballad upon it would be popular, how brutal soever the wit. This
is tlie pro>jross of human passion. We ejaculate, exclaim, hold up to heaven our

hand, like the rustic Phoebe—next morning the mood changes, and we dance a jig
to the tune which moved us to tears."

A few davs later, he discusses the West Port traijedv in this strikinGj

letter. It was written in answer to one announcing Miss Fanny
Edgewortli's marriage witli jMr. Lestock Wilson :—

To Miss Edgcworth, Edgeioorthstown.

"Edinburgh, Feb. 4,19-29.

" My dear Miss Edgeworth,
"I have had your letter several days, and only answer just now, not, you may

believe, from want of interest in the contents, but from the odd circumstance of

being so much afflicted with chilblains in the fingers, that my pen scrambles every
way but the right one. Assuredly I should receive the character of the most crab-

bed fellow from those modern sages who judge of a man from his handwriting.
But as an old man becomes a child, I must expect, I suppose, measles and small-

pox. I only wish I could get a fresh set of teeth. To tell you the truth, I feel the

advance of age more than 1 like, though my general health is excellent; but I am
not able to walk as I did, and I fear I could not now visit St. Kevin's Bed. This
is a great affliction to one who has been so active as I have been, in spite of all dis-

advantages. I must now have a friendly arm, instead of relying on my own exer-

tions ; and it is sad to think I shall be worse before I am better. However, the

mild weather may help me in some degree, and the worst is a quiet pony (I used to

detest a quiet pony), or perhaps a garden-chair. All this does not prevent my sin-

cere sjmipathy in the increase of happiness, which I hope Miss Fanny's marriage
will afford to herself, and you, and all who love her. I have not had the same

opportunity to know her merits as those of my friends Mrs. Butler and Mrs. Fox ;

but I saw enough of her (being j'our sister) when at Dublin, to i'eel most sincerely
interested in a j'oung person whose exterior is so amiable. In Mr. Wilson you
describe the national character of John Bull, who is not the worst of the three

nations, though he has not the quick feeling and rich humour of your countrymen,
nor the shrewd sagacity, or the romantic spirit of thinking and adventuring which
the Scotch often conceal under their apparent coldness, and which you have so

well painted in the M'Leod of your Ennui. Depend upon it, I shall find Russell

Square when I go to London, were I to have a voyage of discovery to make it out ;

and it will be Mr. Wilson's fault if we do not make an intimate acquaintance." I had the pleasure of receiving, last autumn, your American friend Miss Douglas,
who seems a most ingenious person; and I hope I succeeded in making her happy
during her short visit at Abbotsford ; for I was compelled to leave her to pay suit

and service at the Circuit. The mention of the Circuit brings me to the horrors

which you have so well described, and which resemble nothing so much as a wild
dream. Certainly I thought, like you, that the public alarm was but an exaggera-
tion of vulgar rumour ; but the tragedy is too true, and I look in vain for a remedy
of the evils, in which it is easy to see this black and unnatural business has found
its origin. The principal source certainly lies in the feelings of attachment which
the Scotch have for their deceased friends. They are curious in the choice of their

sepulchre, and a common shepherd is often, at whatever ruinous expense to his

family, transported many miles to some favourite place of burial which has been

occupied by his fathers. It follows, of course, that any interference with these

remains is considered with most utter horror and indignation. To such of their

superiors as they love from clanship or habits of dependence, they attach the same

feeling. I experienced it when I had a great domestic loss; fori learned after-

wards that the cemetery was guarded, out of irood will, by the servants and depend-
ants who had been attached to her during life; and were I to be laid beside my
lost companion just now. I have no doubt it would belong before my humble friends

would discontinue the same watch over my remains, and that it would incur mortal

risk to approach them with the purpose of violation. This is a kind and virtuous

principle, in which every one so far partakes, that, although an unprejudiced per-
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son would have no objection to the idea of his own remains under section,

if their being exposed to scientific research could b*^ of tlie least > . human-

ity, yet we all sliudder at the notion of any who had been dear to us, especially a

wife or 'sister, beinj subjected to a scalpel among a ijazinff and unfeelintj crowd of

students. One would tight and die to prevent it. This current of tVcling is encou-

rairid by the law which, as distintjuishino- murderers and^ other atrocious crimin;il-<.

orders that their bodies shall be given for public dissection. This makes it alui'j?:

impossible to consign the bodies of those who die in the pnblic hospitals to the

same fate ; for it would be inflicting on poverty the penalty which, wisely or

unwisely, the law of the countr}' has denounced against guilt of the hiirhest degree;
and it would assuredly deprive all who have a remaining spark of feeling or shame,
of the benelit of those consolations of charity of which they are the best objects.

If the prejudice be not very liberal, it is surely natural, and so deeply-seated, that

many of the best feelings must be destroyed ere it can be eradicated. What then

remains ? The only chance I see is to permit importation from other countries. If

a subject can be had in Paris for ten or twenty francs, it will surely pay the importer
who brings it to Scotland. Something must be done, for there is an end of the

Caiitabit vacuus,* the last prerogative of beggary, which entitled him to laugh at

the risk of robbery. The veriest wretch in the hiijh-way may he better booty than

a person of consideration, since the last may have but a few shillings in his pocket,
and the beggar, being once dead, is worth ten pounds to his murderer.

" The great number of the lower Irish which have come over here since the

peace, is, like all important occurrences, attended with its own share of
^ood and

evil. It must relieve Ireland in part of the excess of population, which is one of

its greatest evils, and it accommodates Scotland with a race of hardy and indefati-

gable labourers, without which it would be impossible to carry on the very expen-
sive improvements which have been executed. Our canals, our railroads, and our

various public works are all wrought by Irish. I have often employed them myself
at burning clay, and similar operations, and have found them as labourers quiet and

tractable, light-spirited, too, and happy to a degree beyond belief, and in no degree

quarrelsome, keep whisky from them and them from whisky. But most unhap-

pily for all parties they work at far too low a rate ; at a rate, in short, which can

but just procure salt and potatoes ; they become reckless, of course, of all the

comforts and decencies of life, which they have no means of procuring. Extreme

poverty brings ignorance and vice, and these are the mothers of crime. If Ireland

were to submit to some kind of poor-rate
—I do not nrean that of England—but

something that should secure to the indigent their natural share of the fruits of the

earth, and enable them at least to feed while others are feasting
—it would, I cannot

doubt, raise the character of the lower orders, and deprive them of that reckless-

ness of futurity which leads them to think only of the present. Indeed, where

intoxication of the lower ranks is mentioned as a vice, we must allow the tempta-
tion is well-nigh inevitable ; meat, clothes, fire, all that men can and do want are

supplied by a drop of whisky, and no one should be surprised that the relief (too

often the only one within the wretches' power) is eagerly grasped at,

" We pay back, I suspect, the inconveniences we receive from the character of

our Irish importation, by sending you a set of half-educated, cold-hearted Scotch-

men to be agents and middle-men. Among them, too, there are good and excellent

characters, yet I can conceive they often mislead their employers, I am no great

believer in the extreme degree of improvement to be derived from the advancement

of science ; for every study of that nature tends, when pushed to a certain extent,

to harden the heart, and render the philosopher reckless of every thing save the

objects of his own pursuit; all equilibrium in the character is destroyed, and the

visual force of the understanding is perverted by being fixed on one object exclu-

sively. Thus we see theological sects (although inculcating the moral doctrines)

are eternally placing man's zeal in opposition to them ; and even in the practice

of the bar, it is astonishing how we become callous to right and wrong, when the

question is to gain or lose a cause, I have myself often wondered how I became

so indiff'erent to the horrors of a criminal trial, if it involved a point of law. In

like manner, the pursuit of physiology inflicts tortures on the lower animals ot

* Cantabit vacuus coram latrone viator.—Juvtnal.

Vol. II. 4E
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creation, and at length comes to rub shoulders atjainst the West Port. The state

of hi<Th civilisation to which we have arrived, is perhaps scarcely a national bless-

inff, since, wliilo xhofeic are improved to the highest point, the 7naiiy are in propor-

tion tantalized and degraded, and the same nation displays at the same time the

very highest and the very lowest state in which the human race can exist in point ^

of intellect. Here is a doctor who is able to take down the whole clock-work of

the human frame, and may in time find some way of repairing and putting it

together again ; and Ihcrc is Burke with the body of his murdered countrywoman
on'^his back, and her blood on his hands, asking his price from the learned carcass-

butcher. After all. the golden age was the period for general happiness, when the

earth gave its stores williout lab'our, and the people existed only in the numbers

whicirit could easily subsist ;
but this was too good to last. As our numbers grew

our wants multiplied, and here we are contending with increasing difficulties by the

force of repeated inventions. Whether we shall at last eat each other, as of yore,

or whether the earth will get a flap with a comet's tail first, who but the reverend

Mr. Irving will venture to pronounce 1

" Now here is a fearful long letter, and the next thing is to send it under Lord

Francis Gowcr's omnipotent frank.* Anne sends best compliments ;_she says she

had the honour to despatch her congratulations to you already. Walter and his

little wife are at Nice; he is now major of his regiment, which is rapid advance-

ment, and so has gone abroad to see the world. Lockhart has been here for a week

or two, but is now gone for England. I suspect he is at this moinent stopped by
the snow-storm, and solacing himself with a cigar somewhere in Northumberland ;

that is all the news that can interest you. Dr. and Mrs. Brewster are rather getting

over their heavy loss, but it is still too visible on their brows, and that broad river

lying daily before them is a sad remembrancer. I saw a brother of yours on a visit

at AUerley ;t he dined with us one day, and promised to come and see us next sum-

mer, which I hope he will make good.—My pen has been declaring itself inde-

pendent this last half hour, which is the more unnatural, as it is engaged in writing

to its former mistress.:^
—Ever yours affectionately,

W. Scott.

Sir Walter's operations appear to have been interrupted ever and

anon, during January and February, 1829, in consequence of severe

distress in the household of his printer ;
^vhose warm aftections were

not, as in his own case, subjected to the authority of a stoical will.

On the 14th of February the Diary says :
—

" The letters I received were numerous, and craved answers, yet the 3d vol. is

getting on hooli/ arid fairly. I am twenty leaves before the printer, but Ballantyne's

wife is ill, and it is his nature to indulge apprehensions of the worst, which inca-

pacitates him for labour. I cannot help regarding this amiable weakness of the

mind with something too nearly allied to contempt."

On the 17th:—
" I received the melancholy news that James Ballantyne has lost his wife. With

his domestic habits the blow is irretrievable. What can he do, poor fellow, at the

head of such a family of children ] I should not be surprised if he were to give

way to despair."

James was not able to appear at his wife's funeral ; and this Scott

viewed with something more than pity. Next morning, however, says

the Diary :
—

"
Ballantyne came in, to my surprise, about twelve o'clock. He was very serious.

» Lord F. G. was Secretary for Ireland, under the Duke of Wellington's Ministry.

+ Allerley is the scat of Sir David Brewster, opposite Melrose. A fine boy, one of Sir

David's sons, hud been drowned a year before in the Tweed.

X Miss Edgeworth liad gixcn. Sir Walter a bronze inkstand (said to have belonged to

Aiiosto,) with appurtenances.
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and spoke as if he had some idea of sudden and sjieedy death. Tie mentioned
that he had named Cadoll, Cowan, youna Hughes, and his brother to be his trus-

tees with myself. He has settled to go to the country, poor fellow I"

Ballantync retired accordingly to some sequestered place near Jed-

burgh, and there indulging his grief in solitude, tell into a condition of

religious melancholy, from which I think he never wholly recovered.

Scott regarded this as weakness, and in part at least as wilful weak-

ness, and addressed to him several letters of strong remonstrance and
rebuke. I have read them, but do not possess them ; nor perhaps
would it have been proper for me to print them. In writing of the

case to myself, he says,

"I have a sore grievance in poor Ballantyne's increasing lowncss of heart, and I

fear ho is sinking rapidly into the condition of a religious dreamer. His retirement

from Edinburgh was the worst advised scheme in the world. I in vain reminded

him. that when our Saviour himself was to be led into temptation, the first thing the

Devil thought of was to get him into the wilderness."

Ballantync, after a few weeks, resumed his place in the printing-
office; but he addicted himself more and more to what his friend con-

sidered as erroneous and extravagant notions of religious doctrine;
and I recrret to sav that in this ditTcrence orif];inated a certain aliena-

tion, not of aflection, but of confidence, whicii was visible to every
near observer of their subsequent intercourse. Towards the last, in-

deed, they saw but little of each other. I suppose, however, it is need-

less to add that, down to the very last, Scott watched over Ballantyne's
interests with undiminished attention.

I must give a few more extracts from the Diary, for the Spring
Session, during which Anne of Geierstein was finished, and the Pros-

pectus of the Opus Magnum issued.—Several entries refer to the final

carrying of the Roman Catholic question. When the Duke of Wel-
linirton and Sir Robert Peel announced their intention of concedinflr

those claims, on which the reader has already seen Scott's opinion,
there were meetings and petitions enough in Edinburgh as elsewhere;
and though he felt considerable repugnance to acting in any such mat-

ter with Whigs and Radicals, in opposition to a great section of the

Tories, he ultimately resolved not to shrink from doing his part in

support of the Duke's government on that critical experiment. He
wrote, I believe, several articles in favour of the measure for the

Weekly Journal; he spoke, though shortly, at the principal meeting,
and proposed one of its resolutions ; and when the consequent petition

was read in the House of Commons, his name among the subscribers

was received with such enthusiasm, that Sir Robert Peel thought fit

to address to him a special and very cordial letter of thanks on that

occasion.

DiARV, " Feb. ^3.—Anne and I dined at Skene's, where we met Mr. and Mrs.

George Forbes, Colonel and Mrs. Blair, George Bell, &c. The party was a plea-

sant one. Colonel Blair told us that at the commencement of the battle of Water-

loo, there was some trouble to prevent the men from breaking their ranks. He

expostulated with one man—' Why, my good fellow, you cannot propose to beat

the French alone 1—You had better keep vour ranks.' The man, who was one of

the 71st, returned to his place, saying,
' I believe you are right, sir, but I am a maa

of a very hot temper.'' There was much honhonvnie in the reply.
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^^
Fchruart/ ^\.—Snow)'- miserable nmrnin^;. I corrected my proofs, and then

went to breakfast with Mr. Driimmond Ila)', where we again met Colonel and Mrs.

Blair, with Thomas Thomson. We looked over some most beautiful drawings
which Mrs. Blair had made in different parts of India, exliibitinfr a species of archi-

tecture so gorgeous, and on a scale so extensive, as to put to shame the magnificence
of Europe ; and yet, in most cases, as little is known of the people who wrought
these wonders as of the kings who built the Pyramids. Fame depends on litera-

ture, not orr architecture. We are more eager to see a broken column of Cicero's

villa, than all these mighty labours of barbaric power. Mrs. Blair is full of enthu-

siasm. She told me, that when she worked with her pencil she was glad to have
some one to read to her as a sort of sedative, otherwise her excitement made her

tremble, and burst out a-crying. I can understand this very well. On returning
home, I wrought, but not much—rather dawdled and took to reading Chambers's
Beauties of Scotland, which would be admirable if they were accurate. He is a

clever young fellow, but hurts himself by too much haste. I am not making too

much myself I know—and I know too, it is time I were making it—unhappily there

is such a thing as more haste and less speed. I can very seldom think to purpose
by lying perfectly idle, but when I take an idle book, or a walk, my mind strays
back to its task, out of contradiction as it were ; the things I read become mingled
with those I have been writing, and something is concocted. I cannot compare this

process of the mind to any thing save that of a woman to whom the mechanical

operation of spinning serves as a running bass to the songs she sings, or the course
of ideas She pursues. The phrase Hoc age, so often quoted by my father, does not

jump with my humour. I cannot nail mj' mind to one subject of contemplation,
and it is by nourishing two trains of ideas that I can bring one into order.

"
February 28.—Finished my proofs this morning ;

and read part of a curious

work, called Memoirs of Vidocq ; a fellow who was at the head of Buonaparte's
police. It is a picaresque tale ; in other words, a romance of roguery. The whole
seems much exaggerated and got up ; but I suppose there is truth au fond. I

came home about two o'clock, and wrought hard and fast till now—night. I

cannot get myself to feel at all anxious about the Catholic question. I cannot
see the use of fighting about the platter, when you have let them snatch the

meat off it. I hold Popery to be such a mean and depraving superstition, that

I am not sure I could have found myself liberal enough for voting the repeal
of the penal laws as they existed before 17S0. They must, and would, in course
of time, have smothered Popery; and, I confess, I should have seen the old

lady of Babylon's mouth stopped with pleasure. But now, that you have taken
the plaster off her mouth, and given her free respiration, 1 cannot see the sense of

keeping up the irritation about the claim to sit in Parliament. Unopposed, the

Catholic superstition may sink into dust, with all its absurd ritual and solemnities.
Still it is an awful risk. The world is, in fact, as silly as ever, and a good com-

petence of nonsense will always find believers. Animal magnetism, phrenology,
&c. &c., have all had their believers, and why not Popery] EcodI if they should

begin to make Smithfield broils, I do not know where many an honest Protestant
could find courage enough to be carbonadoed ] I should shrink from the thoughts
of tar-barrels and gibbets, I am afraid, and make a very pusillanimous martyr. So
I hope the Duke of Wellington will keep the horned beast well in hand, and not
let her get her leg over the harrows.

" March I.—At four o'clock arrives Mr. Cadell, with his horn charged with good
news. The prospectus of the Magnum, although issued only a week, has pro-
duced such a demand amono- th8 trade, that he thinks he must add a large number
of copies, that the present edition of 7000 may be increased to meet the demand ;

he talks of raising it to 10,000 or 12,000. If so, I shall have a powerful and con-
stant income to bear on my unfortunate debts for several years to come, and ma)'

fairly hope to put every claim in a secure way of payment. Laidlaw dined witb

me, and, poor fellow, was as much elated with the news as I am, for it is not of a

nature to be kept secret. I hope I shall have him once more at Kaeside to debate,
as we used to do, on religion and politics.

" J/ffrcA 5.—I am admitted a member of the Maitland Club of Glasgow, a So-

ciety on the principle of the Roxburgh and Banilatyne. What a tail of the alpha-
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bet I should draw after me were T to sitr-n with the indieations of the different

societies I belong to, beginning with the President ef tlie Royal Society of Edin-

burgh, and ending with umpire of the Six-feet-high Cluh I

" March 6.—Made some considerable additions to the Appendix to General Pre-

face. I am in the sentiments towards the public that the buffoon player expresses
towards his patron

—
" Go tell my g^ood Lord, said this modest young man,

If he will but invite mc to dinner,
I'll be as diverting as ever I can—

I will, on the faith of a sinner.'

I will multiply the notes, therefore, when there is a chance of giving pleasure and

variety. There is a stronger gleam of hope on my affairs than has yet touched on
them ; it is not steady or certain, but it is bright and conspicuous. Ten years may
last with me, though I have but little chance of it.

''March 7.—Sent away proofs. This extrication of my affairs, though only a

Pisgah prospect, occupies my mind more than is fitting ; but without some such hopes
1 must have felt like one of the victims of the wretch Burke, struggling against a

smothering weight on my bosom, till nature could endure it no longer.

" March 8.—Ballantyne, by a letter of this morning, totally condemns Anne of

Geierstein. Third volume nearly finished—a pretty thing truly, for T shall be ex-

pected to do all over again. Great dishonour in this, as Trinculo says, besides an
infinite loss. Sent for Cadell to attend me to-morrow morning, that we may consult

about this business.—Peel has made his motion on the Catholic question with a

speech of three hours. It is almost a complete surrender to the Catholics, and so
it should be, for half measures do but linger out the feud. This will, or rather

ought to satisfy all men who sincerely love peace, and, therefore, all men of pro-

perty. But will this satisfy Pat, who, with all his virtues, is certainly not the

most sensible person in the world? Perhaps not; and if not, it is but fighting
them at last. I smoked away, and thought of ticklish politics and bad novels.

" March 9.—Cadell came to breakfast. We resolved in privy council to refer the

question whether Anne of G n be sea-worthy or not to further consideration,
which as the book cannot be published, at any rate, during the full rage of the Ca-
tholic question, may be easily managed. After breakfast I went to Sir William

Arhuthnot's,* and met there a select party of Tories, to decide whether we should

act with the Whigs, by adopting their petition in favour of the Catholics. ,1 was
not free from apprehension that the petition might be put into such language as I,

at least, should be unwilling to homologate by my subscription. The Solicitor was
voucher that they would keep the terms quite general ; whereupon we subscribed

the requisition for a meeting, with a slight alteration, affirming that it was our desire

not to have intermeddled, had not the anti-Catholics pursued that course ; and so

the Wliigs and we are embarked in the same boat—vos^ue la galere.
" Went about one o'clock to the Castle, where we saw the auld murderess Mons

Megf brought up in solemn procession to re-occupy her ancient place on the Argyle

battery. This day was cold, but serene, and I think the ladies must have been

cold enough, not to mention the Celts, who turned out upon the occasion, under the

leadinsf of Cluny ]Macpherson, a fine spirited lad. Mons Meg is a monument of

ogr pride and poverty. The size is enormous, but six smaller guns would have

been made at the same expense, and done six times as much execution as she could

have done. There was much interest taken in the show by the people of the town,
and the numbers who crowded the Castle-hill had a magnificent appearance. About

thirty of our Celts attended in costume : and as there was a Highland regiment on

* This {gentleman was a favourite with Sir Walter—a special point of communion bcinsj

the Antiquities of the British Drama. He was frovost of Edinbiirijli in 1816-17, and

ag-ain in 1820, and the King gTaccfully surprised liim by proposing his health at the Ban-

quet in tiie Parliament House, as " Sir William Ai bathnot, Daronct."

t See ante, p. 297.
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duty, with dragoons and artillerymen, the whole made a splendid show. The style
in which the last manned and wrought the windlass which raised Old Meg, weigh-
ing seven or eight tons, from her temporary carriage to that which has been her

basis for many years, was singularly beautiful as a combined exhibition of skill

and strength. My daughter had what might have proved a frightful accident. Some
rockets were let off, one of which lighted upon her head, and set her bonnet on fire.

She neither screamed nor ran, but quietly permitted Charles Sharpe to extinguish
the fire, which he did with great coolness and dexterity. All who saw her, espe-

cially the friendly Celts, gave her merit for her steadiness, and said she came of

good blood. My own courage was not tried, for being at some distance escortino-

the beautiful and lively Countess of Hopetoun, I did not hear of the accident till it

was over.
" We lunched with the regiment (73d) now in the castle. The little entertain-

ment gave an opportunity of observing what I have often before remarked—the im-

provement in the character of the young and subaltern officers in the army, which
in the course of a long and bloody war had been, in point of rank and manners,

something deteriorated. The number of persons applying for commissions (3000

being now on the lists) gives an opportunity of selection ; and officers should cer-

tainly be genlkrnen, with a complete opening to all who can rise by merit. The
style in which duty and the knowledge of their" profession are now enforced, pre-
yenis faineants from remaining long in the profession.

" In the evening I presided at the annual festival of the Celtic Club. I like this

Society, and willingly give myself to be excited by- the sight of handsome young
men with plaids and claymores, and all the alertness and spirit of Highlanders in

their native garb. There was the usual degree of excitation—excellent dancing,

capital songs, a general inclination to please and to be pleased. A severe cold

caught on the battlements of the Castle prevented me from playing first fiddle so

well as on former occasions, but what I could do was received with the usual par-

tiality of the Celts. I got home fatigued and vino gravatus about eleven o'clock.

We had many guests, some of whom, English officers, seemed both amused and

surprised at our wild ways, especially at the dancing Avithout ladies, and the mode
of drinking favourite toasts, by springing up with one foot on the bench and one on
the table, and the peculiar shriek of applause, so unlike English cheering.

"
Jhbofsford, March 18.—I like the hermit life indifferent well, nor would, I

sometimes think, break my heart, were I to be in that magic mountain where food

was regularly supplied by ministering genii, and plenty of books were accessible

without the least interruption of human society. But this is thinking like a fool.

Solitude is only agreeable when the power of having society is removed to a short

space, .and can be commanded at pleasure.
' It is not good for man to be alone.'*

It blunts our faculties and freezes our active virtues. And now, my watch pointing
to noon, I think after four hours' work I may indulge myself with a walk. The
dogs see me about to shut my desk, and intimate their happiness by caresses and

whining. By your leave, Messrs. Genii of the Mountain, if I come to your retreat

I'll bring my dogs with me.
" The day was showery, but not unpleasant—soft dropping rains, attended by a

mild atmosphere, that spoke of flowers in their seasons, and a chirping of birds,
that had a touch of spring in it. I had the patience to get fully wet, and the grace to

be thankful for it.

" Come, a little flourish on the trumpet. Let us rouse the Genius of this same
red mountain—so called, because it is all the year covered with roses. There can
be no difficulty in finding it, for it lies toward the Caspian, and is quoted in the

Persian Tales. Well, I open my ephemerides, form my scheme under the suitable

planet, and the Genius obeys the invitation and appears. The Gnome is a mis-

shapen dwarf, with a huge jolter-head like that of Boerhaave on the Bridge,f his

•
Genesis, chap. ii. 18.

+ This head may still be seen over a laboratory at No. 100 of the South Bridge, Edin-

burgh.
—N. B. There is a tradition that the venerable busto in question was once dis-

lodged by
" Colonel Gregg" and some of his companions, and waggishly planted in a very

inappropriate position.
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limbs and body monstrously shrunk and disproportionrd.
' Sir Dwarf,' said I, un-

dauntedly, 'thy head is very larcre, and thy teet and limbs somewhat small in pro-

portioi;.'
'I iiave crammed my head, even to the ovcrHowinir, with knowledire;

and I have starved my limbs by disuse of exercise and denial of sustenance !'

' Can I acquire wisdom in thy solitary library V
' Thou mayest !'

' On what con-
dition V 'Renounce all pross and fleshly pleasures, eat pulse and drink water,
converse with none but the wise and learned, alive and dead.' '

Why, this were
to die in the cause of wisdom !'

' If you desire to draw from our library only the

advanta<re of seeming wise, yon may have it consistent with all your favourite

enjoyments.'
' How much sleep V

' A Lapland nif^ht—eitrht months out of the

twelve.' ' Enoutrh for a dormouse, most generous Genius—a bottle of wine?'
' Two, if you ])leasc ; but you must not seem to care for them—cigars in loads,

whisky in lushings
—

only they must be taken with an air of contempt, a Jlocci-

pauci-nihtli-pili-fication
of all that can gratify the outward man.' '

1 am about to

ask you a serious question—when one has stutTed his stomach, drunk his bottle,

and smoked his rigrar, how is he to keep himself awake 1' ' Either by cephalic
snuff or castle-building.' 'Do you approve of castle-building as a frequent exer-

cise V ' Genius—Life were not life without it—
' Give me the joy that sickens not the heart.

Give me the -wealth that has no wings to fly.'

• Author.—I reckon myself one of the best aerial architects now living, and Nil me

pcenitet.^ Genius.— ' Nee est cur te paeniteat. Most of your novels had previously
been subjects for airy castles.' Juthor.—' You have me—and moreover a man
derives experience from such fanciful visions. There are few situations I have not

infancy figured, and there are few, of course, which I am not previously prepared
to take some part in.' Genius.—'

True, but I am afraid your having fancied your-
self victorious in many a fight, would be of little use were you suddenly called to

the field, and your personal infirmities and nervous agitations both rushing upon
you and incapacitating you.' Author.— ' My nervous agitations ! down witti

them !
—

" Down down to Limbo and the burning lake !

False fiend avoid I"—
So there ends the tale, with a hoy, with a hoy.
So there ends the tale with a ho.

There's a moral—if you fail

To seize it by the tail.

Its import will exhale, you must know.

" March 19 The above was written yesterday before dinner, though appear-
ances are to the contrary. I only meant that the studious solitude I have sometimes

dreamed of, unless practised with rare stoicism, might perchance degenerate into

secret indulgences of coarser appetites, which, when the cares and restraints of

social life are removed, are apt to rhake us think, with Dr. Johnson, our dinner the

most important event of the day. So much in the way of explanation, a humour
which I love not. Go to. I fagged at my Review on Ancient Scottish History,
both before and after breakfast. I walked from one o'clock till near three. I make
it out rather better than of late I have been able to do in the streets of Edinburgh,
where I am ashamed to walk so slow as would suit me. Indeed nothing but a

certain suspicion, that once drawn up on the beach, I would soon break up, pre-
vents my renouncing pedestrian exercises altogether, for it is positive suffering, and

of an acute kind too.

"
May 26.—Sent off ten pages of the Maid of the Mist this morning with a

murrain :—But how to get my catastrophe packed into the compass allotted for it 1

'
It sticks like a pistol half out of its holster,

Or rather indeed like an obstinate bolster,

Wliich I think I have seen you attempting, my dear,

In vain to cram into a small pillow-beer.'

There is no help for it—I must make a tour de force, and annihilate both time and

space.
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" March OS.—In spite of the temptation of a fine morning, I toiled manfully at

tlio Review till two o'clock, commencinfr at seven. I fear it will be uninteresting,
but I like the muddling work of antiquities, and, besides, wish to record my senti-

ments with regard to the Golliic question. No one that has not laboured as I have
done on imaginary topics can judge of the comfort afforded by walking on all fours,
and being grave and dull. I dare saj', when the clown of the pantomime escapes
from his nightly task of vivacity, it is his especially to smoke a pipe and be prosy
with some good-natured fellow, the dullest of his acquaintance. I have seen such
a tendency in Sir Adam Ferguson, the gayest man I ever knew ; and poor Tom
Sheridan has complained to me on the fatigue of supporting the character of an

agreeable companion.

"
Jipril 2.—Roth Sir James Mackintosh and Lord Haddington have spoken very

handsomely in Parliament of my accession to the Catholic petition, and I think it

has done some good ; yet I am not confident that the measure will disarm the

Catholic spleen
—nor am I entirely easy at finding myself allied to the Whigs even

in the instance where I agree with them. Tiiis is witless prejudice, however.

"
.ipril 8.—We have the news of the Catholic question being carried in the

House of Lords, by a majority of 105 upon the second reading. This is decisive,

and the balsam of Fierabras must be swallowed.

'^
.flpril 9.—I have bad news of James Ballantyne. Hypochondria, I am afraid,

and religiously distressed in mind.

".^/)r?7 1R.—Corrected proofs. I find J. B. has not returned to his business,

though I wrote to say how necessary it was. I\Iy pity begins to give way to anger.
Must he sit there and squander his thoughts and senses upon dowdy metaphysics
and abstruse theologj', till he addles his brains entirely, and ruins his business'?—
I have written to him again, letter third, and, I am determined, last.

"April 20.—Lord Buchan is dead, a person whose immense vanit)% bordering

upon insanity, obscured, or rather eclipsed, verj' considerable talents. His imagi-
nation was so fertile, that he seemed really to believe the extraordinary fictions

which he delighted in telling. His economy, most laudable in the early part cf his

life, when it enabled him, from a small income, to pay his father's debts, became a

miserable habit, and led him to do mean things. He had a desire to be a great
man and a Mecaenas—a ban marche. The two celebrated lawyers, his brothers,
were not more gifted b}"^

nature than I think he was. but the restraints of a pro-
fession kept the eccentricity of the family in order. Henry Erskine was the best-

natured man I ever knew, thoroughly a gentleman, and with but one fault. He
could not say ho, and thus sometimes misled those who trusted him. Tom Erskine
was positively mad. I have heard him tell a cock-and-a-bull story of having seen

the ghost of his father's servant, John Burnet, with as much gravity as if he
believed every word he was saying. Both Henry and Thomas were saving men,

yet both died very poor. The latter at one time possessed ^6200,000 ; the other

had a considerable fortune. The Earl alone has died wealthy. It is saving, not

getting, that is the mother of riches. They all had wk. The Earl's was crack-

brained, and sometimes caustic ; Henry's was of the very kindest, best-humoured,
and gayest sort that ever cheered society; that of Lord Erskine was moody and
muddish. But I never saw him in his best daj's.

"
April 25.—After writing a heap of letters, it was time to set out for Lord

Buchan's funeral at Dryburgh Abbey. The letters were signed by Mr. David

Erskine, his Lordship's natural son; and his nephew, the young Earl, was pre-
sent ; but neither of them took the head of the coffin. His Lordship's burial took

place in a chapel amongst the ruins. His body was in the grave with its feet

pointing westward. My cousin, Maxpopple,* was for taking notice of it, but I

* William Scott, Esq.
—the present Laird of Raeburn—was commonly thus designated

from a minor possession, during his father's lifetime. Whatever, in things of this sort,

used to be practised among the French noblesse, might be traced, till very lately i.
in the

customs of the Scottish provincial gentry.
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assured him that a man who had boon wronrr in the head all his life would scarce
become riolit-lioaded after death. I felt something at

[r.irlinrr vvitii this old man,
thouirji but a trumpery body. He gave me the first approhition I <,ver obtain<;d
from a straritrer. His caprice had lod him to exaiiiiiie IJr. Adam's class whtui I, a

boy of twelve years old, and then in disjrrace for some aggravated case of nofli-

gence, was called up from a low bench, and recited my lesson with some spirit and

appearance of feeling the poetry
—

(it was tiie apparition of Hector's ghost in the

^Eneid)—whicii called forth tiic noble Earl's applause. I was very proud of this
at the time. I was sad from another account— it was the first time I had been

among those ruins since I left a very valued pledge there. My next visit may be

involuntary. Even God's will be done—at least I have not the mortification of

thinking what a deal of patronage and fuss Lord Buchan would bestow on my
funeral.* Maxpopple dined and slept here with four of his family, much amused
with what they heard and saw. By good fortune, a ventriloquist and parcel juggler
came in, and we had him in the library after dinner. He was a half-starved
wretched looking creature, who seemed to have eat more fire than bread. So I

caused him to be well-stulTtnl, and gave him a guinea
—rather to his poverty than

to his skill—and now to finish Anne of Ceierstein."

Anne of Geicrstcin was finished before breakfast on the 29th of

April ; and his Diary mentions that imnnediately after breakfast he

began his Compendium of Scottish History for Dr. Lardncr's Cyclo-
pa3dia. We have seen that when the Proprietors of that work, in

July 1828, oflered him £500 for an abstract of Scottish History in

one volume, he declined the proposal. They subsequently ofTered

£700, and this was accepted ; but though he began tlie task under the

impression that he should find it a heavy one, he soon warmed to the

subject, and pursued it with cordial zeal and satisfaction. One volume,
it by and by appeared, would never do—in his own phrase

" he must
have elbow room"—and I believe it was finally settled that he should

have £1500 for the book in two volumes; of which the first was pub-
lished before the end of this year.
Anne of Geierstein came out about the middle of May ; and this,

which may be almost called the last work of his imaginative genius,
was received as least as well—(out of Scotland, that is)

—as the Fair

Maid of Perth had been, or indeed as any novel of his after the Cru-

saders. I partake very strongly, I am aware, in the feeling which
most of my own countrymen have little shame in av^owing, that no
novel of his, where neither scenery nor character is Scottish, belongs
to the same pre-eminent class with those in which he paints and peo-

ples his native landscape. I have confessed that I cannot rank even
his best English romances with such creations as Waverley and Old

Mortality ; far less can I believe that posterity will attach similar

value to this Maid of the Mist. Its pages, however, display in undi-

minished perfection all the skill and grace of the mere artist, with

occasional outbreaks of the old poetic spirit, more than sufficient to

remove the work to an immeasurable distance from any of its order

jjroduced in this country in our own age. Indeed, the various play
of fancy in the combination of persons and events, and the airy live-

liness of both imagery and diction, may well justify us in applying to

the author what he beautifully says of his King Rend-
" A mirthful man he was ; the snows of age
Fell, but they did not chill hi:n. Gaiety,

• See ante, p. 143.

Vol. IL 4F 54*



(M2 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

Even in life's closing, touch'd his teeming braia

With such wild visions as the setting sun

Raises in front of some hoar glacier,

Painting the bleak ice with a tiiousand hues."

It is a common saying, that there is nothing so distinctive of genius
as the retention, in advanced years, of the capacity to depict the feel-

ings of youth with all their original glow and purity. But I appre-
hend this blessed distinction belongs to, and is the just reward of, vir-

tuous genius only. In the case of extraordinary force of imagination,
combined with the habitual indulgence of a selfish mood ;

—not com-
bined, that is to say, with the genial temper of mind and thought which
God and TS'ature design to be kept alive in man by those domestic

charities, out of which the other social %irtues so easily spring, and
with which they find such endless links of interdependence;

—in this

unhajipy case, which none who has studied the biography of genius
can j)ronounce to be a rare one, the very power which heaven bestowed
seems to become, as old age darkens, the sternest avenger of its own
misapplication. The retrospect of life is converted by its energy into

one wide blackness of desolate regret ; and whether this breaks out

in the shape of a rueful contemptuousness, or a sarcastic mockery of

tone, the least drop of the poison is enough to paralyze all attempts
at awakening sympathy by fanciful delineations of love and friendship.

Perhaps Scott has nowhere painted such feelings more dehciously than

in those very scenes of Anne of Geierstein, which offer every now
and then, in some incidental circumstance or reflection, the best evi-

dence that they are drawn by a grey-headed man. The whole of his

own lite was too present to his wonderful memory to permit of his

brooding with exclusive partiality, w4iether painfully or pleasurably,
on any one portion or phasis of it : and besides, he was always living
over again in his children, young at heart whenever he looked on

them, and the world that was opening on them and their friends. But
above all, he had a firm belief in the future re-union of those whom
death has parted.
He lost two more of his old intimates, about this time;— Mr.

Terry in June, and Mr. Shortreed in the beginning of July. The

Diary says:
—

"
Jult/ 9.—Heard of the death of poor Bob Shortreed, the companion of many a

lon^f ride araon<T the hills in quest of old ballads. He was a merry companion, a

good sinorer and mimic, and full of Scottish drollery. In his company, and under
his guidance, I was able to see much of rural society in the mountains, which I

could not otherwise have attained, and which I have made my use of. He was, in

addition, a man of worth and character. I always burdened his hospitality while
at Jedburgh on the circuit, and have been usetul to some of his family. Poor fel-

low ! So glide our friends from us.* Many recollections die with him and poor
Terry."

His Diary has few more entries for this twelvemonth. Besides the

* Some little time before his death, the worthy Sheriff-substitute of Jedburgh received

a complete set of his friend's works, with this inscription:
—"To Robert Sliortrced, Esq.,

the friend of the author from youth to age, and his guide and companion upon many an

expedilion among the Border hills, in quest of the materials of legendary lore which have
at length filler! so many volumes, this collection of the results of their former rambles is

presented by his sincere friend, Walter Scott."
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volume of History- for Dr. Lanlner's collection, he had
rcacly

for pub-
lication bv December the last of the Scottish Series of Tales of a

Grandfather; and had made great progress in the prefaces and notes

fur Cadell's Opus Maginan. He had also overcome various ditlicui-

ties \vhich for a time interrupted the twin scheme of an illustrated

edition of his Poems : and one of these in a manner so agreeable to

him. and honourable to the other party, that I must make ro<jm for

the two following letters :—
To J. G. Luckhart, Esq.y Regenfs Park.

' Shandwick Flace, 4th June, 182).
" My dear Lockhart,

" I have a commission for you to execute for me, which I shall deliver in a

few words. I am now in possession of my own copyriorhts of every kind, except-

ing^ a few things in Longman's hands, and whicli I am offered on very fair terms—
and a fourth share of Marniion, which is in the possession of onr friend Murray.
Now, I should consider it a g^reat favour if Mr. ^lurray would pari with it at what
he may consider as a fair rate, and would be most happy to show my sense of obli-

gation by assisting his views and speculations as far as lies in my power. I wish

you could learn as soon as you can ^Ir. Murray's sentiments on this subject, as they
would weigrh with me in what I am about to arrange as to the collected edition.

The Waverley Novels are doing very well indeed.
" I put you to a shilling's expense, as I wish a speedy answer to the above query.

I am always, with love to Sophia, affectionately yours,
AValter Scott."

Tu Sir Walter Scott, Bart., Edinburgh.

" Albemarle Street, June 8, 1829.

"
I\Iy dear Sir,

"^Ir. Lockhart has this moment communicated your letter respectinji my fourth

share of the copyright of Marmion. I have already been applied to by Messrs..

Constable, and by Messrs. Longman, to know what sum I would sell this share

for—but so highly do I estimate the honour of being even in so small a degree the

publisher of the author of the poem—that no pecuniary consideration whatever can

induce me to part with it.

" But there is a consideration of another kind, which until now I was not aware

of, which would make it painful to me if I were to retain it a moment loncjer. I

mean the knowledge of its being required by the author, into whose hands it was

spontaneously resigned in the same instant that I read his request.
" This share has been profitable to me fifty-fold beyond what either publisher or

author could have anticipated, and, therefore, my returninj it on such an occasion

you will, I trust, do me the favour to consider in no other light than as a mere act

of grateful acknowledgment for benefits already received by, my dear Sir, your

obliged and faithful servant,
John Mirray.*'

The success of the collective novels was far beyond what either

Sir Walter or Mr. Cadell had ventured to anticipate. Before the close

of 1829 eight volumes had been issued ; and the monthly sale had

reached as high as 35,000. Should this go on, there was, indeed,

everv reason to hope that, coming in aid of undiminished industry in

the ]n-eparation of new works, it would wipe olf all his load of debt

in the course of a ver}^ few years. And during the autumn (which I

spent near him) it was most agreeable to observe the effects of the

prosperous intelligence, which every succeeding month brought, upon
his spirits.
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This was the more needed, that at this time his eldest son, who had

gone to the south of France on account of some unpleasant symp-
toms in his health, did not at first seem to profit rapidly by the change
of climate. He feared that the young man was not quite so attentive

to the advice of his physicians as he ought to have been; and in one

of many letters on this subject, after mentioning some of Cadell's good
news as to the aftair. he says

—" I have wrought hard, and so far suc-

cessfiilly. But I tell you plainly, my dear boy. that if you permit

your health to decline from want of attention, I have not strength of

mind enough to exert myself in these matters as I have hitherto been

doing." Happily Major Scott was, ere long, restored to his usual

state of health and activity.
Sir Walter himself, too, besides the usual allowance of rheumatism,

and other lesser ailments, had an attack that season of a nature which

gave his family great alarm, and which for some days he himself re-

garded with the darkest prognostications. After some weeks, during
w^hich he complained of headach and nervous irritation, certain

haemorrhages indicated the sort of relief required, and he obtained it

from copious cupping. He says in his Diary for June 3d :
—

" The ugly symptom still continues. Dr. Ross does not make much of it ; and
I think he is apt to look ^ave. Either way I am firml}'- resolved. I wrote in the

morning. The Court kept me till near two, and then home comes I. Afternoon

and evening were spent as usual. In the evening Dr. Ross ordered me to be cup-

ped, an operation which I only knew from its being practised by those eminent

medical practitioners the barbers of Bagdad. It is not painful ; and, I think, resem-

bles a giant twistingr about your flesh between his finger and thumb."

After this he felt better, he said, than he had done for years before ;

but there can be little doubt that the natural evacuation was a very
serious symptom. It was, in fact, the precursor of apoplexy. In

telling the Major of his recovery, he says
—

" The sale of the Novels is pro
—di—gi

—ous. If it last but a few years, it will

clear my feet of old incumbrances, nay, perhaps, enable me to talk a word to our

friend Nicol Milne.

' But old ships must expect to get out of commission,
Nor again to weigh anchor with yo heave ho ."

However that may be, I should be happy to die a free man ; and I am sure you
will all be kind to poor Anne, who will miss me most. I don't intend to die a

minute sooner than I can help for all this ; but when a man takes to making blood

instead of water, he is tempted to think on the possibility of his soon making earth."

One of the last entries in this year's Diary gives a sketch of the cele-

brated Edward Irving, who was about this time deposed from the

ministry of the Church of Scotland on account of his wild heresies.

Sir Walter, describing a large dinner party, says :
—

'• I met to-day the celebrated divine and soi-disant prophet, Irving. He is a fine

looking man (bating a diabolical squint), with talent on his brow and madness in

his eye. His dress, and the arrangement of his hair, indicated that. I could hardly

keep my eyes off him while we were at table. He put me in mind of the devil dis-

cruised as an angel of light, so ill did that horrible obliquity of vision harmonize

with the dark tranquil features of his face, resembling that of our Saviour in Italian

pictures, with the hair carefully arranged in the same manner. There was much



MELROSE — AUGUST, 1829. 646

real or affected simplicity in the manner in which he spoke. He rather made plavt
spoke much, and seemed to be good-humoured. But he spoke with that kind of
unction which is nearly allied to cajnlerie. He boasted much of the tens of thou-
sands that attended his ministry at the town of Annan, his native place, till he well-

nigh provoked me to say he was a distinouished exception to the rule that a prophet
was not esteemed in his own country. But time and place were not fittinf."

Among a few other friends from a distance. Sir Walter received this

autumn a short visit from Mr. Ilallam, and made in his company
several of the little excursions which had in former days been of con-
stant recurrence. Mr. Hallam had with him his son, Arthur, a youno-

gentleman of extraordinary abilities, and as modest as able, who not

long afterwards was cut off in the very bloom of opening life and ge-
nius. In a little volume of "Remains," which his father has since

printed for private friends—with this motto—
" Vattene in pace alma beata e bella,"

there occurs a memorial of Abbotsford and Melrose, which I have

pleasure in being allowed to quote.

" STANZAS—AUGUST, 1829.

" I lived an hour in fair Melrose ;

It was not when " the pale moordight"
Its magnifying charm bestows ;

Yet deem I that I
" viewed it right."

The wind-swept shadows fast careered.
Like living things that joyed or feared,
Adown tlie sunny Eildon Hill,

And the sweet winding Tweed the distance crowned well.

" I inly laughed to see that scene

Wear such a countenance of youth.

Though many an age those hills were green.
And yonder river glided smooth,

Ere in these now disjointed walls

The Mother Church held festivals,

And full-voiced anthemings the while

Swelled from the choir, and lingered down the echoing aisle.

" I coveted that Abbey's doom ;

For if, I thought, the early flowers

Of our affection may not bloom,
Like those green hills, through countless hours.

Grant me at least a tardy waning.
Some pleasure still in age's paining ;

Though lines and forms must fade away,
Still may old Beauty share the empire of Decay I

" But looking toward the grassy mound
Where calm the Douglas chieftains lie,

Who, living, quiet never found,
I straightway learnt a lesson high :

For there an old man sat serene,
And well I knew that thoughtful mien
Of him whose earl}- lyre had thrown
Over these mouldering walls the magic of its tone.

" Then ceased I from my envying state.

And knew that aweless intellect

Hath power upon the ways of fate.

And works through time and space uncheck'd.
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Tliat minstrel of old chivalrj',
In the cold grave must come to be,

But liis transmitted llioiic-hts liave part
In the collective mind, and never shall depart.

"It was a comfort too to see

Those dogs that from him ne'er would rove.

And always eyed him reverently,
With glances of depending love.

They know not of that eminence
Which marks him to my reasoning sense ;

They know but that he is a man,
And still to them is kind, and glads them all he con.

" And, hence, their quiet looks confiding.
Hence grateful instincts seated deep.

By whose strong bond, were ill betiding,

The3''d risk their own his life to keep.
What joy to watch in lower creature

Such dawning of a moral nature,
And how (the rule all things obey)

They look to a higher mind to be their law and stay !"

The close of the autumn was embittered by a sudden and most un-

expected deprivation. Apparently in the fullest enjoyment of health

and vigour, Thomas Purdie leaned his head one evening on the table,

and dropped asleep. This was nothing uncommon in a hard-working
man ; and his family went and came about him for several hours,
without taking any notice. When supper came they tidied to awaken
him, and found that Hfe had been for some time extinct. Far different

from other years, Sir Walter seemed impatient to get away from Ab-
botsford to Edinburgh.

" I have lost," he writes (4th November) to Cadell,—" my old and faithful ser-

vant—my factotum—and am so much shocked that I really wish to be quit of the

country and safe in town. I have this day laid him in the grave. This has pre-
vented my answering your letters."

The grave, close to the Abbey at Melrose, is surmounted by a mo-
dest monument, having on two sides these inscriptions :

—
IN GRATEFUL REMEMBRANCE

OF

THE FAITHFUL
AND ATTACHED SERVICES

OF

TV/ENTY-TWO YEARS,
AND IN SORROW

FOR THE LOSS OF A HUMBLE
BUT SINCERE FRIEND;

THIS STONE WAS ERECTED
BY

SIR WALTER SCOTT, Bart.,

OF abbotsford.
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HERE LIES THE BODY
OF

THOMAS PURDIE,
WOOD-FORESTER,
AT AEBOTSFORD,

WHO DIED 29th OCTOBER,

1829,
AGED SIXTY-TWO YEARS.

" Thou hast been faithful

over a few things,
I will make thee ruler

over many things.

Matthew, chap. xxv. v. Slst.

CHAPTER XLII.

AUCHINDRANE, OR THE AYRSHIRE TRAGEDY— SECOND VOLUME OF THE HIS-

TORY OF SCOTLAND— PARALYTIC SEIZURE— LETTERS ON DEMONOLOGY,
AND TALES ON THE HISTORY OF FRANCE BEGUN — POETRY, WITH PRE-

FACES, PUBLISHED— REVIEWAL OF SOUTHEYS LIFE OF BUNYAN — EXCUR-
SIONS TO CULROSS AND PRESTONPANS— RESIGNATION OF THE CLERKSHIP
OF SESSION— COMMISSION ON THE STUART PAPERS— OFFERS OF A PEN-
SION AND OF THE RANK OF PRIVY-COUNSELLOR— DECLINED— DEATH OF
GEORGE IV.— GENERAL ELECTION — SPEECH AT JEDBURGH— SECOND PA-

RALYTIC ATTACK— DEMONOLOGY, AND FRENCH HISTORY PUBLISHED—
ARRIVAL OF KING CHARLES X. AT HOLY-ROOD-HOUSE— LETTER TO LADY
LOUISA STUART.— 1830.

Sir Walter's reviewal of the early parts of Mr. Pitcairn's Ancient

Criminal Trials had, of course, much gratified the editor, who sent

him, on his arrival in Edinburgh, the proof-sheets of the Number then

in hand, and directed his attention particularly to its details on the

extraordinary case of Mure of Auchindrane, a. d. 1611. Scott was so

much interested with these documents, that he resolved to found a dra-

matic sketch on their terrible story; and the result was a composition
far superior to any of his previous attempts of that nature. Indeed

there are several passages in his "Ayrshire Tragedy"
—

especially that

where the murdered corpse floats upright in the wake of the assassin's

bark,—(an incident suggested by a lamentable chapter in Lord Nel-

son's history)
—which may bear comparison with any thing but Shak-

speare. Yet I doubt whether the prose narrative of the preface be

not, on the whole, more dramatic than the versified scenes. It con-

tains, by the way, some very striking allusions to the recent atrocities

of Gill's Hill and the West Port. This piece was published in a thin

octavo early in the year; and the beautiful Essays on Ballad Poetry,

composed with a view to a collective edition of all his Poetical Works
in small cheap volumes, were about the same time attached to the
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octavo edition then on sale ; the state of stock not as yet permitting
the new issue to be begun.

Sir Walter was now to pay the penalty of his unparalleled toils.

On the 15th of February, alxuit two o'clock in the afternoon, he re-

turned from the Parliament House apparently in his usual state, and
found an old acquaintance, Miss Young of Hawick, waiting to show
him some MS. memoirs of" her fithcr (a dissenting minister of great
worth and talents), which he had undertaken to revise and correct for

the press. Tiic old lady sat by him for half an hour while he seemed
to be occupied with her papers ; at length he rose, as if to dismiss her,

but sunk down again
—a slight convulsion agitating his features. After

a few minutes he got up and staggered to the drawing-room, where
Anne Scott and my sister Violet Lockhart were sitting. They rushed

to meet him, but he fell at all his length on the floor ere they could

reach him. He remained speechless for about ten minutes, by which
time a surgeon had arrived and bled him. He was cupped again in

the evening, and gradually recovered possession of speech and of all

his faculties in so far that, the occurrence being kept quiet, when he

appeared abroad again after a short interval, people in general do not

seem to have observed any serious change. He submitted to the

utmost severity of regimen, tasting nothing but pulse and water for

some weeks, and the alarm of his family and intimate friends subsided.

By and by he again mingled in society much as usual, and seems to

have almost persuaded himself that the attack had proceeded merely
from the stomach, though his letters continued ever and anon to drop
hints that the symptoms resembled apoplexy or paralysis. When we
recollect that both his father and his elder brother died of paralysis,
and consider the terrible violences of agitation and exertion to which Sir

Walter had been subjected during the four preceding years, the only
wonder is that this blow (which had, I suspect, several indistinct har-

bingers) w^as deferred so long ; there can be none that it was soon
followed by others of the same description.
He struggled manfully, how^ever, against his malady, and during

1830 covered almost as many sheets with his MS. as in 1829. About
March I find, from his correspondence with Ballantyne, that he was

working regularly at his Letters on Demonology and Witchcraft for

Murray's Family Library, and also on a Fourth Series of the Tales

of a Grandfather—the subject being French history. Both of these

books were published by the end of the year ; and tiie former contains

many passages worthy of his best day
—little snatches of picturesque

narrative and the like—in fact, transcripts of his own familiar fireside

stories. The shrewdness with which evidence is sifted on legal cases

attests, too, that the main reasoning faculty remained unshaken. But,
on the whole, these works can hardly be submitted to a strict ordeal

of criticism. There is in both a cloudiness both of words and ar-

rangement. Nor can I speak differently of the second volume of his

Scottish History for Lardners Cyclopaedia, which was published in

May. His very pretty review^al of j\Ir. Southey's Life and-Edition of

Bunvan was done in August—about which time his recov^erv seems
to have reached its acme.

in the course of the Spring Session, circumstances rendered it
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highly probable that Sir Walter's resignation of his place as Clerk
of Session might be acceptable to the govemment—and it is not sur-

prising that he should have, on the whole, been pleased to avail him-
self of this opportunity.

His Diary was resumed in May, and continued at irregular inter-

vals for the rest of the year ; but its contents are commonly too medi-
cal for (luotation. Now and then, however, occur entries which I

cannot think of omitting. For example :
—

"
Mbolfford, Mnt) 2,?, 1R30.—About a year tk^to I took the j)et at my Diarv, chiefly

because I thouirht it made me abominably selfish ; and that by rccordinfr my jrloomy
fits, I encouratred their recurrence, whereas out of sight, out of mind, is the best

way to get rid of them; and now I hardly know why I take it up again, but here

goes. I came here to attend Raeburn's funeral. I am near of his kin, my great-

grandfather, Walter Scott, being the second son or first cadet of this small family.

My late kinsman was also married to my aunt, a most amiable old lady. He was
never kind to mo, and at last utterly ungracious. Of course I never liked him, and
we kept no terms. He had forgot, though, an infantine cause of quarrel, which I

always remembered. When I was four or five years old, I was staying at Lessud-
den Place, an old mansion, the abode of this Raeburn. A large pigeon-house was
almost destroyed with starlings, then a common bird, though now seldom seen.

They were seized in their nests and put in a bag, and I think drowned, or thrashed
to death, or put to some such end. The servants gave one to me, which I in some

degree tamed, and the brute of a laird seized and wnmg its neck. I flew at his

throat like a wild-cat, and was torn from him with no little difficulty. Long after-

wards I did him the mortal offence to recall some superiority which my father had
lent to the laird to make up a qualification, which he meant to exercise by voting
for lyord Minto's interest against the Duke of Buccleuch's. This made a total

hreacli between two relations who had never been friends; and though I was after-

wards of considerable service to his family, he kept his ill humour, alleging, justly
enough, that I did these kind actions for the sake of his wife and name, not for his

lienefit. I now saw him at the age of eighty-two or three deposited in the ances-

tral grave ; dined with my cousins, and returned to Abbotsford about eight o'clock.

^^
Edinbiirffk, May 96.—Wrought with proofs, &c. at the Demonology, which is

a cursed business to do neatly. I must finish it though. I went to the Court, from
that came home, and scrambled on with half writing, half reading, half idleness

till evening. I have laid aside smoking much ; and now, unless tempted by com-

pany, rarely take a cigar. I was frightened by a species of fit which I had in

March [February], which took from me my power of speaking. I am told it is

from the stomach. It looked woundy like palsy or apoplexy. Well, be what it

will, I can stand it.

"
3/ff!/ 27.—Court as usual. I am agitating a proposed retirement from the

Court. As they are only to have four instead of six Clerks of Session in Scotland,
it will be their interest to let me retire on a superannuatioji. Probably I shall make
a bad bargain, and get only two-thirds of the salary, instead of three-fourths. This

would be hard, but I could save between two and three hundred pounds by giving

up town residence. At any rate, jacla est aim—Sir Robert Peel and the Advocate

acquiesce in the arrangement, and Sir Robert Dundas retires alongst with me. I

think the difference will be infinite in point of health and happiness. Yet I do not

know. It is perhaps a violent change in the end of life to quit the walk one has

trod so long, and the cursed splenetic temper which besets all men makes you value

opportunities and circumstances when one enjoys them no longer. Well—'Things
must be as they may,' as says that great philosopher Corporal Xym.

'•'•June o.— 1 finished my proofs, and sent them off with copy. I saw Mr. Dick-

inson* on Tuesday ; a right plain sensible man. He is so confident in my matters,

* Mr. John Dickinson of Nash-mill, Herts, the eminent paper-maker.
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that, being a large creditor himself, he offors to come down, with the support of all

the London creditors, to carry through any measure that can be devised for my be-

hoof. Mr. Cadell showed liim that we were four years forward in matter prepared
for the press. Got Heath's Illustrations, which I dare say are finely engraved, but

commonplace enough in point of art.

''June 17.—Went last nifiht to Theatre, and saw Miss Fanny Kemble's Isabella,
which was a most creditable performance. It has much of the genius of Mrs. Sid-

dons, her aunt. She wants her beautiful countenance, her fine form, and her match-
less dignity of step and manner. On the other hand, Miss Fanny Kemble has very

expressive, thoufrh not regular features, and what is worth it all, great energy
.mingled with and chastised by correct taste. I suffered by the heat, lights, and

exertion, and will not go back to-night, for it has purchased me a sore headach this

theatrical excursion. Besides, the play is Mrs. Beverley, and I hate to be made
miserable about domestic distress, so I keep my gracious presence at home to-night,

though I love and respect Miss Kemble for giving her active support to her father

in his need, and preventing Covent Garden from coming down about their ears. I

corrected proofs before breakfast, attended Court, but was idle in the forenoon, the

headach annoying me much.

^^ Blair-Adam, June 18.—Our meeting cordial, but our numbers diminished ; the

good and very clever Lord Chief Baron [Shepherd] is returned to his own country
with more regrets than in Scotland usually attend a stranger. Will Clerk has a
bad cold, Tom Thomson is detained, but the Chief Commissioner, Admiral Adam,
Sir Adam, John Thomson and I, make an excellent concert.

" June 19.—Arose and expected to work a little, but a friend's house is not

favourable : you are sure to want the book you have not brought, and are, in short,

but of sorts, like the minister who could not preach out of his own pulpit. There
is something fanciful in this, and something real too. After breakfast to Culross,
where the veteran, Sir Robert Preston, showed us his curiosities. Life has done
as much for him as most people. In his ninety-second year, he has an ample for-

tune, a sound understanding, not the least decay of eyes, ears, or taste, is as big as

two men, and eats like three. Yet he too experiences the "
singula prs-dantur,''^

and has lost something since I last saw him. If his appearance renders old age
tolerable, it does not make it desirable. But I fear when death comes we shall be

unwilling for all that to part with our bundle of sticks. Sir Robert amuses him-

self with repairing the old House of Culross, built by the Lord Bruce. What it is

destined for is not verj' evident. It is too near his own mansion of Vallej'field to

be useful as a residence, if indeed it could be formed into a comfortable modern
house. But it is rather like a banqueting-house. Well, he follows his own fancy.
We had a sumptuous cold dinner. Sir Adam grieves it was not hot, so little can
war and want break a man to circumstances. The beauty of Culross consists in

magnificent terraces rising on the sea beach, and commanding the opposite shore

of Lothian ; the house is repairing in the style of James VI. There are some fine

relics of the Old Monastery', with large Saxon arches. At Anstruther I saw with

pleasure the painting, by Raeburn, of my old friend Adam RoUand, Esq., who
was in the external circumstances, but not in frolic or fancy, my prototype for Paul

Pleydell.

"June 9.—Dined with the Bannatyne, where we had a lively part)-. Touching
the songs, an old roue must own an improvement in the times, when all paw-paw
words are omitted ;

—and yA, when the naughty innuendoes are gazers, one is apt
to say—

' Swear me Kate, like a lady as thou art,

A pood mouth-fillinp oath, and leave Forsooth,

^i And such protests of petty gingerbread.'

I think there is more affectation than improvement in the new mode."

Not knowing how poor Maida had been replaced, Miss Edgeworth
at this time offered Sir Walter a fine Irish staghound. He replies
thus :

—
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To Miss Edgeworth, Edgeworthstnum.

"
Edinburgh, 23«1 June, 1830.

" My Dear Miss EdiTpworth,
"
Nothinsj would be so valuable to me as the mark of kindness which you

offer, and yet my kennel is so much changed since I had the pleasure of seeinnryou,
that I must not accept of what I wished so sincerely to possess. I am the happy owner
of two of the noble breed, each of fjiaantic size, and the gift of that sort of High-
lander whom we call a High Chief, so I would hardly be justified in parting with
them even to make room for your kind present, and I should have great doubts whether
the mountaineers would receive the Irish stranger with due hospitality. One of
them I had from poor Glengarry, who, with all the wild and fierce points of his char-

acter, had a kind, honest and warm heart. The other from a young friend, whom
Highlanders call Mac Vourigh, and Lowlanders Mac Pherson of Cluny. He is a
fine spirited boy, fond of his people and kind to them, and the best dancer of a

Hifjhland reel now living. I fear I must not add a third to Nimrod and Bran,

having little use for them except being pleasant companions. As to labouring in

their vocation, we have only one wolf which I know of, kept in a friend's mena-

gerie near me, and no wild deer. Walter has some roebucks indeed, but Lochore
is far off, and I begin to feel myself distressed at running down these innocent and
beautiful creatures, perhaps because I cannot gallop so fast after them as to drown
a sense of the pain we are inflicting. And yet I suspect I am like the sick fox; and
if my strength and twenty years could come back, I would become again a copy
of my namesake, remembered by the soubriquet of Walter ill to hauld (to hold, that

is).
' But age has clawed me in its clutch,' and there is no remedy for increasing

disability except dying, which is an awkward score.
" There is some chance of my retiring from my official situation upon the changes

in the Court of Session. They cannot reduce ray office, though they do not wish
to fill it up with a new occupant. I shall be therefore de trap; and in these days
of economy they will be better pleased to let me retire on three parts of my salarj'
than to keep me a Clerk of Session on the whole ; and small grief at our parting,
as the old horse said to the broken cart. And yet, though I thought such a pro-

posal when first made was like a Pisgah peep of Paradise, I cannot help being a

little afraid of changing the habits of a longr life all of a sudden and for ever. You
ladies have always your work-basket and stocking-knitting to wreak an hour of

tediousness upon. The routine of business serves, I suspect, for the same purpose
to us male wretches ; it is seldom a burden to the mind, but a something which
must be done, and is done almost mechanically ; and though dull judges and duller

clerks, the routine of law })roceedings, and law forms, are very unlike the plumed
troops and the tug of war, yet the result is the same. The occupation's gone.*
The morning, that the day's news must all be gathered from other sources—that

the jokes which the principal Clerks of Session have laughed at weekly for a cen-

tury, and which would not move a muscle of any other person's face, must be laid

up to perish like those of Sancho in the Sierra Morena—I don't above half like

forgetting all these moderate habits, and yet
'

Ah, freedom is a noble thing !'

as says the old Scottish poet.f So I will cease my regrets, or lay them by to be
taken up and used as arguments of comfort, in case I do not slip my cable after

all, which is highly possible. Lockhart and Sophia have taken up their old resi-

dence at Chiefswood. They are very fond of the place; and 1 am glad also my
grandchildren will be bred near the heather, for certain qualities which I think are

best taught there.
" Let me enquire about all my friends, Mrs. Fox, Mr. and Mrs. Butler, Mrs.

Edgeworth, the hospitable squire, and plan of education, and all and sundry of the

household of Edgeworthstown. I shall long remember our delightful days—espe-

cially those under the roof of Protestant Frank.
:|:

»
Othello, Act. III., Sc. 3. t Barbour's Bruce.

X I believe the ancestor who built the House at Edgeworthstowu was dintinguished by
this appellation.
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" TIavp ynn forsworn morry Enjrland, to say nothinsr of our northern regions T

This meditated retreat will make me more certain of being at Abbotsford the whole

j'ear; and I am now watching the ripening of those plans which I schemed five

years, ton years, twenty years ago. Anne is still the Beatrix you saw her ; Walter,
now major, predominating with his hussars at Nottingham and Sheflield; but haj)-

pily there has been no call to try Sir Toby's experiment of drawing three souls out

of the body of one weaver. Ireland seems to be thriving. A friend of mine laid

out £10,060 or £50,000 on an estate there, for which he gets 7 per cent; so you
are looking up. Old Fhigland is distressed enough—we are well enough here—
but we never feel the storm till it has passed over our neighbours. I ought to get
a frank for this, but our members are all up mending the stops of the great fiddle.

The termination of the King's illness is considered as inevitable, and expected
with great apprehension and anxiety. Believe me always with the greatest regard,

yours,
Walter Scott."

On the 2Gth of .Tune Sir Walter heard of the death of King George
IV. with the regret of a devoted and obliged subject. He had received

almost immediately before two marks of his Majesty's kind attention.

Understanding that his retirement from the Coin-t of Session was at

hand, Sir William Knighton suggested to the King that Sir Walter

might henceforth be more frequently in London, and that he might

very fitly be placed at the head of a new commission for examining
and editing the MSS. collections of the exiled Princes of the House
of Stuart, which had come into the King's hands on the death of the

Cardinal of York. This Sir Walter gladly accepted, and contem-

plated with pleasure spending .the ensuing winter in London. But

another proposition, that of elevating him to the rank of Privy Coun-

sellor, w'as unhesitatingly decUned. He felt that any increase of rank

under the circuinstazices of diminished fortune and failing health would
be idle and unsuitable, and desired his friend, the Lord Chief Com-
missioner, whom the King had desired to ascertain his feelings on the

subject, to convey his grateful thanks, with his humble apology.
He heard of the King's death, on what was otherwise a pleasant

day. The Diary says
—

'• June 27.—Yesterday morning I worked as usual at proofs and copy of my
infernal Demonology, a task to which my poverty and not my will consents.

About twelve o'clock, I went to the country to take a day's relaxation. We (n e.

Mr. Cadell, James Ballantyne, and I) went to Prestonpans, and getting there about

one, surveyed the little villagce, where my aunt and I were lodgers for the sake
of sea-bathing, in 1778, I believe. I knew the house of Mr. Warroch, where we
lived, a poor cottage, of which the owners, and their family are extinct. I recol-

lected my juvenile ideas of dignity attendant on the larae gate, a black arch which
lets out upon the sea. I saw the church where I yawned under the inflictions of a

Dr. M'Cormack, a name in which dulness seems to have been hereditary. I saw
the links where I arranged my shells upon the turf, and swam my little skiff in the

pools. Many comparisons between the man and the boy—many recollections of

my kind aunt—of old George Constable, who, I think, dangled after her—of Dal-

getty, a virtuous half-pay lieutenant, who swaggered his solitary walk on the

parade, as he called a little open space before the same port. We went to Preston,
and took refuge from a thunder-plump in the old tower. I remembered the little

garden where I was crammed with gooseberries, and the fear T had of Blind

Harry's Spectre of Fawdon showing his headless trunk at one of the windows. I

remembered also a very good-natured pretty girl (my Mary Duff), whom I laughed
and romped with, and loved as children love. She was a Miss Dalrymple, daughter
of Lord Westhall, a Lord of Session; was afterwards married to Anderson of

Winterfield, and her daughter is now the spouse of my colleague, Robert Hamilton,
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So strancrely are our cards shuffled. I was a mere child, -and could feel none of
the passion which Byron alleges, yet the recollection of this good-humoured com-

panion of my childhood is like that of a morning dream, nor should I greatly like

to dispel it hy seeing the original, who must now be sufficiently time-honoured.
"
Well, we walked over the field of battle

; saw the Prince's Park, Cope's Road,
marked by slaughter in his disastrous retreat, the thorn-tree which marks the centre
of the battle, and all besides that

^-as
to be seen or supposed. We saw two broad-

swords, found on the field of battle, one a Highlander's, an Andrew Fcrrara, another
the dragoon's sword of that day.* Lastly, we came to Cockenzie, where Mr.
Francis Cadell, my publisher's brother, gave us a kind reception. I was especially
glad to see the mother of the family, a fine old lady, who was civil to my aunt and

me, and, I recollect well, used to have us to tea at Cockenzie. Curious that I

should long afterwards have an opportunity to pay back this attention to her son
Robert. Once more, what a kind of shuffling of the hand dealt us at our nativity.
There was Mrs. F. Cadell and one or two young ladies, and some fine fat children.

I should be " a Bastard to the Time" did I not tell our fare ; we had a tiled whiting,
a dish unknown elsewhere, so there is a bone for the gastronomers to pick. Honest
John Wood, my old friend, dined with us; I only regret I cannot understand him,
as he has a very powerful memory, and much curious information.! The whole

day of pleasure was damped by the news of the King's death
; it was fully

expected, indeed, as the termination of his long illness; but he was very good to

me personally, and a kind sovereign. The common people and gentry join in their

sorrows. Much is owing to kindly recollections of his visit to this country, which

gave all men an interest in him."

When the term ended in July, the affair of Sir Walter's retirement

was all but settled ; and soon afterwards he was informed that he had
ceased to be a Clerk of Session, and should thenceforth have, in lieu

of his salary, &c. (£1300) an allowance of £800 per annum. This
was accompanied by an intimation from the Home Secretary that the

Ministers were quite ready to grant him a pension covering the reduc-

tion in his income. Considering himself as the bond-slave of his cre-

ditors, he made known to them this proposition, and stated that it

would be extremely painful to him to accept of it ; and with the deli-

cacy and generosity which throughout characterised their conduct
towards him, they, without hesitation, entreated him on no account to

do injury to his own feelings in such a matter as this. Few things

gave him more pleasure than this handsome communication.
Just after he had taken leave of Edinburgh, as he seems to have

thought for ever, he received a communication of another sort, as in-

opportune as any that ever reached him. His Diary for the 13th July

says briefly
—

" I have a letter from a certain young gentleman, announcing that his sister had
so far mistaken the intentions of a lame baronet nigh sixty years old, as to suppose
him only prevented by modesty from stating certain wishes and hopes, &c. The

party is a woman of rank, so my vanity may be satisfied. But I excused myself,
with little picking upon the terms."

Durincr the rest of the summer and autumn his dau^fhter and I were
at Chiefswood, and saw him of course daily. Laidlaw, too, had been

1, —
* The Laird of Cockenzie kindly sent these sworda next day to the armoury at Abbota-

ford.

t Mr. Wood published a History of the Parish of Cramond, in 1794—an enlarsfcd edi-

tion of Sir Robert Dougrlas's Peerage of Scotland, 2 vols, folio, in 1813—and a Life of the

celebrated John Law, of Laurieston, in 1824. In the preface to the Cramond History lie

describes himself as scopulis surdior Icari.

55*
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restored to the cottage at Kaeside ; and though 7'om Purdie made a

dismal blank, old habits went on, and the course of life seemed httjc

altered from what it had used to be. lie looked jaded and worn be-

fore evening set in, yet very seldom departed from the strict regimen
of his doctors, and often brightened up to all his former glee, though

passing the bottle, and sipping toast au^ water. His grandchildren

especially saw no change. However languid, his spirits revived at the

sight of them, and the greatest pleasure he had was in pacing Douce
Davie through the green lanes among his woods, with them clustered

about him on ponies and donkeys, while Laidlaw, the ladies, and my-
self, walked by, and obeyed his directions about pruning and marking
trees. After the immediate alarms of the spring, it might have been
even agreeable to witness this placid twilight scene, but for our know-

ledge that nothing could keep him from toiling many hours daily at his

desk, and alas ! that he was no longer sustained by the daily com-
mendations of his printer. It was obvious, as the season advanced,
that the manner in which Ballantyne communicated with him w^as

sinking into his spirits,
and Laidlaw foresaw, as well as myself, that

some trying crisis of discussion could not be much longer deferred.

A nervous twitching about the muscles of the mouth was always more
or less discernible from the date of the attack in February; but we
could easily tell, by the aggravation of that symptom, when he had
received a packet from the Canongate. It was distressing indeed to

think that he might, one of these days, sustain a second seizure, and be
left still more helpless, yet with the same undiminished appetite for

literary labour. And then, if he felt his printer's complaints so keenly,
what was to be expected in the case of a plain and undeniable mani-
festation of disappointment on the part of the public, and consequently
of the bookseller ?

All this was for the inner circle. Country neighbours went and
came without, 1 believe, observing almost any thing of what grieved
the family. Nay, this autumn he w^as far more troubled with the in-

vasions of strangers, than he had ever been since his calamities of
1826. The astonishing success of the new editions was, as usual,
doubled or trebled by rumour. The notion that he had already all but
cleared off his incumbrances seems to have been widely prevalent,
and no doubt his refusal of a pension tended to confirm it. Abbotsford
was, for some weeks at least, besieged much as it had used to be in

the golden days of 1823 and 1824
; and if sometimes his guests brought

animation and pleasure with them, even then the result was a legacy
of redoubled lassitude. The Diary, among a very few and far sepa-
rated entries, has this :

"
September 5.—In spite of Resolution, I have left my Diarj' for some weeks, I

cannot well tell why. We have had abundance of travelling- Counts and Countesses,
Yankees, male and female, and a Yankoe-Doodle-TJanrfy into the bartjain, a smart

young Virginia-man. But we have had friends of our own also, the Miss Ardens,
young Mrs. Morritt and Anne Morritt, most agreeable visitors. Cadell came out
here yesterday with his horn filled with (jood news. He calculates that in October
the debt will be reduced to the sum of £60,000, half of its original amount. This
make;; me care less about the terras I retire upon. The efforts by which we have
advanced thus far are new in literature, and what is gained is secure."
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Mr. Cadell's great hope, when he offered tliis visit, iiad been that

the good news of the Xtlagnum might induce Sir Walter to content

himself with working at notes and prefaces for its coming volumes,
w^ithout straining at more dii^icult tasks. He found liis friend, how-

ever, by no means disposed to adopt such views; and suggested very
kindly, and ingeniously too, by way of mezzo-termwe, that before en-

tering upon any new novel, he should draw up a sort of cdtalogue rai-

sonvee of the most curious articles in his library and museum. Sir

Walter grasped at this, and began next morning to dictate to Laidlaw
what he designed to publish in the usual novel shape, under the title

of "
ReliquiiB Trottcosienses, or the Gabions of Jonathan Oldbuck."

Nothing, as it seemed to all about him, could have suited the time bet-

ter; but after a few days he said he found this was not sufficient—
that he should proceed in it during /(or«? subcesivai,h\jX must bend him-

self to the composition of a romance, founded on a story which he had
more than once told cursorily already, and for which he had been re-

volving the various titles of Robert of the Isle—Count Robert dc

L'Isle—and Count Robert of Paris. There w^as nothing to be said in

reply to the decisive announcement of this purpose. The ysual agree-
ments were drawn out; and the Tale was begun.

But before I come to the results of this experiment, I must relieve

the reader by Mr. Adolphus's account of some more agreeable things.
The death of George lY. occasioned a general election ; and the

Revolution of France in July, with its rapid imitation in the Nether-

lands, had been succeeded by such a quickening of hope among the

British Liberals, as to render this in general a scene of high excite-

ment and desperate "struggling of parties. In Teviotdale, however,
all was as yet quiescent. Mr. Adolphus says :

" One day, during my visit of 1830, 1 accompanied Sir Walter to Jedburofh, -when
the eldest son of Mr. Scott of Harden (now Lord Polworth) was for the third time
elected member for Roxburgfhshire. There was no contest; an opposition had been
talked of, but was adjourned to some future day. The meetintr in the Court-house,
where the election took place, was not a very crowded or stirring- scene ; but among
those present, as electors or spectators, were many gentlemen of the most ancient

and honourable names in Roxburghshire and the adjoining counties. Sir Walter
seconded the nomination. It was the first time I had heard him speak in public,
and I was a little disappointed. His manner was verj'' quiet and natural, but seemed
to me too humble, and wanting in animation. His air was sagacious and reverend;
his posture somewhat stooping; he rested, or rather pressed, the palm of one hand
on the head of his stick, and used a very little gesticulation with the other. As he
went on, his delivery acquired warmth, but it never became glowing. His points,

however, were very well chosen, and his speech, perhaps, upon the whole, was
such as a sensible country gentleman should have made to an assembly of his

neighbours upon a subject on which they were all well agreed. Certainly the feel-

ing of those present in favour of the candidate required no stimulus.
" The new member was to give a dinner to the electors at three o'clock. In the

mean-time Sir Walter strolled round the ancient Abbey. It amused me on this and
on one or two other occasions, when he was in frequented places, to see the curios-

ity with which some zealous strangrer would hover about his line of walk or ride,

to catch a view of him, though a distant one—for it was always done with caution

and respect; and he was not disturbed—perhaps not displeased—by it. The din-

ner party was in number, I suppose, eigrhty or ninety, and the festival passed off

with great spirit. The croupier, Mr. Baiilie of .lerviswood, who had nominated
the candidate in the morning, proposed, at its proper time, in a few energetic words,
the health of Sir Walter Scott. All hearts were '

thirsty for the noble pledga ;' the
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health was caught up with enthusiasm; and any one who looked round must have
seen with pleasure that the popularity of Sir Walter Scott—European, and more
than European as it was—had its most vigorous roots at the threshold of his own
home. He made a speech in acknowledgment, and this time I was not disappointed.
It was rich in humour and feeling, and graced by that engaging manner of which
he had so peculiar a command. One passage I remembered, for its whimsical

homeliness, long after the other, and perhaps better parts of the speech had passed
from my recollection. Mr. Baillie had spoken of him as a man pre-eminent among
those who had done honour and service to Scotland, He replied that, in what he
had done for Scotland as a writer, he was no more entitled to the merit which had
been ascribed to him than the servant who scours the ' brasses' to the credit of

having made them ; that he had perhaps been a good housemaid to Scotland, and

given the country a *

rubbing up ;' and in so doing might have deserved some praise
for assiduity, and that was all. Afterwards, changing the subject, he spoke very

beautifully and warmly of the re-elected candidate who sat by him ; alluded to the

hirtts which had been thrown out in the morning of a future opposition and Reform,
and ended with some verses (I believe they were Burns's, parce deforta), pressing
his hand upon the shoulder of Mr. Scott as he uttered the concluding lines,

'But we ha' tried this Border lad.

And we'll try him yet again.'
*

" He sat down under a storm of applauses ; and there were manj' present whose

applause evei^he might excusably take some pride in. His eye, as he reposed him-
self after this little triumph, glowed with a hearty but chastened exultation on the

scene before him ; and when I met his look it seemed to say,
' I am glad you should

see how these things pass among us.'
" His constitution had in the preceding winter suffered one of those attacks which

at last prematurely overthrew it.
' Such a shaking hands with death' (I am told he

said)
' was formidable ;' but there were few vestiges of it which might not be over-

looked by those who were anxious not to see them ; and he was more cheerful than

I had sometimes found him in former years. On one of our carriage excursions,

shortly after the Jedburgh dinner, his spirits actually rose to the pitch of singing,
an accomplishment I had never before heard him exhibit except in chorus. We had
been to Selkirk and Bowhill, and were returning homewards in one of those days
so inspiriting in a hill country, when, after heavy rains, the summer bursts forth

again in its full splendour. Sir Walter was in his best congenial humour. As we
looked up to Carterhaugh, his conversation ran naturally upon Tamlane and Fair

Janet, and the ballad recounting their adventures ; then it ran upon the Bn agrestes,

ghosts and wizards. Border anecdotes and history, the bar, his own adventures as

advocate and as sherilT; and then returning to ballads, it fell upon the old ditty of

Tom o' the Linn, or Thomas O'Linn, which is popular alike, I believe, in Scotland,
and in some parts of England, and of which I as well as he had boyish recollec-

tions. As we compared versions he could not forbear, in the gaiety of his heart,

giving out two or three of the stanzas in song. I cannot say that I ever heard this

famous lyric sung to a very regular melody, but his set of it was extraordinary.
•' Another little incident in this morning's drive is worth remembering. We

crossed several fords, and after the rain they were wide and deep. A little, long,

wise-looking, rough terrier, named Spice, which ran after us, had a cough, and as

often as we came to a water. Spice, by the special order of her master, was let into

the carriage till we had crossed. His tenderness to his brute dependants was a

striking point :n the general benignity of his character. He seemed to consult not

only their bodilj' welfare, but their feelings, in the human sense. He was a gen-
tleman even to his dogs. His roughest rebuke to little Spice, when she was in-

clined to play the wag with a sheep, was, ' Ha ! fie ! fie !' It must be owned thai

his '
tail' (as his retinue of dogs was called at Abbotsford), though very docile and

unobtrusive animals in the house, were sometimes a little wild in their frolics out

of doors. One day when I was walking with Sir Walter and Miss Scott, we passed
a cottage, at the door of which sat on one side a child, and on the other a slumber-

ing cat, Nimrod bounded from us in great gaiety, and the unsuspecting cat had

* See Burns's ballad of The Five Carlines,—an election squib.
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scarcely time to squall before she was (Ipinolish.il, Tlic nnor rhit.l *#-t

wail. Miss Scott was naturally much tlistrcsseil, and Sir VVulti-r a
of countenance. However, he put an end to the suhject hy aayinv wiih an
stubbornness, 'Well! the cat is worried ;' hut his pursr wm m hi* h.inrf , >!;*
Scott was despatched to the house, and I am very sure it was noi hi* r.mu'if I'ltr

cat had a poor funeral. In the confusion of the moment I am afrjui il»e culprit
went otf without even a reprimand.

"
Except in this trilling instance (and it could hardly be called an ctrrption), I

cannot recollect seeing Sir Walter Scott surprised out of his hahi'

Never, I believe, during the opportunities I had of observinij hini, i

him an acrimonious tone, or see a shade of ill-humour on his h-amrrs. In g

phlegmatic person this serenity might have been less remarkable, but it w - -.

prising in one whose mind was so susceptible, and whose voice and cn\:

were so full of expression. It was attributable, I think, to a rar-

qualitiesj
—thoroughly cultivated manners, great kindness of !.

patience and self-control, an excellent How of spirits, ami lastly, that .Hiea:

of nerve which, even in the inferior animals, often renders the moat pow. n.. mi
resolute creature the most placid and forbearing. Once, when he was exhibiiinjj
some weapons, a gentleman, after differing from him as to the comparntivt' nirnts

of two sword-blades, inadvertently tlourished one of them almosi into Sir VV;ilifr'«

eye. I looked quickly towards him, but could not see in his face the least sijfn of

shrinking, or the least approach to a frown. No one, however, could for a monvnt
infer from this evenness of manner and temper, that he was a man with whoru in

intentional liberty could be taken ; and I suppose very few persons during his lifr

ever thought of making the experiment. If it happened at any time that some
trivial etourderie in conversation required at his hand a slight application of the

rein, his gentle explaining tone was an appeal to good taste which no common
wilfulness could have withstood.

" Two or three times at most during my knowledge of him do I recollect hearin?

him utter a downright oath, and then it was not in passion or upon personal provi>-

cation, nor was the anathema levelled at any individual. It was rather a cnorise

expression of sentiment than a malediction. In one instance it was launched at

certain improvers of the town of Edinburgh ; in another it was bestowed very

evenly upon all political parties in France, shortly after the glorious days of July
1830."

As one consequence of these "glorious days," the unforttniati*

Charies X. was invited by the English Government to resume his oKi

quarters at Holyrood; and among many other things that about Uus

time vexed and mortified Scott, none gave him more pain than to hear

that the popular feeling in Edinburgh had been so much cxarerh.-ctf.l

against the fallen monarch (especially by an ungenerous article in the

great literary organ of the place), that his reception there was likely

to be rough and insulting. Sir Walter thought that on such an occa-

sion his voice might, perhaps, be listened to. He knew his roiinlr\'-

men well in their strength, as well as in their weakness, and put forth

this touching appeal to their better feelings, in Ballantync's newspaper
for the 20th of October :

—
" We are enabled to announce, from authority, that Charles of Rourbon, thi« rt-

King of France, is about to become once more our fellow-^-itizen, though ;

for only a limited space, and is presently about to repair to Kdinburjjh. :

again to inhabit the apartments which he long ajo occupied in Holyrood Houw.

This temporary arrangement, it is said, has been made in conipli.uire
with hn >»»

request, with which our benevolent Monarch immediately complied, w illing t.- •••m-

sult, in every respect possible, the feelings of a Prince under the pressure
..r mis-

fortunes, which are perhaps the more severe, if incurred through bad udrii. . . rr r.

or rashness. The attendants of the late sovereign will be reduced to the K

eible number, and consist chiefly of ladies and children, and his style of ni-- «i.v
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be strictly retired. In these circumstances, it would be unworthy of us as Scots-

men, or as men, it' this most unfortunate family should meet a word or look from
the meanest individual tendintj to airorravatc feclinors, which must be at present so

acute as to receive injury from insults, which in other times could be passed with

perfect disregard,
" His late opponents in his kingdom have gained the applause of Europe for the

generosity with whicli thoy have used their victory, and the respect which they
have paid to themselves in moderation towards an enemy. It would be a gross
contrast to that part of their conduct which has been most generally applauded,
were we, who are strangers to the strife, to affect a deeper resentment than those it

concerned closely.
" Those who can recollect the former residence of this unhappy Prince in our

northern capital, cannot but remember the unobtrusive and quiet manner in which
his little court was then conducted ; and now, still further restricted and diminished,
he may naturally expect to be received with civility and respect by a nation whose

good will he has done nothing to forfeit. Whatever may have been his errors

towards his own subjects, we cannot but remember, in his adversity, that he did

not in his prosperity forget that Edinburgh had extended her hospitality towards

him, but, at the period when the fires consumed so much of the city, sent a princely
benefaction to the sufferers, with a letter which made it more valuable, by stating
the feelings towards the city of the then royal donor. We also state, without
hazard of contradiction, that his attention to individuals connected with this city
was uniformly and handsomely rendered to those entitled to claim them. But he
never did or could display a more flattering confidence, than when he shows that

the recollections of his former asylum here have inclined him a second time to

return to the place where he then found refuge." If there can be any who retain angry or invidious recollections of late events
in France, they ought to remark that the ex-Monarch has, by his abdication,
renounced the conflict into which, perhaps, he was engaged by bad advisers ; that

he can no longer be the object of resentment to the brave, but remains to all the

most striking emblem of the mutability of human affairs which our mutable times

have afforded. He may say with our own deposed Richard—
' With mine own tears I washed away my balm.
With mine own hands I gave away my crown,
With my own tongue deny my sacred state.'*

He brings among us his '

grey discrowned head ;' and in ' a nation of gentlemen,'
as we were emphatically termed* by the very highest authority,f it is impossible, I

trust, to find a man mean enough to insult the slightest hair of it.

" It is impossible to omit stating, that if angry recollections or keen party feel-

ings should make any person consider the exiled and deposed ^Monarch as a subject
of resentment, no token of such feelings could be exhibited without the greater part
of the pain being felt by the helpless females, of whom the Duchess of Angou-
leme, in particular, has been so long distinguished by her courage and her misfor-

tunes.
" The person who writes these few lines is leaving his native city, never to re-

turn as a permanent resident. He has some reason to be proud of distinctions

received from his fellow-citizens ; and he has not the slightest doubt that the taste

and good feeling of those whom he will still term so, will dictate to them the quiet,

civil, and respectful tone of feeling, which will do honour both to their heads and
their hearts, which have seldom been appealed to in vain.

"The Frenchman Melinet, in mentioning the refuge afforded by Edinburgh to

Henry VI. in his distress, records it as the most hospitable town in Europe. It is

a testimony to be proud of, and sincerely do I hope there is little danger of forfeiting
it upon the present occasion."

*
King Richard II. Act IV. scene 1.

t This was the expression of King George IV., at the close of the first day he spent in

Scotland.
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The eficct of this manly athnonitioii was even !• — •

,i,

the writer had anticipated. The royal exiles w*;: . r.

feet decorum, which their modest heanni^ to all cla!i!iG<i, atwl un<>b(n»>

sive, thoiish mac^nificcnt hcnevojcm-e to the poor, tr.- I.

into a feeling of deep and afU'ctionate res|)e<-tfulu.-., i

stay in Scotland, the King took more than one or; i ,-„,,,

veying to 8ir Walter his gratitude for this salutary intrrlcrenc« nn h^
hehali'. The ladies of the royal family had a curiosity ?•

ford, but being aware of his reduced health and wealth,

visit the place when he was known to be from home. Several I

noblemen of the train, however, paid him trieir resperts {•

I remember with particular pleasure a couple of days that iii- !

•

of Laval-Montmorency spent with him : h»' was also niueh ^i

Mith a visit from ^Marshal Bourmont, though unfortunately thai came
after his ailments had much advanced. The Marshal was accompa-
nied by the Baron d'llaussez. one of the I'olitrnac .Ministry, whosn

published account of his residence in this country contains no sixrri-

men of vain imbecility more pitiable than the page he gives to Abnots-

ford. So far from comprehending any thing of his host's rh-

or conversation, the Baron had not even eyes to observe tt>at I.- ,,..-

in a sorely dilapidated condition of bodily health. The readiT wdl

perceive bv and by that he had had another /?/ only a few days before

he received these strangers; and that, moreover, he was •
' al

the moment in a most painful correspondence with his pi,.,-, ami

bookseller.

I conclude this chapter with a letter to Lady Louisa Stuart, who

had, it seems, formed some erroneous guesses about the purport ot the

forthcoming Letters on Demonology and Witchcraft. Tliat volume

had been some weeks out of hand—but, for booksellers' reasons, il

was not published until Christmas.

To the Right Hon. Lady Louisa Stuart, care of Txyrd Montagu.

"
,'Vbbotsford, October 31. l!»30

" My dear Lady Louisa,
" I come before your Ladyship for once, in the character of Not (iuiiiy. I am

a wronged man, who deny, with Lady Teazle, the butler and the cuach-hun^. Posi-

tively, in sendinc^ a blow to explode old and worn-out follies, I could not think (

was aidintj and abettinfj those of this—at least I had no :

Your Ladyship cannot think me such an owl as to pay morr r^

netism, or scuUoloffy, 1 forget its learned name, or any othiT <i<.'

day. The sailors have an uncouth proverb that every man must i
,

in the course of his life, and thereby reconcile themselves to swallow un;

messes. Even so say I, every acre must swallow a certain de.il of -

nonsense; only, observing the variety which nature seems to studv t(
-

works, each generation takes its nonsense, as heralds say, tctth a . '

early behind the scenes, having been in childhood patient of no Ics.> ..

celebrated Dr. Graham, the great quack of that olden day. I had,

Hugh Evans says, a fine sprag boy, a shrewd id.M that his magn.
•

humbug ; but Dr. Graham, though he used a ditlVr.'nt tn.-thf>d. was

mired in his day as anv of the French fops. I did once think ot tt:-

modern mummers, but I did not want to be engaged in so srnsrlr-<t ..

which would, nevertheless, have occupied some time and troubl.-. 1

was pretty plain, that the same reasons which explode the marhincry -i «r..-i.o
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and ghosts proper to our ancestors, must be destructive of the supernatural non-

sense of our own days.
" Your acquaintance with Shakspeare is intimate, and 3'ou remember why, and

when it is said,

' He words me, girl, he words me.'*

Our modern men of the day have done this to the countrj'. They have devised a

new phraseoloof}' to convert good into evil, and evil into trood, and the ass's ears of

John Bull are gulled with it as if words alone made crime or virtue. Have they
a mind to excuse the tyranny of Buonaparte 1 why, the Lord love you, he only

squeezed into his government a grain too much of civilisation. The fault of Robe-

spierre was too active liberalism ; a noble error. Thus the most blood-thirsty

anarch}' is glossed over by opening the account under a new name. The varnish

might be easily scraped off all this trumpery ; and I think my friends the brave

Beiges are like to lead to the conclusion that the old names of murder and fire-rais-

ing are still in fashion. But what is worse, the natural connexion between the

higher and lower classes is broken. The former reside abroad and become gra-

dually, but certainly strangers, to their country's laws, habits, and character. The
tenant sees nothing of them but the creditor for rent, following on the heels of the

creditor for taxes. Our ministers dissolve the yeomanry, almost the last tie which
held the laird and the tenant together. The best and worthiest are squabbling to-

gether, like a mutinous crew in a sinking vessel, who make the question, not how
they are to get her off the rocks, but by whose fault she came on them. In short—
but I will not pursue any further the picture more frig^htful than any apparition in

my Demonology. Would to God I could believe it ideal ! I have confidence still

in the Duke of Wellington, but even he has sacrificed to the great deity of hum-

bug, and what shall we say to meaner and more ordinary minds? God avert evil,

and, what is next best, in mercy remove those who could only witness without

preventing it. Perhaps I am somewhat despondent in all this. But totally retired

from the world as I now am, depression is a natural consequence of so calamitous
a prospect as politics now present. The only probable course of safety would be
a confederacy between the good and the honest ; and they are so much divided by
petty feuds, that I see little chance of it.

" I will send this under Lord Montagu's frank, for it is no matter how long such
a roll of lamentation may be in reaching your Ladyship. I do not think it at all

likely that I shall be in London next spring, although I sutler Sophia to think so.

I remain, in all my bad humour, ever j'our Ladyship's most obedient and faithful

humble servant,
Walter Scott."

*
Anfony and Cleopatra. Act V. Scene 2.
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The reader has already seen that Sir Walter had many inis^rivin^s

in contemplating his final retirement from the situation he had «m-cii-

pied for six-and-tvventy years in the Court of Session. Su<-h a hri-a<-h

in old habits is always a serious experiment; but in his «-a.>*c it wa.'*

very particularly so, because it involved his losing, during the winter

months, when men most need society, the intercourse of ahnost ail

that remained to him of dear familiar friends. He had hosidca a jnvo

for the very stones of Edinburgli, and the thought that k* was never

again to sleep under a roof of his own in his native city cost him

many a pang. But he never alludes either in his Diary or in his loi-

ters (nor dol remember that ho ever did so in conversation) to th«^

circumstances which, far more than all besides, occasioned care and

regret in the bosom of his family. However he might cling to the

notion that his recent ailments sprung merely from a (h.sord.'orl

stomach, they had dismissed that dream, and the heaviest of thi-ir

thoughts was that he was fixing himself in the country just when his

health, perhaps his life, might depend any given hour on the immediate

presence of a surgical hand. They reflected that the only medi<-:U

practitioner resident within three miles of him might, in case ot an-

other seizure, come too late, even although the messenger sliouM find

him at home ; but that his practice extended over a wide range of

thinlv peopled country, and that at the hour of need he might as pro.

bablv be half a dav's journey off as at Melrose. We wo.:" ' m

have' persuaded him' that his library, catalogues, and other yn]
1

fallen into such confusion that he ought to have some clever youn«

student in the house during the winter to arrange them: and hail he

taken the suggestion in good part, a medical student would (.t <-ourse

have been selected. But', whether or not he suspected our real in.uve,

he would listen to no such plan, and his friendly surgeon (Mr. Janu-s

Clarkson) then did the best he could f«^r us by uistnirfmg a roi.ti-

dential domestic, privatelv, in the use of the lancet. This
\ya.«!

J- •>

Nicolson; a name never to be mentioned by any ot Scott s
la;

without respect and gratitude. He had Ix-cn in tlic household tr.>:n

>;ii

his boyhood, and was about this time (I'oor Dalizh-isli n^

weak health) advanced to the chief place in it. Early ai;.

56
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kindness had made a very deep impression on this fine handsome

young man's heart ; he possessed intelligence, good sense, and a calm

temper ;
and the courage and dexterity which Sir Walter had delight-

ed to see him display in sports and pastimes, proved henceforth of
.

inestimable service to the master, whom he regarded, I verily believe,

with the love and reverence of a son. Since I have reached the

period at which human beings owe so much to ministrations of this

class, I may as well name by the side of Nicolson Miss Scott's maid,
Mrs. Celia Street ; a young person whose unwearied zeal, coupled
with a modest tact that stam[)ed her one of Nature's gentlewomen,
contributed hardly less to the comfort of Sir Walter and his children

during the brief remainder of his life.*

Affliction, as it happened, lay heavy at this time on the kind house

of Huntly-Barn also. The eldest Miss Ferguson was on her death-

bed ; and thus, when my wife and I were obliged to move southwards

at the beijinning of winter. Sir Walter was left almost entirely de-

pendent on his daughter Anne, William Laidlaw, and the worthy
domestics whom I have been naming. Mr. Laidlaw attended him

occasionally as amanuensis when his fingers were chilblained, and

often dined as well as breakfasted with him: and Miss Scott well

knew that in all circumstances she might lean to Laidlaw with the

confidence of a niece or a daughter.
A more difficult and delicate task never devolved upon any man's

friend, than he had about this time to encounter. He could not watch
Scott from hour to hour—above all, he could not write to his dicta-

tion, without gradually, slowly, most reluctantly taking home to his

bosom the conviction that the mighty mind, which he had worshipped

through more than thirty years of intimacy, had lost something, and

was daily losing something more of its energy. The faculties were

there, and each of them was every now and then displaying itself in

its full vigour ; but the sagacious judgment, the brilliant fancy, the un-

rivalled memory, were all subject to occasional eclipse
—

"
Along' the cliords the finfrers stray'd,

^ And an uncertain warbling made."

Ever and anon he paused and looked round him, like one half waking
from a dream, mocked with shadows. The sad bewilderment of his

gaze showed a momentary consciousness that, like Sampson in the lap
of the Philistine, "his strength was passing from him, and he was oe-

coming weak like unto other men." Then came the strong effort of

aroused will—the cloud dispersed as if before an irresistible current

of purer air—all was bright and serene as of old. And then it closed

again in yet deeper darkness.

During the early part of this winter the situation of Cadell and Bal-

lantyne was hardly less painful, and still more embarrassing. What
doubly and trebly perplexed them was that, while the MS. sent for

press seemed worse every budget. Sir Walter's private letters to them,
more especially on points of business, continued as clear in thought,

* On Sir Walter's death Nicolson passed into the service of Mr. 3Iorritt at Rokeby,
where he is now butler. Mrs. Street remained in my house till 1836, when she married
Mr. Griffiths, a respectable brewer at Walworth.
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and almost so in expression, as formerly; full of fl .- ..:.( .!.,.... i

and firmness, and manly kindness, and even of tl,

pleasantry. About tlicrn, ex('ei)t the
sta;,'i,'eriny |x.'nma.»iuix. and ht-rc

and there one word put down obviously for another, it

any thing to indicate decayed vigour. It is not su:

Ballantyne, in particular, should have shrunk from the i

thing was amiss,—excejU the choire of an uiif<»rtunat.-
sui.j.-.-t.

indulgence of more than common carelessness and
ra}.i<!

•

sition. He seems to iiave done so as fie would fromsoi,

gestion of the Devil; and accordingly obeyed his natural mi

by informing Sir Walter, in plain terms, that he considered tli.-

chapters of Count Robert as decidedly inferior to any that h;.

before come from that pen. James appears to have dwelt rhi^ :' .

the hopelessness of any Byzantine fable ; and he might certainly have

appealed to a long train of examples for the fatality which scein.i to

hang over every attempt to awaken anything like a lively !-' •

about the persons and manners of the generation in «]iiestion ; lii-

ish forms and bigotries, the weak pomps and drivelling prctenaiorw,
the miserable plots and treacheries, the tame worn-<>ut «ivili/ation <>f

those European Chinese. The epoch on which Scott had tixrd was,
however, one that brought these doomed slaves of vanitv and su()er-
stition into contact with the vigorous barbarism both of western Christ-

endom and the advancing Ottoman. Sir Walter had. years
'

been struck with its capabilities; and who dares to say that, i.. :

executed the work when he sketched the outline of its plan, he might
not have achieved as signal a triumph over all critical prejudices, aj

he had done when he rescued Scottish romance from the mawkish

degradation in which Waverley found it I

In himself and his own afliiirs there was enough to alarm and per-

plex him and all who watched him; but the aspect of the |x>litiral

horizon also pressed more heavily upon his spirit than it hadev. :

'

before. All the evils which he had apprehended from the i

_

among the Tory leaders in the beginning of 1827 were now. in his

opinion, about to be consummated. The high Protestant jiarty,
blinded

by their resentment of the abolition of the Test Act and thi- Ktmian

Catholic disabilities, seemed willing to run any risk for the pun>ose of

driving the Duke of Welhngton from the helm. The ceneral elcrtion,

occasioned by the demise of the crown, was held while the su-

revolts in France and Belgium were fresh and iipj)erm«>st in •

.-._,

mind, and furnished the Liberal candidates with captivating t.)pic.'i,

of which they eagerly availed themselves. The result haii consider-

ably strengthened the old opposition in the House ot" Coinmom; an«l

a single vote, in which the ultra-Tories joined the Whii;s. wa.s .-oaii-

dered by the Ministry as so ominous, that they immediately rctmtl

from office. The succeeding cabinet of Earl drey included naim-i

identified, in Scott's view, with the wildest rage of innovation. Thoir

first step was to announce a bill of Parliamentary Reform on a laru^;

scale, for which it was soon known they had seruretl th«- warm prr-

sonal support of King William IV.; a circumstance, the •'»

which had, as we have seen, been contem[»lated by Sir \^ •

the last illness of the Duke of York. Groat discontent prcva:
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while, throughout the labouring classes of many districts, both com-
mercial and rural. Every newspaper teemed with details of riot and
incendiarism ; and the selection of such an epoch of impatience and
turbulence for a legislative experiment of the cxtremest difficulty and

delicacy
—one, in fact, infinitely more important than had ever before

been agitated within the forms of the constitution—was perhaps re-

garded by most grave and retired men with feelings near akin to those

of the anxious and melancholy invalid at Abbotsford. To annoy him

additionally, he found many eminent persons, who had hitherto avowed

politics of his own colour, renouncing all their old tenets, and joining
the cry of Ivcform, which to him sounded Revolution, as keenly as the

keenest of those who had been through life considered apostles of Re-

publicanism. And I must also observe that, as, notwithstanding his

own steady Toryism, he had never allowed political differences to

afiect his private feelings towards friends and companions, so it now

happened that among the few with whom he had daily intercourse there

was hardly one he could look to for sympathy in his present reflections

and anticipations. The aflectionatc Laidlaw had always been a stout

Whig ;
he now hailed the coming changes as the beginning of a poli-

tical millennium. Ballantyne, influenced probably by his new ghostly
counsellors, was by degrees leaning to a similar view of things. Ca-

dell, his bookseller, and now the principal confidant and assistant from
week to week in all his plans and speculations, w'as a cool, inflexible

specimen of the national character, and had ahvays, I presume, con-

sidered the Tory creed as a piece of weakness, to be pardoned, indeed,

in a poet and an antiquary, but at best pitied in men of any other

class.

Towards the end of November Sir Walter had another slight touch

of apoplexy. He recovered himself without assistance ; but again con-

sulted his physicians in Edinburgh, and by their advice adopted a still

greater severity of regimen.
The reader w^ill now understand w^hat his frame and condition of

health and spirits w-ere, at the time when he received from Ballantyne
a decided protest against the novel on which he was strugglinji to fix

the shattered energies of his memory and fancy.

To Mr. James Ballantyne, Printer, Edinburgh.
"
Abbotsford, 8th Dec. 1830.

" My dear James,
" If I were like other authors, as I flatter myself I am not, I should send you

' an order on my treasurer for a hundred ducats, wishintr you all prosperity and a
little more taste ;'* but having never supposed that any inabilities I ever had were
of a perpetual texture, I am ^lad when friends tell me what I might be long in find-

ing out myself. Mr. Cadell will show you what 1 have written to him. My pre-
sent idea is to go abroad for a few months, if I hold together as long. So ended
the Fathers of the Novel—Fielding and Smollett—and it would be no unprofessional
finish for yours,

Walter Scott,"

To R. Cadell, Esq., Bookseller, Edinburgh.
"
Abbotsford, 8th Dec. 1830.

" My dear Sir,
"
Although we are come near to a point to which every man knows he must

*
Archbishop of Grenada, in Gil Bias.
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come, y«t I acknowledge I thouoht I mi^lit havn put it r
-^ • -

for it is hard to lose one's power of working wh»'n you I

I do not view James Ballantyne's rrilicism, altli

him sensible of it, so mucii as an obji'ctioii to ih.
,

fastidious, as to my haviiiir failed to please him, an anxioim i

and certainly a very good one. It would be losing words '

really no objection, or that they might be in some degrr«>
more modern Grecian. This is odd. I have sten wh-
have been damned by introduction of Macgrcgnrs or M.u-^;

you used to read as a preface to Fairntosh whisky, on evory spirit »h

have been wrought into heroes. James is, with many other kindly «-r

in the predicament of an honest drunkard when rrojvsirk the nrxl i

does not ascribe the malady to the wine he has drunk, but to h r

particular dish at dinner which disagreed with his stomach. '1. .
: .

•

not only written a great deal, but, as Bobadil teaches his companion* to feoee, I

have taught a hundred gentlemen to write nearly as well, if not altogether io, m
myself.

" Now, such being my belief, I have lost, it is plain, the pnwor
country, and ought, injustice to all parties, to retire, while I havr : .:

this is an important step, and I will not be obstinate about it, if necpwary. I would
not act hastily, and still think it right to set up at least half a voluni' T'

ject is essentially an excellent one. If it brings to my friend J. H.

dices not unconnected, perhaps, with his old preceptor Mr. VVh.ilf, w»'

ways of obviating this ; but frankly, I cannot think of flinging aside ih>- * >'
•

I

volume, as if it were a corked bottle of wine. If there is a decisirr :

laying aside Count Robert (which I almost wish I had named Anna t uuiuciu*,, i

shall not easily prevail on myself to begin another.
" I may perhaps take a trip to the Continent for a year or two, if I ;

' '

occupation gone, or rather Othello's reputation. James seems to havt : . .1

upon it—yet has seen Pharsalia. I hope your cold is getting better. I nu t. ni
• !

to say as Hotspur says of his father—
' Zounds ! how hath he the leisure to be sick "•

There is a very material consideration how a failure of Count l{

the Magnum, which is a main object. So this is all at present tr^

very faithfully,
\\ M-TKR S« i/rr.

To the Same.

" Abbotaford. 9tb fc« t«i

" My dear Cadell,

"I send you sheet B of the unlucky Count— it will do little harm to corrrct

it, whether we ultimately use it or no; for the rest we must </-) i-
'

v

mother used to say. I could reduce many expenses in a lorcign >

equipage and living, which in this country 1 could not do so well. Hut n

of serious consideration, and we have time before us to think. I wntf lo >
r

than Ballantyne, because he is not well, and I look on you a hardrnrd x^iuMt

wind and weather, whereas

' Man but a rush against Othello's breast.

And he retires.'t

But we must brave bad weather as well as bear it.

" I send a volume of the interleaved Magnum. I know not whrthM yew wiU

carry on that scheme or not at present. I am yours aiiuendy,
•' W AtTtM JVOTT.

« P. S—I expect Marshal Bourmont and a French Minister, narood'i

here to-d-xy, to my no small discomfort, as you may bcliovo ; for I wouW r..- . -
alone."

*lKin^HenryIV.ActlV.Sc.l.
^ OtAtUo, Ac. ^

Vol. II.- 4 1 56*
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To fhe Same.

"
Abbotsford, 12th Dec. I83».

" My dear Sir,

"I am much obliged for your kind letter, and have taken a more full review

of the whole atTair than I was able to do at first. There were many circumstances

in the matter which you and J. B. could not be aware of, and which, if you were
aware of, mig^ht have influenced your judgment, which had, and yet have a most

powerful effect upon mine. The deaths of both my father and mother have been

preceded by a paralytic shock. My father survived it for nearly tAvo years, a melan-

choly respite, and not to be desired. I was alarmed with Miss Young's morning
visit, when, as you know, I lost my speech. The medical people said it was from
the stomach, which might be ; but while there is a doubt on a point so alarming,

you will not wonder that the subject, or, to use Hare's lingo, the shot, should be a

little anxious. I restricted all my creature comforts, which were never excessive,
within a single cigar and a small wine-glass of spirits per day. But one night last

month, when I had a friend with me, I had a slight vertigo when going to bed, and

fell down in my dressing-room, though but for one instant. Upon this I wrote to

Dr. Abercromby, and in consequence of his advice, I have restricted myself yet

farther, and have cut off the cigar, and almost half of the mountain-dew. Now,
in the midst of all tliis, I began my work with as much attention as I could ; and

having taken pains with my stor}% I find it is not relished, nor indeed tolerated by
those who have no interest in condemning it, but a strong interest in putting even a

face upon their consciences. Was not this, in the circumstances, a damper to an

invalid, already afraid that the sharp edge might be taken off his intellect, though
he was not himself sensible of that "? and did it not seem, of course, that nature

was rather calling for repose than for further efforts in a very exciting and feverish

style of composition ? It would have been the height of injustice and cruelty to

impute want of friendship or sympathy to J. B.'s discharge of a doubtful, and I am
sensible, a perilous task. True

-' The first bringer of unwelcome news.
Hath but a losing office'—*

and it is a failing in the temper of the most equal-minded men, that we find them
liable to be less pleased with the tidings that they have fallen short of their aim
than if they had been told they had hit the mark ; but I never had the least thought
of blaminof him, and indeed my confidence in his judgment is the most forcible

part of the whole affair. It is the consciousness of his sincerity which makes me
doubt whether I can proceed with the County Paris. I am most anxious to do

justice to all concerned, and yet, for the soul of me, I cannot see what is likely to

turn out for the best. I might attempt the Perilous Castle of Douglas, but I fear

the subject is too much used, and that I might again fail in it. Then being idle

will never do, for a thousand reasons ; all this I am thinking of till I am half sick.

I wish James, who gives such stout advice when he thinks we are wrong, would
tell us how to put things right. One is tempted to cry,

' Wo worth thee ! is there

no help in thee?' Perhaps it may be better to take no resolution till we all meet

together.
" I certainly am quite decided to fulfil all my engagements, and, so far as I can,

discharge the part of an honest man, and if any thing can be done mean-time for

the Magnum, I shall be glad to do it.

" I trust James and you will get afloat next Saturday. You will think me. like

Murray in the farce—'I eat well, drink well, and sleep well, but that's all, Tom,
that's all. 'I We will wear the thing through one way or other if we were once

afloat, but you see all this is a scrape. Yours truly,
W. Scott."

This letter, Mr. Cadell says,
" struck both James B. and myself

* 2 Kincr Henry IV. Act I. So. 1.

t Sir Mark Chace, in the farce of " A Roland for an GUver."
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'awith dismay." They resolved to go out to Ahhot^l'ird. hut rjot for „
few days, because a general meeting ot' tho ry

'

-at har»d.

and there was reason to hope that its results w ... tl,.-.,, \,t

appear as the bearers of sundry pieces of good news. M iw.

Sir Walter himself rallied considerably, and resolved, by way ot test-

ing his powers, while the novel hunir suspended, to wrilt^ n t*
'"

tie of Malachi Malagi'owther on the j)ublic all'airs of the
\>>:. .. ; ..

announcement of a political dissertation, at such a moinunl of uni-

versal excitement, and from a Iiand already tr(;nd)ling undt-r t!

givings of a fatal malady, might well have fdled Cadcil and I'

tyne with new "dismay," even had they both been jirepared t^.

in the fullest extent, such views of the dangers of our state, and the

remedies for them, as their l^iend was likely to dwell upon. T}i«-\

agreed that whatever they could safely do to avert this fXf)erirn«'iii

must be done. Indeed they were both equally anxious to find, if it

could be found, the means of whhdrawing him from all literary lalxnir.

save onlv that of annotating his fomier novels. But they were not

the onlv persons who had been, and then were, exerting all their art

for that, same purpose. His kind and skilful physicians, Dortors Al>er-

cromby and Ross of Edinburgh, had over and over preached the same

doctrine, and assured him, that if he persisted in working his brain,

nothing could prevent his malady from recurring, ere long, in rcdouhL-d

severity. He answered—"As tor bidding me not work, Molly might

as well put the kettle on the fire, and say, nmr, don't hoiir Tf) my self,

when I ventured to address him in a similar strain, he replied,
"

I

understand you, and I thank you from my heart, but I must tell you
at once how' it is with me. Tam not sure that I am quite myself in

all things; but I am sure that in one point there is no chanir-

mean that I foresee distinctly, that if I were to be idle 1 should gu

mad. In comparison to this, "death is no risk to shrink from."

The meeting of trustees and creditors took place on the 17th—Mr.

George Forbes (brother to the late Sir William) in the chair. There

was then announced another dividend on the Ballantyne estate ..t

three shillins-s in the pound—thus reducing the original amount ot the

debt to about £54,000. It had been not unnaturally apprehcndedthat

the convulsed state of politics might have checked the sale ot tin?

Magnum Opus; but this docs not seem to have been the ca- •
* v

extent worth notice. The meeting was numerous, and, not «•-;.
;i

with a renewed vote of thanks to their debtor, they passtxl
unani-

mously the following resolution, which was movcti
by

Mr. (r.ow ^,^

James) Gibson Crais, and seconded by the late Mr I hou.as Al.an-

both, bv the way, leading Whigs: -"That Si.-
\\alter N;ott

1-'

requested to accept of his furniture, plate, hnens, pamtings, hbrar>.

and curiosities of every description, as the best means the

have of expressing their very high sense ot his nu.st honourai • • ..-

duct, and in grateful acknowledgment for the unparnl ek-.! aiul u^-i

successful exertions he has made, and continues to make for them.

Sir WaUer's letter, in answer to the chairman's communicati.>n,

was as follows :
—



668 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

To George Forbes, Esq., Edinburgh.

• "
Abbotsford, December 18, 1830.

" My dear Sir,

" I was greatly delighted with the contents of your letter, which not only ena-

bles me to eat with my own spoons, and study my own books, but gives me the

still higher gratification of knowing that my conduct has been approved by those

who were concerned.
" The best thanks which I can return is by continuing my earnest and unceasing

attention—which, with a moderate degree of the good fortune which has hitherto

attended my efforts, may enable me to bring these affairs to a fortunate conclusion.

This will be the best way in which I can show my sense of the kind and gentle-

man-like manner in which the meeting have acted.

" To yourself, my dear sir, I can only say, that good news become doubly

acceptable when transmitted through a friendly channel ; and considering my long
and intimate acquaintance with your excellent brother and father, as well as your-
self and other members of your family, your letter must be valuable in reference

to the hand from which it comes, as well as to the information which it contains.
"

I am sensible of your uniform kindness, and the present instance of it. Very

much, my dear sir, your obliged humble servant,
Walter Scott."

On the 18th, Cadell and Ballantyne proceeded to Abbotsford, and

found Sir Walter in a placid state— having evidently been much
soothed and gratified with the tidings from Edinburgh. His whole

appearance was greatly better than they had ventured to anticipate ;

and deferring literary questions till the morning, he made this gift

from his creditors the chief subject of his conversation. He said it

had taken a heavy load off his mind : he apprehended that, even if

his future works should produce little money, the profits of the Mag-
num, durino; a limited number of years, with the sum which had been
insured on his life, would be sufficient to obliterate the remaining

moiety of the Ballantyne debt : he considered the library and museum
now conveyed to him as worth at the least £10,000, and this would
enable him to make some provision for his younger children. He said

that he designed to execute his last will without delay, and detailed to

his friends all the particulars which the document ultimately embraced.
He mentioned to them that he had recently received, throusrh the

Lord Chief Commissioner Adam, a message from the new King, inti-

mating his Majesty's disposition to keep in mind his late brother's kind

intentions with regard to Charles Scott ; and altogether his talk, though
grave, and on grave topics, was the reverse of melancholy.

Next morning, in Sir Walter's study, Ballantyne read aloud the po-
litical essay

—which had (after the old fashion) grown to an extent far

beyond what the author contemplated when he began his task. To
print it in the Weekly Journal, as originally proposed, would now be

hardly compatible with the limits of that paper: Sir Walter had re-

solved on a separate publication.
I believe no one ever saw this performance but the bookseller, the

printer, and William Laidlaw; and I cannot pretend to have gathered

any clear notion of its contents, except that the panacea was the re-

imposition of the income-tax; and that after much reasoning in sup-

port of this measure, Sir Walter attacked the principle of Parliament-

ary Reform in Mo. We need hardly suppose that he advanced any
objections which would seem new to the students of the debates in
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I)Olh Houses during IS.'U mid Is.TJ; las loijic rarri.-.f n.. .

to the breast of his tliithrul amanuensis ; hui Mr. 1

iievorthcloss, that in his opininn ikj composition ot .Sir V. , hat>-

]iiL'st
dav contained any thiii'^ morr admirahle ihn- >(

inflignan't
and jialhctic; cloquuncc which hcrr and a

haUing argument."
The critical arbiters, iio\vev(;r, ronmrrcd in romi ,^

duction. Cadcll sj)oke out ; ho assunui Sir Walter, .,

bcinjT in the habit ot" reading the neuspajHjrs and |M'ri«Ml.

the day, he had lalicn behind the common rate ofiiifonnation on ffue»>

lions of practical ])()licy; that the views ho was tMifori

already exyKiunded l)y many Tories, and triumphantly ....

or<'ans of the Liberal party; but that, he the intrinsic v.'diic

of these political doctrines what they might, he was quite certain that

to put them forth at that season would be a moasuro of oxt:

ger for the author's jiersonal interest: that it would throu .: . ..

over his general popularity, array a hundred active j»ens against any
new work of another class that might soon follow, and [>orhaj)9 even

interrujit the liithcrto splendid success of the ("olloction. on \\l
'

much depended. On all these points Ballantyne, though with i. ...

tion and ditlidence, professed himself to be of Cadcll's opinion. Then?

ensued a scene of a very unpleasant sort ; i)ut by and hv a kirwl of

comproinise was agreed to—the plan of a separate pamphf.
*

well-know-n norti de guerre of Malachi, was
dro|^)l;

and 1;

was to stretch his columns so as to find room lor the lucubration.

adopting all possible means to mystify the public as to its par'

This was the understanding when the coidercnco broke up: i

unfortunate manuscript was soon afterwards committed to the f

James Ballantyne accompanied the proof-sheet with many minute

criticisms on the conduct as well as expression of the argument : ilic

autlior's temper gave way—and the commentary shared the lale o\

the text.

Mr. Cadell opens a very brief account of this atfair with cxprrs.'tini;

his opinion, that " Sir Walter never recovered it ;" and he ends with

an altogether needless apology for his own part in it. He did only

what w-as his duty bvhis venerated friend; and ho did it. I <i<>ubl tvi.

as kindly in manner as in spirit. Even if the fourth Fpistle of Malarhi

had been more like its precursors than I can well supposv it to have

been, nothing could have been more unfortunate l..r Sir
"»«'•;''

''""

to come forward at that moment as a i.romiiient anta-jom.m of I!

Such an appearance might very possibly
have had the c-

to which the bookseller pointed in his rcmonstraiic" : h'-

it must have involved him in a maze of replies and rcj.
,.^..

think it too probable that some of the fiery disputants «»t th'-

press, if not of St. Stephen's Chapel, mi-ht have U<en n;

enough to connect any real or fancied daws m
hi-j

-

those circnmstanecs in his personal
condition whicli :. . -

^ ,

time been darkening his own rellections with dim aui,'«irics ol the i-. •

of Swift and Marlborough. His reception
ol Rnllantyn

candour mav suggest what the cft'crl ot really !

have been. "The end was. tliat seeing how mur:. .
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some comtbrt, the printer and bookseller concuiTed in urging iiim not

to despair of Count Robert. They assured him that he had attached

too much importance to what had formerly been said about the de-

fects of its opening chapters ;
and he agreed to resume the novel,

which neither of them ever expected he would live to finish. " If we
did wrong," says Cadell,

" we did it for the best : we felt that to have

spoken out as fairly on this as we had done on the other subject,
would have been to make ourselves the bearers of a death-warrant."

I hope there are not many men who would have acted otherwise in

their painliil situation.

On the 20th. after a long interval, Sir Walter once more took up
his .Tournal : but the entries are few and short :

—e. g.

" December 20, 1830.—Vacation and session are now the same to me. The long
remove must then be looked to for the final signal to break up, and that is a serious

thought.
"A circumstance of great consequence to my habits and comforts was my being

released from the Court of Session. My salary, which was £1300, was reduced

to £800. My friends, before leaving office, were desirous to patch up the deficiency
with a pension. I did not see well how they could do this without being charged
with obloquy, which they shall not be on my account. Besides, though £500

a-year is a round sum, yet I would rather be independent than I would have it.

" I had also a kind communication about interfering to have me named a P.

Counsellor. But besides that, when one is old and poor, one should avoid taking
rank, I would be much happier if I thought any act of kindness was done to help
forward Charles ; and having said so much, I made my bow, and declared my pur-

pose of remaining satisfied with my knighthood. All this is rather pleasing. Yet
much of it looks like winding up my bottom for the rest of my life. But there is

a worse symptom of settling accompts, of which I have felt some signs. Ever
since my fall in February, it is very certain that I have seemed to speak with an

impediment. To add to this, I have the constant increase of my lameness—the

thigh-joint, knee-joint, and ankle-joint. I move with great pain in the whole limb,

and am at every minute, during an hour's walk, reminded of my mortality. I

should not care for all this, if I were sure of dying handsomely ; and Cadell's cal-

culations might be sufficiently firm, though the author of Waverley had pulled on

his last nightcap. Nay, they might be even more trust-worthy, if remains and

memoirs, and such like, were to give a zest to the posthumous. But the fear is,

lest the blow be not sufficient to destroy life, and that I should linger on ' a drivel-

ler and a show.'

" December 24.—This morning died my old acquaintance and good friend, Miss
Bell Ferguson, a woman of the most excellent conditions. The last two, or almost

three years, were very sickly. A bitter cold day. Anne drove me over to Huntly-
Burn. I found Colonel Ferguson, and Captain John, R. N., in deep affliction,

expecting Sir Adam hourly. I wrote to WaUer about the project of my Will.

" December 29.—Attended poor Miss Bell Ferguson's funeral. I sat by the

Reverend Mr. Thomson. Though ten years younjrer than him, I found the barrier

between him and me much broken down. The difference of ten years is little after

sixty has passed. In a cold day I saw poor Bell laid in her cold bed. Life never

parted with a less effort.

''January 1, 1831.—I cannot say the world opens pleasantly for me this new

year. There are many things for which I have reason to be thankful ; especially
that Cadell's plans seem to have succeeded—and he augurs that the next two years
will well-nigh clear me. But I feel myself decidedly wrecked in point of health,

and am now confirmed I have had a paralytic touch. I speak and read with

embarrassment, and even my handwriting seems to stammer. This general failure



JAMauy, i-r.i. fH
' With mortal crima doih

(i.,rt, ,,,!

My days to appropinquc tn end '•

I am not solicitous about this, only if I wirt- wonhv I * j.
den death, and no intcrrcgnuni btlwt'eii I ct-asu to # \. -. .

exist.

'^
Jafiuart/ 5.—Very indilTerent, with tnoro awkward f^-ltn™, th,::

bear up against. My voice sunk ami my htail strini^fly

'

to form my ideas for conversation, txiiressinnH fail me, yvi i..

ciently arranged. 1 incline to hohi that these
iijjly symptomo

gination ; but, as Dr. Adam Ferguson, a firm man, if t'\-

world, said on such an occasion, irhut is icor.v thun inui.

vexed and frightened,! allowed her to send for younjj C'iarkson. Oi rourvi |«
could tell but little save what I knew before.

'^
January 7.—A fine frosty day, and n\y spirits lighter. I:

comfort from Walter, who, in a manly, handsome, and diitifi

his desire to possess the library and moveables of every kind at V

such a valuation laid upon them as I shall choose to imp' »-. '!':

only delay to making my Will.

"
Januarr/ 8.—Spent much time in writing instructions for mv ]^*t wi!! i

ment. Have up two boys for shop-lifting
—remained at (J

and returned starved. Could work none, and was idle all

Jan. 0.—Went over to Galashiels, and was busied the wh
about a petty tl\ieving affair, and had before me a pair ot

I could say notliing for total want of proof, except, like ti.
.,

.

shalt continue there, know thou, thou shalt continue.' A little jf^i

were, and their fate will catch it. Sleepy, idle, and exhausttd on ui;-, u
little or none in the evening. Ja/u 10.—Wrote a h'Ug letter to M.n'v *^'-

is a fine fellow, and what I call a Heart of (lold. He has sod

and is a true man. O, that I could see a strong party banded : _. :

and country, and if I see I can do any thing, or have a chance of it, I will

for the skin-cutting. It is the selfishness of this generation thatdriirc« tar :

' A hundred pounds ?

Ha I thou hast touch'd me nearly.'"

The letter here alluded to contains some striking sentenrcs.

To Henry Francis Scott, Esq. Vounger of Ilurdtru 'A /'.

•' Abbol.iford. lOlh Jtnujry I-3I

" My dear Henry,
'* * * * Unassisted by any intercourse with the existing world, but t;

over the present state of matters with all the attention in my powf, f - -

line which can be taken by public men, that is really open, manlv.

In the medical people's phrase, I'rincipiis ohsta.- (>[

principle innovate on the Constitution, which has plao
'

of the world, and will keep her there, unless she chooses to •

accord from that eminence. There may, for aught I know, l

reasons for deranging it; but I take it on the broad basis that :

niately gained by any one who is not prepared to go lull r

place elections on a more popular foot, would prn<luce adv.u .

ever. Increasing the numbers of the electors would not di-*'

more judgment for selecting a candidate, nor render them b -

make their price cheaper. But it would expose them to a

tion than that of money—the same that has been and is pracn»cd «"«'' -f •''-' "

• Hudibruj.
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all republics
—I mean that the intellects of the people will be liable to be besotted

by oratory ad capiandum, more danirorous than tlie worst intoxicatinnf liquors. As
for tlie chance of a beneficial alteration in tlio representatives, wc need only point
to Preston, and other such like places, for examples of the sense, modesty, and
merit which would be added to our letrislation by a democratic extension of the
franchise. To answer these doubts, I find one o^eneral reply among those not actually

calling themselves Whigs—who are now too deeply pledged to acknowledge their

own rashness. All others reply by a refercMice to the spirit of Ihc people
—intima-

ting a passive, thougli apparently unwilling resignation to the will of the multitude.

When you bring tlicm to the point, tiiey grant all the dangers you state, and then
comes their mch\ncholy— U'hat can wc do? The fact is, these timid men see they
are likely to be called on for a pecuniarj^ sacrifice, in the way of income-tax or

otherwise, perhaps for military service in some constitutional fashion, certainly to

exert themselves in various ways, and rather than do so, they will let the public
take a risk. An able young man, not too much afraid of his own voice, nor over-

modest, but who remembers that any one who can speak intelligibly is always
taken current at the price at which he estimates himself, might at tiiis crisis do
much by tearing off the liniments with which they are daubing tlie wounds of

the country, and crying peace, peace, when we are steering full sail towards civil

war.
" I am old enough to remember well a similar crisis. About 1792, when I was

entering life, the admiration of the godlike system of the French Revolution was so

rife, that only a few old-fashioned Jacobites and the like ventured to hint a prefer-
ence for the land they lived in ; or pretended to doubt that the new principles must
be infused into our worn-out constitution. Burke appeared, and all the gibberish
about the superior legislation of the French dissolved like an enchanted castle when
the destined knight blows his horn before it. The talents, the almost prophetic

powers of Burke are not needed on this occasion, for men can now argue from the

past. We can point to the old British ensign floating from the British citadel ;

while the tricolour has been to gather up from the mire and blood—the shambles
of a thousand defeats—a prosperous standard to rally under. Still, however, this

is a moment of dulness and universal apathy, and I fear that, unless an Orlando
should blow the horn, it might fail to awaken the sleepers. But though Ave cannot
do all, we should at least do each of us whatever we can.

"
I would fain have a society formed for extending mutual understanding. Place

yourselves at the head, and call yourselves Sons of St. Andrew, any thing or no-

thing
—but let there be a mutual understanding. Unite and combine. You will be

surprised to see how soon you will become fashionable. It was by something of

this kind that the stand was made in 1791-2; vis unita foriior. I earnestly recom-
mend to Charles Baillie, .Johnstone of Alva, and yourself, to lose no opportunity to

gather together the opinions of your friends ; especially of your companions, for it

is only among the young, I am sorry to say, that energy and real patriotism are now
to be found. If it should be thought fit to admit peers, which will depend on the

plans and objects adopted, our (-hief ought naturally to be at the head. As for

myself, no personal interests shall prevent my doing my best in the cause which I

have always conceived to be that of my country. But I suspect there is little of

me left to make my services worth the having. Why should not old Scotland have
a party among her own children 1—Yours very sincerely, my dear Henry,

Walter Scott."

"
Diary, January 11.—Wrote and sent off about three of my own pages in tlie

morning, then walked with Swanston. I tried to write before dinner, but with
drowsiness and pain in my head, made little way. A man carries no scales about

him to ascertain his own value. I always remember the prayer of Virgil's sailor in

extremity.
' Non jam prima peto Mnesthcus, nee vincere certo,

Quanquam O I
—Sed supcrcnt quibus lioc, Neptune, dcdisti 1'

Extremes pudcat rediisse : hoc vincite, civis,

Et prohibctc nefas !'*

» iEncid V.
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We must to our oar; but I think this and anoihrr ^— -h >- -

tempt me to write.

"Jaminry 17.—1 had written two liours. whrn various ttiiii«,r« >_—^ ^„ 4^^ ^
I was sick of those interruptions, and disnii

' " • ''

resuminj^ my theme with spirit. Cod send :

peck it away by tea-si)o<.nfuls;.
— Another f«ol -i.-uAn in rrufu

he shouhl he ashannd in civility to ask, an I am to dniv. 1

Henry Mackenzie's death. He has Ion? maintained 1 nirh« i

gayest of the gay, though most sensitive of thi; ^irntimrntal.

^'Jannnry 18.—Dictatrd to Laidlavv till ahnut ono oVIorW.
was rainy. Afterwards 1 walked, slidniif about in thr ir" '

ble. In fact, there is no mistaking the thrro sutFicirnt!!,*

ing its circumvallations around me.

' Come what roinr may.
Time and the liour run through the r»ii;^!ir»t daj

'•

''January 19.—Mr. Laidlaw came down at ten, and wr wrotr till nn*>. T^h^ k
an important help to me, as it saves both mv fv

cruelly affected by finding those who look out ,

darker and darker. Rode out, or, more properly, was carrird out 1

see the course of a new road, which may serve to carrv
' '

trees, and for rides. It is very well lined, and will srrvf

venience. Mr. Laidlaw engages .to come hack to di

more pages. Met my agreeable and lady-like m'iirh

pony, and I was actually ashamed to be seen by her.

' Sir Dennis Drand, and on so |)oor a srtccd !'!

"I believe detestable folly of this kind i'4 the vi -•
' '

would have thouirht I ought to have little vanity at ti.

abiding appurtenance of the old Adam, and 1 write for pt . I

actually felt. I think the peep, real or imaginary, at the
g..^.

- . ; •>• ...

given me firmness not to mind little afllictions."

On the JUst of January. Miss Scott beini^ too iinu""" '^'^ -^ i..i:ri,.-v

Sir Walter went alone to Edinbm-gh, for tltc
|)iir|>os<

last will. He (for the first time in his native town) took w u-

ters at a hotel; but the noise of the street (listiiHxMl h'

night (another evidence how much his nervous systetM h. .

tered), and next day he was persuaded to remove !«> his I

house in Athol Crescent. In the apartment allotted to him tt

found several little pieces of furnitiMv. which some '

purchased for him at the sale in Castle Street, and ui
,

to Mrs. Cadell. "
Here," says his letter to Afr<. I.o.-kfuirt.

-
1 »w

various things that belonged to poor No. 30. I had n

on sceinof and handling them—but they arc in kind kicj.iu^. •*.••

glad they had not gone to strangers.'

There"^ came on next day a storm of stirh severity that \

remain under this friendly roof until the l>th ot I

perceived that he was unlit for at)y company
> '

sometimes one old friend, Mr. Thomson. Mi- '

dinner—but no more. He seemed glad to sw thein—hul X)

served him with pain. He never took iIm.- lead in con- ^ -i^^

» Sir W. alludes to Mrr. Piozzi's Talc of the Three
- •'• _

t Macheth, Act I. Sc. I]. : Crabbc'i DmmfK. Uxt,t t«.

Vol. II. i K 07
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often remained altogether silent. In the mornings he wrote usually
for several hours at Count Robert ; and Mr. CadcU remembers in par-

ticular, that on Ballantyne's reminding him that a motto was wanted

for one of the chapteis already linished, he looked out for a moment
at the gloomy weather, and penned these lines—

" The storm increases—'tis no sunny shower,

Fostcr'd in the moist breast of March or April,

Or such as parched summer cools his lips with,

Heaven's windows arc flung wide
;
the inmost deeps

Call in hoarse jrrccting^ one upon another ;

On comes the flood in all its foaming horrors,

And whcrc's the dike shall stop it !"

( The Deluge : a Poem.)

On the 4th February, the will was signed, and attested by Nicolson,

to whom Sir Walter explained the nature of the document, adding,
"

I

deposit it for safety in Mr. Cadell's hands, and I still hope it may be

long before he has occasion to produce it." Poor Nicolson was much

agitated, but stammered out a deep amen.

Another object of this journey was to consult, on the advice of Dr.

Ebcnezer Clarkson. a skilful mechanist, by name Fortunr, about a con-

trivance for the support of the lame limb, which had of late given him
much pain, as well as inconvenience. Mr. Fortune produced a clever

piece of handiwork, and Sir Walter felt at first great relief from the

use of it ; insomuch that his spirits rose to quite the old pitch, and his

letter to me upon the occasion overflows with merry applications of

sundry maxims and verses about Fortune. " Fortes Fortuna adjuvaf—he says
—" never more sing I

'

Fortune, my Foe, why dost thou frown on me ?

And will m}' Fortune never better be ?

Wilt thou, I say, for ever breed my pain ?

And wilt thou ne'er return my joys again ?'*

No—let my ditty be henceforth—
'

Fortune, my Friend, how well thou favourest me I

A kinder Fortune man did never see I

Thou propp'st my thigh, tliou ridd'st my knee of pain,
I'll walk, I'll mount—I'll be a man again.'

"—
This expedient was undoubtedly of considerable service; but the

use of it was not. after a short interval, so easy as at first : it often

needed some little repair, too, and then in its absence he felt himself
more helpless than before. Even then, however, the name was sure

to tempt some ludicrous twisting of words. A little after this time he

dictated a reviewal (never published) of a book called Rohson's British

Herald ; and in mentioning it to me, he says,
'•

I have given Laidlaw
a long spell to-day at the saltires and fesses. No thanks to me, for my
machine is away to be tightened in one bit, and loosened in another.

I was telling Willie Laidlaw that I might adopt, with a slight differ-

ence, the motto of the noble Tullibardine:—'Furth Fortune and ^le
the Fetters.' "f

* I believe this is the only verse of the old song (often alluded to by Shakspeare and his

contemporaries) that has as yet been recovered.

t "F?7/ the fetters," in the original. No bad motto for the Duke of Athole's ancestors—
great predatory chic's of the Highland frontier.
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Of this excursion to Edinburgh, the Diary says :—
^^

Mbohfiird, Ftbrunry 9.—The snow became itnpassablr, and in Edinburtjh I re-

mained iiiiinovably fixed for ten days, never ffotlinff out of doors, save once or twice

to dinner, when I went and returned in a sedan-chair. Cadell made a point of my
corainjT to his excellent house, where I had no less excellent an a|)artment and the

most kind treatment; that is, no makin<r a show of me, for which 1 was in but bad
tune. Abercromby and Ross had me bled with cuppintj-glasses, reduced me con-

foundedly, and restricted me of all creature comforts. But they did me irood, as I

am sure they sincerely meant to do; I ijot rid of a giddy feelinii-, whidi I had been

plagued with, and have certainly returned much better. I did not neglect my testa-

mentary atlairs. I executed my last will, leaving Walter burdened with £1000 to

Sophia, £-2000 to Anne, and the same to Charles. He is to advance them this

money if they want it; if not, to pay them interest. All this is his own choice,

otherwise I would have sold the books and rattletraps. 1 have made provisions for

clearing my estate by my publications, should it be possible; and should that prove

possible, from the time of such clearance being effected, to be a fund available to all

my children who shall be alive or leave representatives. .My bequests must many
of them seem hypothetical.

"During this unexpected stay in town I dined with the Lord Chief Commission-

er, with the Skenes twice, with Lord Medwyn, and was as happy as anxiety about

my daughter would permit me. The appearance of the streets was most desolate ;

the hackney-coaches strolling about like ghosts with four horses ; the foot passen-

gers few, except the lowest of the people. I wrote a good deal of Count Robert,

yet, I cannot tell why, my pen stammers egregiously, and I write horridly incorrect.

I longed to have friend Laidlaw's assistance.
" A hea\^ and most effective thaw coming on, I got home about five at night,

and found the haugh covered with water ; dogs, pigs, cows, to say nothing of hu-

man beings, all that slept at the offices in danger of being drowned. They came

up to the mansion-house about midnight, with such an infernal clamour, that Anne

thought we were attacked by Captain Swing and all the Radicals."

After this the Diary offers but a few unimportant entries during
several weeks. He continued working at the Novel, and when dis-

couraged about it, gave a day to his article on Heraldry : but he never

omitted to spend many hours, either in writing or in dictating some-

thing ; and Laidlaw, when he came down a few minutes beyond the

appointed time, was sure to be rebuked. At the beginning of March,
he was anew roused about political affairs ; and bestowed four days
on drawing up an address against the Reform Bill, which he designed
to be adopted by the Freeholders of the Forest. They, however, pre-
ferred a shorter one from the pen of a plain practical country gentle-
man (the late Mr. Elliott Lockhart of Borthwickbrae), who had often

represented them in Parliament : and Sir Walter, it is probable, felt

this disappointment more acutely than he has chosen to indicate in his

Journal.

"
February 10.— I set to work with Mr. Laidlaw, and had after that a capital ride ;

my pony, little used, was somewhat frisky, but I rode on to Huntly-Burn. Began
my diet on my new regime, and like it well, especially porridge to supper. It is

wonderful how old tastes rise.—Feb. 23, 24, 25.—These three days I can hardly be

said to have varied from ordinary. Rose at seven, dressed before eight
—wrote let-

ters, or did any little business till a quarter past nine. Then breakfasted. Mr.

Laidlaw comes from ten till one. Then take the pony, and ride—quantum inutatus

—two or three miles, John Swanston walking by my bridle-rein lest I fall off.

Come home about three or four. Then to dinner on a single plain dish and half a

tumbler, or, by'r Lady, three fourths of a tumbler of whisky and water. Then sit

till six o'clock, when enter Mr. Laidlaw again, who works commonly till eiofht.

After this, work usually alone till half-past ten; sup on porridge and milk, and so
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to bed. The work is half done. If any one asks what time I take to think on the

composition, I miojht say, in one point of view, it was seldom five minutes out of

my head the whole day—in another litrht, it was never the serious subject of consi-

deration at all, for it never occupied my thoujihts for five minutes together, except
when I was dictatintr.—Feb. 37.— Beiiij Saturday, no Mr. Laidlawcame yesterday

evening, nor to-day, being Sunday.—Feb. 28.—Past ten, and Mr. Laidlaw, the

model of clerks in other respects, is not come yet. He has never known the value

of time, so is not quite accurate in punctuality ; but that, I hope, will come, if I can

drill him into it wilho\it hurlins him. I tliink I hear him coming-. I am like the

poor wizard, who is first puzzled how to raise the devil, and then how to employe
him. Worked till one, then walked with great difficulty and pain.

—March 5.—I

have a letter from our member Whytbank, adjuring me to assist the gentlemen of

the county with an address aorainst the Reform Bill, which menaces them with

being blended with Peebles-shire, and losing, of consequence, one-half of their

functions. Sandie Pringle conjures me not to be very nice in choosing my epi-

thets. Torwoodlee comes over and speaks to the same purpose, adding, it will be

the orreatest service I can do the country, &c. This, in a manner, drives me out

of a resolution to keep myself clear of polities, and let them '

fight dog, figrht bear.'

But I am too easy to be persuaded to bear a hand. The young Duke of Buccleuch

comes to visit me also ; so I promised to shake my duds, and give them a cast of

my calling
—fall back, fall edge.

" Mnrch 7, 8, 9, 10.—In these four days I drew up. with much anxiety, an ad-

dress in reprobation of the Bill, both with respect to Selkirkshire, and in its general

purport. Mr. Laidlaw, though he is on t'other side on the subject, thinks it ihe

best thing I ever wrote ; and I myself am happy to find that it cannot be said to

smell of the apoplexy. But it was too declamatory, too much like a pamphlet, and

went far too generally into opposition, to please the country gentlemen who are

timidly inclined to dwell on their own grievances, rather than the public wrongs.
Must try to get something for Mr. Laidlaw, for I am afraid I am twaddling. I do

not think my head is weakened—yet a strange vacillation makes me suspect. Is it

not thus that men begin to fail,
—becoming, as ii were, infirm of purpose ^—

'That way madness lies—let me shun that

No more of that'-

Yet why be a child about it "? What must be, will be.

'' March 11.—This day we had our meeting at Selkirk. I found Borthwickbrae

(late member) had sent the frame of an address, which was tabled by Mr. Andrew

Lang. It was the reverse of mine in every respect. It was short, and to the point.

It only contained a remonstrance against the incorporation with Selkirkshire, and

left itto be inferred that they opposed the bill in other respects. As I saw that it

met the ideas of the meeting (six in number) better by far than mine, I instantly

put that in my pocket. But I endeavoured to add to their complaint of a private

wrong a general clause, stating their sense of the hazard of passing at once a bill

full of such violent innovations. But though Harden, Alva, and Torwoodlee voted

for this measure, it was refused by the rest of the meeting, to my disappointment.
I was a fool to ' stir such a dish of skimmed milk with so honourable an action.'*

If some of the gentlemen of the press, whose livelihood is lying, were to get hold

of this story, what would they make of it ? It gives me a right to decline future

interference, and let the world" wag—'Transeat cum cajteris erroribus.'^ only gave

way to one jest. A rat-catcher was desirous to come and complete his labours in

my house, and I, who thought he only talked and laughed with the servants, re-

commended him to go to the head-courts and meetings of freeholders, where he

would find rats in plenty.
" I will make my opinion public at every ])lace where I shall be called upon or

expected to appear; but I will not thrust myself forward again. May the Lord

have mercy upon us, and incline our hearts to keep this vow !"

»
Hotspur, in King Henry IV., Act II., Scene 3.
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He kept it in all its parts. Thoufrh uriTcd to take up his pen ai^ainst

the ministerial Reform Bill, by several ])ersons of hi'^h (oiisecjuenee,

who, of course, little knew his real condition of health, he resolutely

refused to make any such experiment again. But he was equally re-

solved to he absent from no meeting at which, as Shcrilf r)r Deputy-
Lieutenant, he might naturally be expected to appear in his place, and

record his aversion to the Bill. The first of these meetings was one

of the freeholders of Roxburgh, held at Jedburgh on the '21st of

March, and there, to the distress and alarm of his daughter, he in-

sisted on being present, and proposing one of the Tory resolutions,—
which he did in a speech of some length, but delivered in a tone so

low, and with such hesitation in utterance, that only a few detached

passages were intelligible to the bulk of the audience.

" We are told" (said he)
" on high authority, that France is the model for us,—

that we and all the other nations ought to put ourselves to school there,—and en-

deavour to take out our degrees at the UniversHy of Paris.*—The French are a very

ingenious people; they have often tried to borrow from us, and now we should

repay the obligation by borrowing a leaf from them. But I fear there is an incom-

patibility between the tastes and habits of France and Britain, and that we may
succeed as ill in copying them, as they have hitherto done in copying us. We in

this district are proud, and with reason, that the first chain-bridge was the work of

a Scotchman. It still hangs where he erected it, a pretty long time ago. The
French heard of our invention, and determined to introduce it, but with great im-

provements and embellishments. A friend of my own saw the thing tried. It was
on the Seine, at Marly. The French chain-bridge looked lighter and airier than the

prototype. Every Englishman present was disposed to confess that we had been

beat at our own trade. But by and by the gates were opened, and the multitude

were to pass over. It began to swing rather formidably beneath the pressure
of the good company; and" by the time the architect, who led the procession in

great pomp and glory, reached the middle, the whole gave way, and he, worthy,

patriotic artist, was the first who got a ducking. They had forgot the great middle

bolt,—or rather, this ingenious person had conceived that to be a clumsy-looking

feature, which might safely be dispensed with, while he put some invisible gim-
crack of his own to supply its place."

Here Sir Walter was interrupted by violent hissing and hooting
from the populace of the town, who had flocked in and occupied the

greater part of the Court-house. He stood calmly till the storm sub-

sided, and resumed ; but the friend, whose notes are before me, could

not catch what he said, until his voice rose with another illustration

of the old style.

" My friends," he said,
"

I am old and failing, and you think me full of very

silly prejudices; but I have seen a good deal of public men, and thought a good
deal of public afl^nrs in my day, and I can't help suspecting, that the manufacturers

of this new constitution are like a parcel of schoolboys taking to pieces a watch

which used to go tolerably well for all practical purposes, in the conceit that they

can put it together again far better than the old watchmaker. I fear they will fail

when they come to the reconstruction, and I should not, I confess, be much sur-

prised if it were to turn out that their first step had been to break the main-spring."

Here he was again stopped by a confused Babel of contemptuous

sounds, which seemed hkely to render further attempts ineffectual.

• See Edinburgh Review for October, 1830, p. 23.

57*



679 LIFi:; OF SIR WALTER SCOTF,

He, abruptly and unheard, proposed his Resolution, and then turning
to the riotous artisans, exclaimed,

"
I regard your gabble no more than

the geese on the green.'' His countenance glowed with indignation,
as he resumed his seat on the bench. But when, a lew moments after-

wards, the business being o\er, he rose to withdraw, every trace of

passion was gone. lie turned round at the door, and bowed to the

assembly. Two or three, not more, renewed their hissing ; he bowed

again, and took leave in the words of the doomed gladiator, which I

hope none who had joined in these insults understood—" Moriturus
VOS SALUTO."

Of this meeting there is but a very slight notice in one of the next

extracts from his Diary ; another of them refers to that remarkable

circumstance in English history, the passing of the first Reform Bill

in the Commons, on the 22d of March, by a majority of one ; and a

third to the last really good portrait that was painted of himself. This

was the work of Mr. Francis Grant (brother to the Laird of Kilgras-

ton), whose subsequent career has justified the Diarist's prognostica-
tions. This excellent picture, in which, from previous familiarity with

the subject, he was able to avoid the painful features of recent change,
was done for his and Sir Walter's friend, Ladv Ruthven.

" March 20.—Little of this day, but that it was so uncommonly windy that I was
almost blown off my pony, and was glad to grasp the mane to prevent its actually

happening. I began the third volume of Count Robert of Paris, which has been
on the anvil during all these vexatious circumstances of politics and health. But
the blue heaven bends over all. It may bo ended in a fortnight, if I keep my
scheme. But I will take time enough. I thought I was done with politics, but it

is easy getting into the mess, but difficult, and sometimes disgraceful to get out.

I have a letter from SherilT Oliver, desiring me to go to Jedburgh on Monday, and
show countenance by adhering to a set of propositions. Though not well drawn,

they are uncompromising enough, so I will not part company.

" March 22.—Went yesterday at nine o'clock to the meeting ; a great number

present, with a mob of Reformers, who showed tlieir sense of propriety by hissing,

hooting, and making all sorts of noises. And these unwashed artificers are from
henceforth to select our legislators. What can be expected from them except such
a thick-headed plebeian as will be ' a hare-brained Hotspur, guided by a whim.'
There was some speaking, but not good. I said something, for I could not sit

quiet, I did not get home till past nine, having fasted the whole time.

" March 25.—The measure carried b}' a single vote. In other circumstances one
would hope for the interference of the House of Lords, but it is all hab nab at a

venture, as Cervantes says. The worst is, that there is a popular party, who want

personal power, and are highly unfitted to enjoy it. It has fallen easily, the old

constitution ; no bullying Mirabeau to assail, no eloquent Maiiry to defend. It has
been thrown away like a child's broken toy. Well—the good sense of the people
is much trusted to; we shall see what it will do for us. The curse of Cromwell
on those wliose conceit brought us to this pass. Sed trar,seat. It is vain to mourn
what cannot be mended.

''March 26.—Frank Grant and his lady came here.* Frank will, I believe, if

he attends to his profession, be one of the celebrated men of the age. He has long
been well known to me as the companion of my sons and the partner of my
daughters. In youth, that is in extreme youth, he was passionately fond of fox-

* Mr. Francis Grant had recently married Miss Norman, a niece of the Duke of Rut-

land's.
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hunting and other sports, but not of any species of gamblinff. He had also a

strong passion for jcaintiiiix,
and nindo atlittU^ collootion. As lio had souse enoufrh

to feel that a youni^er brother's fortune would not last lonjT umler the expenses of a

good stud and a rare collection of chef d^cruvres, he used to avow his intention to

spend his patrimony, about £10,000, and then attain to make iiis fortune by tho

law. The first ho soon accomplished. But the law is not a prutVssinn so easily

acijuired, nor did Frank's talents lie in that direction. His passion for paintintj
turned out better. Connoisseurs approved of his sketches, both in pencil and oil,

but not without the sort of criticisms made on these occasions—that they were
admirahle for an amateur—hut it could not be expected that he should submit to

the actual drudijory absolutely necessary for a profession
—and all tliat species of

criticism wliich gives way before natural (fenius and enersry of character. In the

mean-time Frank saw the necessity of doing sometliing to keep himself indepen-
dent, having, I think, too much spirit to become a Jock the Liuirifs brilher, drinking
out the last glass of the bottle, riding the horses which the laird wishes to sell,

and drawing sketches to amuse the lady and the children. He was above all this,

and honourably resolved to cultivate his taste for painting, and become a profes-
sional artist. I am no judge of painting, but 1 am conscious that Francis Grant

possesses, with much cleverness, a sense of beauty derived frofn the best source,

that is, the observation of really good society, while, in many modern artists, the

want of that species of feeling is so great as to be revolting. His former acquaint-
ances render his immediate entrance into business completely secure, and it will

rest with himself to carry on his success. He has, I think, th.at degree of force

of character whicli will make him keep and enlarge any reputation which he may
acquire. He has confidence, too, in his own powers, always requisite for a young
gentleman trying things of this sort, whose aristocratic pretensions must be envied.

March 29.—Frank Grant is still with me, and is well pleased, I think very advi-

sedly so, with a cabinet picture of myself, armour and so forth, together with my
two noble stag-hounds. The dogs sat charmingly, but the picture took up some
time."

I must insert a couple of letters written about this time. That to

the Secretary of the Literary Fund, one of the most useful and best

managed charities in London, requires no explanation. The other

was addressed to the Rev. Alexander Dyce, on receiving a copy of

that gentleman's edition of Greene's Plays, with a handsome dedica-

tion. Sir Walter, it appears, designed to make Greene and Webster
the subject of an article in the Quarterly Review. It is proper to ob-

serve that he had never met their editor, though two or three letters

had formerly passed between them. The little volume which he sent

in return to Mr. Dvce, was " the Trial of Duncan Terifif and x\lexaiv

der Macdonald,' —one of the Bannatyne Club books.

Tu B. Nichols, Esq., Registrar of the Literary Fund, Londoru

"
Abbotsford, 2!)th March, lB3i.

"
Sir,

I am honoured with your obliging letter of the 25th current, tlattering me with
the information that you had placed my name on the list of stewards for the Lite-

rary Fund, at which I am sorry to say, it will not be in my power to attend, as 1 do
not come to London this season. You, sir, and the other gentlemen who are making
such efforts in behalf of literature, have a right to know, why a person, who has
been much favoured by the public, should decline joining an institution whose ob-

ject it is to relieve those who have been less fortunate than himself, or, in plain
words, to contribute to the support of the poor of my own guild. If I could justly
accuse myself of this species of selfishness, I should think I did a very wrong
thing. But the wants of those whose distresses and merits are known to me, are
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of such a nature, that what I have the means of sparinjr for the relief of others, is

not nearly equal to what I wish. Any thino; wliioh I mijjht contribute to your
Fund would, of course, go to the relief of other objects, and the encouragement of

excellent persons, doubtless, to whom 1 am a stranger, and from having some ac-

quaintance with the species of distress to be removed, I believe I shall aid our

general purpose best, by doing such service as I can to misery which cannot be so

likely to attract your eyes.
"

I cannot express myself sufficiently upon the proposal which supposes me will-

ing to do good, and holds out an opportunity to that effect. I am, with great respect
to the trustees and other gentltmen of the Fund, Sir, your obliged humble servant.

Walter Scott."

To the Rev. Alexander Dyce, London.

"
Abbotsford, March 31, 1831.

" Dear Sir,
"

I had the pleasure of receiving Greene's Plays, with which, as works of great

curiosity, I am highly gratified, if the editor of the Quarterly consents, as he

probably will, I shall endeavour to be useful, though I am not sure when I can get
admission. I shall be inclined to include Webster, who, I think, is one of the best

of our ancient dramatists ; if you will have the kindness to tell the bookseller to

send it to Whittaker, under cover to me, care of Mr. Cadell, Edinburgh, it will

come safe, and be thankfully received. Marlowe and others I have,—and some

acquaintance with the subject, though not much.
*'

1 have not been well ; threatened with a determination of blood to the head ;

but by dint of bleeding and regimen, I have recovered. I have lost, however, like

Hamlet, all habit of my exercise, and, once able to walk thirty miles a day, or ride

a hundred, I can hardly walk a mile, or ride a pony four or five.
"

I will send you, by Whittaker, a little curious tract of murder, in which a ghost
is the principal evidence. The spirit did not carry his point, however ; for the appa-
rition, though it should seem the men were guilty, threw so much ridicule on the

whole story, that they were acquitted.*
*'

I wish you had given us more of Greene's prose works. I am, with regard,
dear sir, yours sincerely.

Walter Scott."

To resume the Diary—
" March 30.—Bob Dundasf and his wife (Miss Durham that was) came to spend

a day or two. I was heartily glad to see him, being my earliest and best friend's

son. John Swinton, too, came on the part of an Anti-Reform meeting in Edin-

burgh, who exhorted me to take up the pen, but I declined and pleaded health,

which God knows I have a right to urge. 1 might have urged also the chance of

my breaking down, but that would be a cry of wolf, which might very well prove
real.—April 2.—Mr. Henry Liddell, eldest son of Lord Ravensworth, arrives here.

I like him and his brother Tom very much, although they are what may be called

line men. Henry is accomplished, is an artist and musician, and certainly has a

fine taste for poetry, though he may never cultivate it.—April 8.—This day I took

leave of poor Major John Scott,:}: who being afllicted with a distressing asthma, has

resolved upon selling his house of Ravenswood, which he had dressed up with

much neatness, and going abroad. Without having been intimate friends, we were

always aflTcctionate relations, and now we part probably never to meet in this world.

He has a good deal of the character said to belong to the family. Our parting with

mutual feeling may be easily supposed."

The next entry relates to the last public appearance that the writer

* See Scott's Letters on Demonology, p. 371. t Mr. Dundas of Arniston.

% This gentleman, a brother to the Laird of Raoburn, bad made some fortune in the

East Indies, and bestowed the name of Ravensicood on a villa which he built near Melrose.

He died in 1831.
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ever made, under circiuiistanccs at all pleasant, in liis native country.
He had taken great interest about a new line of mail-road between

Selkirk and Edinburgh, which runs in view of Abbotsford across the

Tweed ; but he never saw it completed.

"
.?/);-77

11.—Tills day I went witli Anne, and Miss Jane Erskine,* to sen the lay-

ing of the stones of foundation tor two hridjjes in my neiirhbourhood over Tweed
and the Ettrick. There were a great many people assembled. The day was beau-

tiful, the scerie was romantic, and the people in good spirits and Efood-humour. Mr.
Paterson of Galashiclsf made a most excellent prayer : Mr. Smilii:}: gave a proper

repast to the workmen, and we subscribed sov(>reiinis apiece to provide tor any
casualty. I laid the foundation-stone of the bridge over Tweed, and Mr. C. H.

Scott of Woll.§ the foundation-stone of that of Ettrick. The general spirit of good-
humour made the scene, though without parade, extremely interesting.

'
.flpril 10.—We breakfasted witli the Fergusons, after which Anne and Miss

Erskine walked up the Rhymer's Glen. I could as easily have made a pilgrimage
to Rome with peas in my shoes unboiled. I drove home, and began to work about

ten o'clock. At one o'clock I rode, and sent off what 1 had finished. Mr. Laidlaw
dined with me. In the afternoon we wrote five or six pages more. I am, I fear,

sinking a little from having too much space to fill, and a want of the usual inspira-
tion—which makes me, like the chariot-wheels of Pharaoh in the sands of the Red
Sea, drive heavily. It is the less matter if this prove, as I suspect, the last of this

fruitful family.
—

.!]pril 13.—Corrected proofs in the morning. At ten o'clock began
where I had left off at my romance. Laidlaw begins to smite the rock for not

giving forth the water in quantity sufficient. I have against me the disadvantage
of being called the Just, and every one of course is willing to worry me. But they
have been long at it, and even those works which have been worst received at their

first appearance, now keep their ground fairly enough. So we'll try our old luck

another voyage. It is a close thick rain, and I cannot ride, and I am too dead lame
to walk in the house. So feeling really exhausted, I will try to sleep a little.—My
nap was a very short one, and was agreeably replaced by Basil Hall's Fragments
of Voyages. Every thing about the inside of a vessel is interesting, and my friend

B. H. has the good sense to know this is the case. I remember when my brother

took the humour of going to sea, James Watson used to be invited to George's
Square to tell him such tales of hardships as might disgust him with the service.

Such were my poor mother's instnictions. But Captain Watson could not by all

this render a sea life disgusting to the young midshipman, or to his brother, who
looked on and listened. Hall's account of the assistance given to the Spaniards
at Cape Finisterre, and the absurd behaviour of the Junta, are highly interesting.
A more inefficient, yet a more resolved class of men than the Spaniards, were never

conceived.—April Ki.—Lord Meadowbank and his son. Skene walks with me.
Weather enchanting. About one hundred leaves will complete Robert of Paris.

Query, If the last T Answer—Not knowing can't say. I think it will."

The Captain Watson, R. N., alluded to in one of these extracts,

was distantly related to Sir Walters mother. His son, Mr. John
Watson Gordon, has risen to great eminence as a painter; and his

portraits of Scott and Hogg rank among his best pieces. That of

the Ettrick Shepherd is indeed perfect ; and Sir Walter's has only the

disadvantage of having been done a little too late. These masterly

pictures are both in Mr. Cadell's possession.

* A daughter of Lord Kinncddcr*s.

+ Tlie Rev. N. Paterson, now one of the Ministers of Glasgow.
X Mr. John Smith of Darnick, the builder of Abbotsford, and the architect of these

bridges.

(j
This gentleman died in Edinburgh, on the '1th of February, 1838.

Vol. II. 4L
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CHAPTER XLIV.

APOPLECTIC PARALYSIS— MISS FERRIER— DR. MACKINTOSH MACKAY —
SCEi\f:S AT JKDIURGH AND SELKIRK — CASTLE DANGEROUS— EXCURSION
TO D0UGLA9DALE — rnURCH OF ST. BRIDES, ETC.— TURNER'S DESIGNS
FOR THE POETRY — LAST VISITS TO SMAILHOLM— BEMERSIDE— ETTRICK,
F.TC— VISIT OF CAPTAIN BURNS— MR. ADOLPHUS— AND MR. WORDS-
WORTH — •YARROW REVISITED," AND SONNET ON THE EILDONS. — APRIL
— OCTOBER, ksai.

The next entry in the Diary is as follows :—

" From Saturday 16th April, to Sunday 24th of the same month, unpleasantly

occupied by ill health and its consequences. A distinct stroke of paralysis affect-

ing both my nerves and speech, though beginning only on Monday with a very bad
cold. Doctor Abercromby was brought out by the friendly care of Cadell, but

3-oung Clarkson had already done the needful, that is, had bled and blistered, and

placed me on a very reduced diet. Whether precautions have been taken in time,
I cannot tell. I think they have, though severe in themselves, beat the disease;
but I am alike prepared."

The preceding paragraph has been deciphered with difficulty. The
blow which it records was greatly more severe than any that had

gone before it. Sir Walter's friend Lord Meadowbank had come to

Abbotsford, as usual when on the Jedburgh circuit ; and he would
make an effort to receive the Judge in something of the old style of

the place ; he collected several of the neighbouring gentry to dinner,
and tried to bear his wonted part in the conversation. Feeling his

strength and spirits flagging, he was tempted to violate his physician's
directions, and took two or three glasses of champagne, not having
tasted wine for several months before. On retiring to his dressing-
room he had this severe shock of apoplectic paralysis, and kept his bed
under the surgeon's hands, for several days.

Shortly afterwards his eldest son and his daughter Sophia arrived
at Abbotsford. It may be supposed that they would both have been
near him instantly, had that been possible ; but, not to mention the

dread of seeming to be alarmed about him, Major Scott's regiment
was stationed in a very disturbed district, and his sister was still in a
disabled state from the reUcs of a rheumatic fever. I followed her a
week later, when we established ourselves at Chiefswood for the rest

of the season. Charles Scott had some months before this time gone
to Naples, as an attache to the British Embassy there. During the

next six months the Major was at Abbotsford every now and then—as often as circumstances could permit him to be absent from his

Hussars.

Diary,—"
Spril 27, 1831.—They have cut me off from animal food and fermented

liquors of every kind ; and, thank God, I can fast with any one. I walked out and
found the day deliglitful ; the woods too looking charming, just bursting forth to

the tune of the birds. I have been whistling on my wits like so many chickens,
and cannot miss any of them. I feel on the whole better than I have yet done. I

believe I have fined and recovered, and so may be thankful.—April 28, 29 Wal-
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ter made his appearance here, well and stout, and completely recovered from his

stomach complaints by abstinence. He has youth on bis side; and I in a>;e must
submit to be a Lazarus. The medical men persist in recommendinrr a seton. I am
no friend to these remedies, and will be sure of the necessity before I yiebl consent.

The dyings like an Indian under tortures is no joke; and as (-ommodore Trunnion

says, i feel heart-whole as a biscuit.—Jpril 30—Mai/ 1.—Go on with Count Ro-
bert half a dozen leaves per day. I am not much behind with my hand-work. The
task of pumpinir my brains becomes inevitably harder when

' Both chain pumps are choked below ;'

and thous^h this may not be the case literally, yet the apprehension is well nigh as

had.—Mm/ .3.—Sophia arrives—with all the children lookinn- well and bcamifiil,

except poor Johnnie, who looks pale. But it is no wonder, poor thing!
—

Mat/ I.—
I have a letter from Lockhart, promising to be down by next Wednesday. 1 shall

be glad to see and consult with Lockliart. My pronunciation is a good deal im-

proved. My time glides away ill employed, but I am afraid of the palsy. I should

not like to be pinned to my chair. I believe even that kind of life is more endura-

ble than we could suppose
—

yet the idea is terrible to a man who has been active.

Your wishes are limited to your little circle. My own circle in bodily matters is

narrowing daily; not so in intellectual matters—but of that I am perhaps a worse

judge. The plough is nearing the end of the furrow.

'' May 5.—A fleece of letters, which must be answered I suppose,
—all from per-

sons my zealous admirers of course, and expecting a degree of generosity, which
will put to rights all their maladies, physical and mental, and that I can make up
whatever losses have been their lot, raise them to a desirable rank, and will stand

their protector and patron. I must, they take it for granted, be astonished at having
an address from a stranger; on the contrary, I would be astonished if any of these

extravagant epistles came from any one who had the least title to enter into corre-

spondence. My son Walter takes leave of me to-day, to return to Sheffield. At his

entreaty I have agreed to put in a seton, which they seem all to recommend. My
own opinion is, this addition to my tortures will do me no good—but I cannot hold

out against my son.

" May G, 7, 8.—Here is a precious job. I have a formal remonstrance from these

critical people, Ballantyne and Cadell, against the last volume of Count Robert,
which is within a sheet of being finished. I suspect their opinion will be found to

coincide with that of the public ; at least it is not very different from my own. The
blow is a stunning one I suppose, for I scarcely feel it. It is singular, but it comes
with as little surprise as if I had a remedy ready, yet, God knows, I am at sea in

the dark, and the vessel leaky, I think, into the bargain. I cannot conceive that I

should have tied a knot with my tongue which my teeth cannot untie. We shall

see. I have suffered tenibly, that is the truth, rather in body than in mind ; and I

often wish 1 could lie down and sleep without waking. But I will fight it out if I

can. It would argue too great an attachment of consequence to my literary labours

to sink under critical clamour. Did I know how to begin, I would begin again this

ver}' day, although I knew I should sink at the end. After all, this is but fear and

faintness of heart, though of another kind from that which trembleth at a loaded

pistol. My bodily strength is terribly gone ; perhaps my inental too."

On my arrival (^[riy 10th), I found Sir Walter to have rallied con-

siderably ; yet his ap}<3arance, as I first saw him, was the most pain-
ful sight I had ever then seen. Knowing at what time I might be

expected, he had been lifted on his pony, and advanced about half a

mile on the Selkirk road to meet me. He moved at a foot-pace, w ith

Laidlaw at one stirrup, and his forester Swanston (a fine fellow, who
did all he could to replace Tom Purdie) at the other. Abreast was
old Peter Mathieson on horseback, with one of my children astride

before him on a
pillion. Sir Walter had had his head shaved, and

wore a black silk night-cap under his blue bonnet. All his garments
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hung loose about him ; his countenance was thin and haggard, and
there \vas an obvious distortion in the muscles of one cheek. His

look, however, was placid
—his eye as bright as ever—perhaps brighter

than it ever was in health ; he smiled with the same atlcctionatc gen-
tleness, and thouiih at hrst it was not easy to understand every thini::

he said, he spoke cheerfully and manfully.
lie had resumed, and was trying to recast, his novel. All the medi-

cal men hnd urged him. by every argument, to abstain from any such

attempts ; but he smiled on them in silence, or answered with some

jocular rhyme. One note has this postscript
—a parody on a sweet

lyric of Burns's—
"
Pour, dour, and cidcnt was he,

Dour and eidcnt but-and-bcn—
Dour ag'ainst their barlcv-water,
And eident on the Braniah pen.''

He told me that in the winter he had more than once tried writing
with his own hand, because he had no longer the same "

pith and birr"

that formerly rendered dictation easy to him ; but that the experiment
failed. He was now sensible he could do nothing without Laidlaw to

hold " the Bramah pen," adding,
" Willie is a kind clerk—I see by his

looks when I am pleasing him, and that pleases me." And, however
the cool critic may now estimate Covnt Robert, no one who then saw
the author could wonder that Laidlaw's prevalent feeling in writing
those pages should have been admiration. Under the full conscious-

ness that he had sustained three or four strokes of apoplexy or palsy,
or both combined, and tortured by various attendant ailments, cramp,
rheumatism in half his joints, daily increasing lameness, and now of

late gravel (uhicli was, though last, not least), he retained all the en-

ergy of his will, struggled manfully against this sea of troubles, and

might well have said seriously, as he more than once both said and
wrote playfully,

" 'Tis not in mortals to command success,
But we'll do more, Sempronius, we'll deserve it." *

To assist them in amusing him in the hoin\s which he spent out oi

his study, and especially that he might be tempted to make those hours
more frequent, his daughters had invited his friend the authoress of

Marriage to come out to Alibo(sford : and her coming was serviceable.

For she knew and loved him well, and she had seen enough of afflic-

tion akin to his, to be well skilled in dealing with it. She could not

be an hour in his company without observing what filled his children

with more sorrov,' than all the rest of the case. He would begin a

story as gaily as ever, and go on. in spite of the hesitation in his

speech, to tell it with highly picturcs(]uc efTcct—but before he reached
the point, it would seem as if some internal spring had given way—
he paused, and gazed round him with the blank anxiety of look that

a blind man has when he has dropped his staff. Unthinking friends

sometimes pained him sadly ])y giving him the catch-word abruptly.
I noticed the delicacy of Miss Ferrier on such occasions. Her sight
was bad, and she took care not to use her glasses when he was speak-

* Addison's Cato.
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ing; and she affected to be also troubled with deafness, and would

say. "Well, I am getting as dull as a post; I have not heard a word
since you said so and so"—being sure to mention a circuinstance be-

lli nd that at which he had really halted. He then took up the thread

with his habitual smile of courtesy
—as if forgetting his case entirely

in the consideration of the lady's infirmity.

He had also a visit from the learned and pious Dr. M. Mackay,
then minister of Laggan, but now of Dunoon—the chief author of the

Gaelic Dictionary, then recently published under the auspices of the

Highland Society; and this gentleman also accommodated himself,

with the tact of genuine kindness, to the circumstances of the time.

In the family circle Sir Walter seldom spoke of his illness at all,

and when he did it was always in the hopeful strain. In private to

Laidlaw and myself, his language corresponded exactly with the tone

of the Diary
—he expressed his belief that the chances of recovery

were few—^very few
—but always added, that he considered it his duty

to exert what faculties remained to him, for the sake of his creditors,

to the very last.
'*

I am very anxious," he repeatedly said to me,
" to

be done, one way or other, with this Count Robert, and a little story

about the Castle Dangerous, which also I had long had in my head—
but after that I will attempt nothing more—at least not until I have

finished all the notes for the Novels, &c. ; for, in case of my going off

at the next slap, you would naturally have to take up that job, and

where could you get at all my old wives' stories?"

I felt the sincerest pity for Cadell and Ballantync at this time ; and

advised him to lay Count Robert aside for a few weeks, at all events,

until the general election now going on should be over. He consent-

ed—but immediately began another series of Tales on French History—which he never completed. The Diary says :
—

"
May 12.—Resolved to lay by Robert of Paris, and take it up when I can work.

Thinking on it really makes my head swim, and that is not safe. Miss Ferrier

comes out to us. This gifted personatje, besides having great talents, has conver-

sation the least exiseante of any author, female at least, whom I have ever seen

among the long list I have encountered with ; simple, full of humour, and exceed-

ingly ready at repartee ; and all this without the least affectation of the blue stocking.

" May 13.—Mr., or more properly, Dr. Macintosh Mackay comes out to see me,
a simple learned man, and a Highlander who weighs his own nation justly—a

modest and estimable person. Reports of mobs at all the elections, which 1 fear

will prove true. They have much to answer for who, in gaiety of heart, have

brought a peaceful and virtuous population to such a pass.

"3% 14.—Rode with Lockhart and Mr. Mackay through the plantations, and

spent a pleasanter day than of late months. Story of a haunted rrlcn in Lacrgaii.

A chieftain's daughter or cousin loved a man of low degree. Her kindred disco-

vered the intrigue," and punished the lover's presumption by binding the unhappy
man, and layiiig him naked on one of the large owl's-nests common in a Highland
forest. He expired in agony of course, and his mistress became distracted, roamed

wildly in the glen till she died, and her phantom, finding no repose, haunted it after

her death to such a degree, that the people shunned the road by day as well as

night. Mrs. Grant tells the story with the addition, that her husband, then minis-

ter of Laggan, formed a religious meeting in the place, and by the exercise of pub-

lic worship there overcame the popular terror of" the Red Woman. Dr. Mackay
seems to think that she was rather banished by a branch of the Parliamentary road

running up the glen, than by the prayers of his predecessor. Dr. Mackay, it being

58
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Sunday, favoured us with an excellent discourse on the Socinian controversy, which
1 wish my friend Mr. * * * had heard.—May 15.—Dr. M. left us early this morn-

ing; and I rode and studied as usual, vvorkintr at the Tales of my Grandfather.

Our good and learned Doctor wishes to go down the Tweed to Berwick. It is a

laudable curiosity, and I hope will be agreeably satisfied."

On the I8th, I witnessed a scene which must dwell painfully upon

many memories besides mine. Tiic rumours of brick-bat and blud-

geon work at the Imstings of this month were so prevalent, that Sir

Walter's family, and not less zealously the Tory candidate for Rox-

burghshire himself, tried every means to dissuade him from attending

the election for that county. We thought over night that we had

succeeded, and, indeed, as the result of the vote was not at all doubt-

ful, there was not the shadow of a reason for his appearing on this

occasion. About seven in the morning, however, when I came down
stairs intending to ride over to Jedburgh, I found he had counter-

manded my horse, ordered the carriage to the door, and was already-

impatient to be otr for the scene of action. We found the town in a

most tempestuous state : in fact, it was almost wholly in the hands of

a disciplined rabble, chiefly weavers from Hawick, who marched up
and down with drums and banners, and then, after filling the Court-

hall, lined the streets, grossly insulting every one who did not wear

the reforming colours. Sir Walter's carriage, as it advanced towards

the house of the Shortreed family, was pelted with stones; one or

two fell into it, but none touched him. He breakfasted with the widow
and children of his old friend, and then walked to the Hall between

me and one of the young Shortreeds. He was saluted with groans
and blasphemies all the way—and I blush to add that a woman spat

upon him from a window ; but this last contumely I think he did not

observe. The scene within was much what has been described under

the date of March 21st, except that though he attempted to speak
from the Bench, not a word was audible, such was the frenzy. Young
Harden was- returned by a great majority, 40 to 19, and we then with

difficulty gained the inn where the carriage had been put up. But

the aspect of the street was by that time such, that several of the

gentlemen on the Whig side came and entreated us not to attempt

starting from the front of our inn. One of them, Lieutenant R. Elliot

of the Royal Navy, lived in the town, or rather in a villa adjoining it,

to the rear of the Spread Eagle. Sir Walter was at last persuaded
to accept this courteous adversary's invitation, and accompanied him

through some winding lanes to his residence. Peter Mathieson by
and by brought the carriage thither, in the same clandestine method,

and we escaped from .Jedburgh
—with one shower more of stones at

the Bridge. I believe there w^ould have been a determined onset at

that spot^but for the zeal of three or four sturdy Darnickers (Joseph

Shillinglaw, carpenter, being their Coryphaeus), who had, unobserved

by us, clustered themselves beside the footman in the rumble

The Diary contains this brief notice :
—

"
May 18.—Went to .Jedburgh greatly against the wishes of my daughters. The

mob were exceedingly vociferous and brutal, as they usually are nowadays. The

population gathered in formidable numbers—a thousand from Hawick also—sad

blackguards. The day passed with much clamour and no mischief. Henry Scott
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was re-electf>d—for the last time, I suppose. Trnja fait. I loft thoTjoroiicrh in the

midst of abuse, ami the gentle hint of Burk Sir IValicr. Much obliged to tlie

brave lads of Jeddart."

Sir Walter fully anticipated a scene of similar violence at the Sel-

kirk election, which occurred a tew days afterwards ; but though here

also, hv help of weavers from a distance, there was a
sutlicienily for-

midable dis[)lay of ratlical jMjwer, there occurred hardly any thing of

what had been apprehended. Here the Sheriff was at home—known

intimately to every body, himself probably knowing almost all of

man's estate by head mark, and, in spite of political fanaticism, all but

universally beloved as well as feared. The only person who ventured

actually to hustle a Tory elector on his way to the poll, attracted

Scott's observation at the moment when he was getting out of his

carriage; he instantly seized the delinciuent with his own hand—the

man's spirit quailed, and no one coming to the rescue, he was safely

committed to prison until the business of the day was over. Sir

Walter had ex
officio

to preside at this election, and, therefore, his

family would probably have made no attempt to dissuade him from

attending it, even had he staid away from Jedburgh. Among the

exaggerated rumours of the time, was one that Lord William Gra-

ham, the Tory candidate for Dumbartonshire, had been actually
massacred by the rabble of his county town. lie had been grievously

maltreated, but escaped murder, though, I believe, narrowly. But I

can never forget the high fflow which suffused Sir Walter's counte-

nance when he heard the overburdened story, and said calmly, in

rather a clear voice, the trace of his calamitous affliction almost dis-

appearing for the moment,—"Well—Lord William died at his post
—

" Non aliter cineres mando jacere mcos." *

I am well pleased that the ancient capital of the Farest did not stain

its fair name upon this miserable occasion ; and I am sorry for Jed-

burgh and Hawick. This last town stands almost within sight of

Branksome Hall, overhanging also sweet TemoVs silver tide. The
civilized American or Australian will curse these places, of which he

would never have heard but for Scott, as he passes through them in

some distant century, when perhaps all that remains of our national

glories may be the high literature adopted and extended in new lands

planted from our blood.

No doubt these disturbances of the general election had an unfa-

vourable influence on the invalid. When they were over, he grew
calmer and more collected ; the surgical experiment appeared to be

beneficial; his speech became, after a little time, much clearer, and

such were the symptoms of energy still about him, that I began to

think a restoration not hopeless. Some business called me to London
about the middle of June, and when I returned at the end of three

weeks, I had the satisfaction to find that he had been gradually

amending.
But, alas, the first use he made of this partial renovation, had been

to expose his brain once more to an imaginative task. He began his

•
Martial, i. 89.
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Castle Dangerous—the ground-work being again an old story which
he had told in print, many years before, in a rapid manner. And now,
for the first time, he left Kallantyne out of his secret. He thus writes
to Cadell on the 3d of July:

—'*
1 intend to tell this little matter to no-

body but Lockhart. Perhaps not even to him ; certainly not to J. B.,

who having turned his back on his old political friends, will no longer
have a claim to be a secretary in such matters, though I shall always
be glad to befriend him."'

James's criticisms on Count Robert had wounded him—the Diary,
already quoted, shows how severely. The last visit this old ally ever

paid at AbbiUsford, occurred a week or two after. His newspaper
had by this time espoused openly the cause of the Reform Bill— and
some unpleasant conversation took place on that subject, which might
well be a sore one for both parties, and not least, considering the

whole of his personal history, for Mr. Ballantyne. Next morning,
being Sunday, he disappeared abruptly, without saying farewell ; and
when Scott understood that he had signified an opinion that the read-

ing of the church service, with a sermon from South or Barrow, would
be a poor substitute for the mystical eloquence of some new idol down
the vale, he expressed considerable disgust. They never met again in

this world. In truth, Ballantyne's health also was already much
broken ; and if Scott had been entirely himself, he would not have
failed to connect that circumstance in a charitable way with this

never strong-minded man's recent abandonment of his own old terra

fir?na, both religious and poUtical. But this is a subject on which we
nave no title to dwell. Sir Walter's misgivings about himself, if I

read him aright, now rendered him desirous of external support ; but

this novel inclination his spirit would fain suppress and disguise even
from itself.

When I again saw him on the 13th of this month, he showed me
several sheets of the new romance, and told me how he had desifrned

at first to have it printed by somebody else than Ballantyne, but that,

on reflection, he had shrunk from hurting his feelings on so tender a

point. I found, however, that he had neither invited nor received any
opinion from James as to what he had written, but that he had taken
an alarm lest he should fall into some blunder about the scenery fixed

on (which he had never seen but once when a schoolboy), and had

kept the sheets in proof until I should come back and accompany him
in a short excursion to Lanarkshire. He was anxious in particular to

see the tombs in the Church of St. Bride, adjoining the site of his
" Castle Dangerous," of which Mr. Blore had shown him drawings ;

and he hoped to pick up some of the minute traditions, in which he
had always delighted, among the inhabitants of Douglasdale.
We set out early on the 18th, and ascended the Tweed, passing in

succession Yair, Ashestiel, Innerleithiiig, Traquair, and many more
scenes dear to his early life, and celebrated in his writings. The

morning was still, but gloomy, and at length we had some thunder.

It seemed to excite him vividly, and on coming soon afterwards within

view of that remarkable edifice (Drochel Castle) on the moorland ridge
between Tweed and Clyde, which was begun, but never finished, by
the Regent Morton— a gigantic ruin typical of his ambition— Sir
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Walter could hardly be restrained from makiiifj some ofTort to reach
it. Morton, too, was a Douglas, and that name was at present his

charm of charms. We pushed on to Biggar, however, and reaching
it towards sunset, were detained there for some time hy want of post-
horses. It was soon discovered who he was; tlio population of the
little town turned out; and he was evidently gratified with their re-

spectful curiosity. It was the first time I observed him otherwise than

annoyed upon such an occasion. .ledburgh, no doubt, hung on his

mind, and he might be pleased to find that political ditlerenees did not
interfere everywhere with his reception among his countrymen. But
I fancy the cause lay deeper.

'

Another symptoin that distressed me duri^g this journey was, that

he seemed constantly to be setting tasks lo his memory. It was not
as of old, when if any one quoted a ve.se, he, from the fullness of his

heart, could not help repeating the context. He was obviously in fear

that this prodigious engine had lost, or was losing its tenacity, and

taking every occasion to rub and stretch it. He sometimes failed,

and gave it up with miseria cogitaridi in his eye. At other times he
succeeded to admiration, and smiled as he closed his recital. About
a mile beyond Biggar, we overtook a parcel of carters, one of whom
was maltreating his horse, and Sir Walter called to him from the

carriage-window in great indignation. The man looked and spoke
insolently ; and as we drove on, he used some strong expressions
about what he would have done had this happened within the bounds
of his sherifTship. As he continued moved in an uncommon degree,
I said jokingly, that I wondered his porridge diet had left his blood so

warm, and quoted Prior's

" Was ever Tartar fierce or cruel i

Upon a mess of water-gruel ?"

He smiled graciously, and extemporized this variation of the next

couplet
—

" Yet who shall stand the SheriflTs force,
l{ Selkirk carter beats his horse ?" *

This seemed to put him into the train of Prior, and he repeated seve-
ral striking passages both of the Alma and the Solomon. He was
still at this when we reached a longish hill, and he got out to walk a
little. As we climbed the ascent, he leaning heavily on my shoulder,
we were met by a couple of beggars, who were, or professed to be,
old soldiers both of Egypt and the Peninsula. One of them wanted a

leg, which circumstance alone would have opened Scott's purse-

strings, though for ex facie a sad old blackguard ; but the fellow had

recognised his person, as it happened, and in asking an alms bade God
bless him fervently by his name. The mendicants went on their way,
and we stood breathing on the knoll. Sir Walter followed them with
his eye, and planting his stick firmly on the sod, repeated without
break or hesitation Prior's verses to the historian Mezeray. That he

* " But who shall stand his raore and force,
If first he ridcB, then eats his horse?"

Alrna.

Vol. II. 4M 58*
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applied them to himself was touchingly obvious, and therefore I must

copy them.
" VVhate'cr tliy coiinlrynicn have done,

By law and wit, l)v sword and gun,
In tlicc is faitlitiilly recited ;

And all llic living world that view,
• Thy works, give thee the praises due—

At once instructed and delighted.

" Yet for the fame of all these deeds.

What beggar in the Invalidcs,

With lameness broke, with blindness smitten.

Wished ever decently to die.

To have been cither Mczeray—
Or any monarch he has written ?"

" 'Tis strange, dear author, yet it true is.

That down from Pharamond to Louis

All covet life, yet call it pain.
And feel the ill, yet shun the cure.

Can sense this paradox endure ?

Resolve me, Cambray, or Fontaine.

" The man in graver tragic known,
Though his best part long since was done.

Still on the stage desires to tarry.

And he who play'd the harlequin,
After the jest, still loads the scene.

Unwilling to retire, though weary."
'

We spent the night at the Inn of Douglas Mill, and at an early

hour next morning proceeded to inspect, under the care of one of

Lord Douglas's tenants, Mr. Haddow, the Castle, the strange old

hour^, the Church, long since deserted as a place of worship, and the

very extraordinary monuments of the most heroic and powerful family
in the annals of Scotland. That works of sculpture equal to any of

the fourteenth century in Westminster Abbey, (for such they certainly

"were, tiiough much mutilated by Cromwell's soldiery) should be- found

in so remote an inland place, attests strikingly the boundless resources

of those haughty lords,
" whose coronet," as Scott says,

" so often

counterpoised the crown." The effigy of the best friend of Bruce is

among the number, and represents him cross-legged, as having fallen

in battle with the Saracen, when on his way to Jerusalem with the

heart of his king. The whole people of the barony gathered round

the doors, and two persons of extreme old age, one so old that he well

remembered Duke IVillie—that is to say, the conqueror of Culloden—
were introduced to tell all their local legends, while Sir Walter examined

by torchlight these silent witnesses of past greatness. It was a strange
and a melancholy scene, and its recollection prompted some passages
in Castle Dangerous, which might almost have been written at the

same time with Lammermoor. The appearance of the village, too, is

most truly transferred to the novel ; and I may say the same of the

surrounding landscape. We descended into a sort of crypt in which

the Douglasses were buried until about a century ago, when there was

room for no more ; the leaden coffins around the wall being piled on

each other, until the lower ones had been pressed flat as sheets of

pasteboard, w^hile the floor itself was entirely paved wuth others of
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comparatively modern date, on which coronets and inscriptions might
still be traced. Here the silver case that once held the nohN; heart of"

the Good Lord James himself, is still pointed out. h is In the form of
a heart, which, in memory of his ijjlorious mission and fate, occupies
ever since the chief place in the blazon of his posterity :—

" The bloody heart blazed in tlie van,

Aiinouncinjj Douglas' dreaded name."

This charnel-house, too, will be recognised easily. Of the redoubted
Castle itself, there remains but a small detached fragment covered
with ivy, close to the present mansion ;

but he hung over it long, or

rather sat beside it, drawing outlines on the turf, and arranging in his

fancy the sweep of the old precincts. Before the subjacent and sur-

rounding lake and morass were drained, the position must indeed have
been the perfect model of solitary strength. The crowd had followed

us, and were lingering about to see him once more as he got into his

carriage. They attended him to the spot where it was waiting, in

perfect silence. It was not like a mob, but a procession. He was

again obviously gratified, and saluted them with an earnest yet placid
air, as he took his leave. He expresses in his Introduction much
thankfulness for the attention of Mr. Haddow, and also of Lord

Douglas's chamberlain, Mr. Finlay, who had joined us at the Castle.

It was again a darkish cloudy day, with some occasional mutterings
of distant thunder, and perhaps the state of the atmosphere told upon
Sir Walter's nerves ; but I had never before seen him so sensitive as

he was all the morning after this inspection of Douglas. As we drove

over the high table-land of Lesmahago, he repeated I know not how

many verses from Winton, Barbour, and Blind Hariy, with, I believe,

almost every stanza of Dunbar's elegy on the Deaths of the Makers

(poets). It was now that I saw him, such as he paints himself in one

or two passages of his Diary, but such as his companions in the

meridian vigour of his life never saw him—" the rushing of a brook,
or the sighing of the summer breeze bringing the tears into his eyes
not unpleasantly." Bodily weakness laid the delicacy of the organi-
zation bare, over which he had prided himself in wearing a sort of

half stoical mask. Hi<i;h and exalted feelincrs, indeed, he had never

been able to keep concealed, but he had shrunk from exhibiting to

human eye the softer and gentler emotions which now trembled to the

surface. He strove against it even now, and presently came back

from the Lament of the Makers to his Douglasses, and chaunted,
rather than repeated, in a sort of deep and glowing, though not dis-

tinct recitative, his first favourite among all the ballads.—
"

It was alwut the Lammas tide,

When liusbandmen do win their hay,
That the Doucrhty Doug^las bownde liim to ride

To England to drive a prey."
—

—down to the closing stanzas, which again left him in tears,

" My wound is deep—I fain would slee

Take thou the vanjgruard of the three,

And hide me beneath tlic bracken bush,
That grows on yonder lily lee. . . .
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This deed was done at the GUerburne,
About the dawniniT of tlie day.

Earl Douglas was buried by the bracken bush.

And the Percy led captive away."

We reaehed Milton-Lockhart some time before the dinner hour, and

Sir Walter appeared anionic the friends who received him there with

much of iiis old graceful composure of courtesy. He walked about

a little—was pleased with the progress made in the new house, and

especially commended my brother for haying giyen his bridge "ribs

like Bot'hwell." Greenshields was at hand, and he talked to liini

cheerfully, while the sculptor deyoured his features, as under a solemn

sense that they were before his eyes for the last time. My brother

had taken care to have no company at dinner except two or three

near neighbours with whom Sir Walter had been familiar through
life, and whose entreaties it had been impossible to resist. One of

these was the late Mr. Elliott Lockhart of Cleghorn and Borthwick-

brae—long member of Parliament for Selkirkshire—the same whose

anti-reform address had been preferred to the Sherifi^'s by the free-

holders of that county in the preceding March. But, alas ! very soon

after that address was accepted, Borthwickbrae (so Scott always
called him from his estate in the Forest) had a shock of ]iaralysis as

severe as any his old friend had as yet sustained. He, too, had rallied

beyond expectation, and his family were more hopeful, perhaps, than

the other's dared to be. Sir Walter and he had not met for a few

years—not since they rode side by side, as I well remember, on a

merry day's sport at Bowhill ; and I need not tell any one who knew

Borthwickbrae, that a finer or more gallant specimen of the Border

gentleman than he was in his prime, never cheered a hunting-field.

When they now met {heu quantum mutati) each saw his own case

glassed in "the other, and neither of their manly hearts could well con-

tain itself as they embraced. Each exerted himself to the utmost—
indeed far too much, and they were both tempted to transgress the

laws of their physicians.
At night Scott promised to visit Cleghorn on his way home, but

next morning, at breakfast, came a messenger to inform us that Borth-

wickbrae, on returning to his own house, fell down in another fit, and

was now despaired of Immediately, although he had intended to

remain two days. Sir Walter drew my brother aside, and besought
him to lend him his horses as far as Lanark, for that he must set off

\vith the least possible delay. He would listen to no persuasions.
" No, William," he said,

" this is a sad warning. I must home to work
while it is called day ; for the night cometh when no man can work.

I put that text, many a year ago, on my dial-stone ; but it often preached
in vain."*

We started accordingly, and making rather a forced march, reached

Abbotsford the same night. During the journey, he was more silent

than I ever before found him ;
—he seemed to be wrapped in thought,

and was but seldom roused to take notice of any object we passed.

• This dial-stone, which used to stand in front of the old cottage, and is now in the cen-

tre of the garden, is inscribed NTH TAP EPXETAI.
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The little he said was mostly about Castle Dangerous, which he now
seemed to feel sure he could finish in a fortnight, though his observa-

tion of the locality must needs cost the rc-writing of several passages
in the chapters already put into type.

For two or three weeks he bent himself sedulously to his task—and
concluded Castle Dangerous, and the long-suspended Count Robert.

By this time he had submitted to the recommendation of nil his medi-

cal friends, and agreed to spend the coming winter away from Abbots-

ford, among new scenes, in a more genial climate, and above all (so
he promised) in complete abstinence from all literary labour. Wlien

Captain Basil Hall understood that he had resolved on wintering at

Naples (where, as has been mentioned, his son Charles was attached

to the British Legation), it occurred to the zealous sailor that on such

an occasion as this all thoughts of political ditlerence ought to be dis-

missed, and he, unknown to Scott, addressed a letter to Sir James

Graham, then First Lord of the Admiralty, stating the condition of

his friend's health, and his proposed plan, and suggesting that it would
be a fit and graceful thing for the King's Government to place a frigate
at his disposal for his voyage to the Mediterranean. Sir James replied,

Jionourably for all concerned, that it aflbrded himself, and his Royal
Master, the sincerest satisfaction to comply with this hint ; and that

whenever Sir Walter found it convenient to come southwards, a vessel

should be prepared for his reception. Nothing could be handsomer
than the way in which all this matter was arranged, and Scott, deeply

gratified, exclaimed that things were yet in the hands of gentlemen ;

but that he feared they had been undermining the state of society which

required such persons as themselves to be at the head.

He had no wish, however, to leave Abbotsford until the approach
of winter ; and having dismissed his Tales, seemed to say to himself

that he would enjoy his dear valley for the intervening weeks, draw
friends about him, revisit all the familiar scenes in his neighbourhood
once more ; and if he were never to come back, store himself with
the most agreeable recollections in his power, and so conduct himself
as to bequeath to us who surrounded him a last stock of gentle impres-
sions. He continued to work a little at his notes and prefaces, the

Reliquia of Oldbuck, and the Sylva Abbotsfordiensis ; but did not

fatigue himself; and when once all plans were settled, and all cares in

so far as possible set aside, his health and spirits certainly rallied most

wonderfully. He had settled that my wife and I should dine at Ab-
botsford, and he and Anne at Chiefswood, day about ; and this rule

was seldom departed from. Both at home and in the cottage he was
willing to have a few guests, so they were not strangers. Mr. James

(the author of Richelieu) and his lady, who this season lived at Max-
potfle, and Mr. Archdeacon Williams, who was spending his vacation
at Melrose, were welcome additions, and frequently so, to his accus-
tomed circle of the Scotts of Harden, the Pringlcs of Whvtbank and

Clifton, the Russells of Ashestiel, the Brewsters, and the Fergusons.
Sir Walter observed the prescribed diet, on the whole, pretty accu-

rately; and seemed, when in the midst of his family and friends,

always tranquil, sometimes cheerful. On one or two occasions he
was even gay ; particularly, I think, when the weather was so fine as
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to tempt us to dine in the innrMe-liall at Abhotstbrd, or at an early
hour under the trees at Chiefswood, in tiie old lashion of Rose's Fete

dc Village. I rather think Mr. Adolphus was present at one of these,
for the time, mirthful doings ; but if so, he has not recorded it in his

elegant paper of reminiscences—from which I now take my last ex-

tract :
—

"In the autumn of 1831 (says Mr. Adolphus) the new shock which had fallen

upon Sir Walter's constitution had left traces, not indeed very conspicuous, but

painfully observable ; and he was subject to a constant, though apparently not a

very severe resiimcn as an invalid. At table, if many persons were present, he spoke
but little, I believe from a difficulty in making himself heard, not so much because
his articulation was slightly impaired, as that his voice was weakened. After din-

ner, thoutrh he still sat with his guests, he forbore drinking, in compliance with the

discipline prescribed to him, though he might be seen, once or twice in the course
of a sitting, to steal a glass, as if inadvertently. I could not perceive that his facul-

ties of mind were in any respect obscured, except that occasionally (but not very
often) he was at a loss for some obvious word. This failure of recollection had

begun I think the year before. The remains of his old cheerfulness were still living
within him, but they required opportunity and the presence of a ie^v persons to dis-

close themselves. He spoke of his approaching voyage with resignation more than
with hope, and I could not find that he looked forward with much interest or curiosity
to the new scenes in which he was about to travel.

" The menacing state of affairs in the country he was leaving oppressed him with

melancholy anticipations. In the little conversation we had formerly had on sub-

jects of this kind, I had never found him a querulous politician; he could look man-
fully and philosophically at those changes in the aspect of society which time, and
the progress, well or ill-directed, of the human mind were uncontrollably working
out, though the innovations might not in some of their results accord with his own
tastes and opinions. But the revolutions now beginning, and the violence of word
and deed with which they were urged on, bore heavily upon his thoughts, and gave
them, when turned in this direction, a gloomy and ominous cast. When I left him
to go to London, he gave me as a kind of parting token, a stick, or rather club, of
formidable size and figure, and, as he put it into my hand, he ceuld not help saying,
between joke and earnest, that it might prove useful if I were called out to assist the

police in a riot. But his prevailing humour, even at this period, was kindly, genial,
and pleasurable.

" On the last day which I had the happiness to pass with him among his own
hills and streams, he appointed an excursion to Oakwood* and the Linns of Ettrick.
Miss Scott, and two other ladies, one of whom had not been in Scotland before,
were of the party. He did the honours of the country with as much zeal and gal-
lantry, in spirit at least, as he could have shown twenty years earlier. I recollect,
that, in setting out, he attempted to plead his hardy habits as an old mail-coach
traveller for keeping the least convenient place in the carriage. When we came to
the Linns, we walked some way up the stream, and viewed the bold and romantic
little torrent from the top of the high bank. He stood contemplating it in an attitude
of rest; the day was past when a minute's active exertion would have carried him
to the water's brink. Perhaps he was now for the last lime literally fulfilling the
wish of his own Minstrel, that in the decay of life he might

'
Still feel the breeze down Ettrick break.'

So much was his great strength reduced, that as he gazed upon the water, one of
his stag-hounds leaping forward to caress him had almost thrown him down; but
for such accidents as this he cared very little. We travelled merrily homeward.
As we went up some hill, a couple of children hung on the back of the carriage.He suspended his cudgel over them with a grotesque face of awfulness. The brats
understood the countenance, and only clung the faster. 'They do not much mind
the Sheriff,' said he to us, with a serio-comic smile, and affecting to speak low. We

* Oakwood is a ruined castle on the Harden estate in the vale of Ettrick.
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came home late, and an order was issued that no one should dress. Though 1 be-

lieve he himself caused the edict to be made, he transgressed it more than any of

the party."

I am not sure whether the Royal Academician, Turner, was at Ab-

botslbrd at the time of Mr. Adolphus's last visit; but several little

excursions, such as the one here described, were made in the company
of this great artist, who had come to Scotland for the purpose of niak-

ing drawings to illustrate the scenery of Sir Walter's poems. On
several such occasions I was of the party

—and one day deserves to

be specially remembered. Sir Walter took Mr. Turner that morning,
with his friend Skene and myself, to Smailholm Crags ; and it was
while lounging about them, while the painter did his sketch, that he

told ^Ir. Skene how the habit of lying on the turf there among the

sheep and lambs, when a lame infant, had given his mind a peculiar
tenderness for those animals which it had ever since retained.* He
seemed to enjoy the scene of his childhood—yet there was many a

touch of sadness both in his eye and his voice. He then carried us to

Drvburgh, but excused himself from attending Mr. Turner into the

inclosure. Mr. Skene and I perceived that it would be better for us

to leave him alone, and we both accompanied Turner. Lastly, we
must not omit to call at Bemcrside—for of that ancient residence of

the most ancient family now subsisting on Tweedside, he was resolved

there must be a fit memorial by this graceful hand. The good laird

and ladv were of course flattered with this fondness of respect, and

after walking about a little while among the huge old trees that sur-

round the tower, we ascended to, I think, the third tier of its vaulted

apartments, and had luncheon in a stately hall, arched also in stone,

but well-sized windows (as being out of harm's way) duly blazoned

with shields and crests, and the time-honoured motto, Betide, Betide
—

being the first words of a prophetic couplet ascribed to Thomas the

Rhymer :

"
Betide, betide, whate'er betide,

There shall be Haigs in Bemcrside."

Mr. Turners sketch of this picturesque Peel, and its
" brotherhood

of venerable trees," is probably familiar to most of my readers.f
Mr. Cadell brouc^ht the artist to Abbotsford, and was also I think

of this Bemcrside party. I must not omit to record how gratelully all

Sir Walter's family felt at the time, and still remember, the delicate

and watchful tenderness of Mr. Cadell's conduct on this occasion. He
so managed that the Novels just finished should remain in types, but

not thrown off, until the author should have departed ; so as to give

opportunity for revising and abridging them. He might well be the

bearer of cheering news as to their greater concerns, for the sale of

the Magnum had, in spite of political turbulences and distractions,

gone on successfully. But he probably strained a point to make

things appear still better than they really were. He certainly

spoke so as to satisfy his friend that he need give himself no sort of

uneasiness about the pecuniary results of idleness and travel. It was
about this time that we observed Sir Walter beginning to entertain

Sec ante, vol. i., p. 58. t See Scott's Poetical Works, edition 1833, vol. v.
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the notion that his debts were paid off. By degrees, dwelling on this

fancy, he believed in it fully and implicitly. It was a gross delusion—
but neither Cadell nor any one else had "the heart to disturb it by any
formal statement of figures. It contributed greatly more than any cir-

cumstance besides to soothe Sir Walter's feelings, when it became at

last necessary that he should tear himself from his land and his house,

and the trees which he had nursed. And with all that was done and

forborne, the hour when it came was a most heavy one.

Very near the end there came some unexpected things to cast a

sunset brilliancy over Abbotsford. Ilis son, the Major, arrived with

tidinirs tiiat he had obtained leave of absence from his regiment, and

should be in readiness to sail with his father. This was a mighty relief to

us all on Bliss Scott's account as well as his, for my occupations did not

permit me to think of going with him, and there was no other near

connexion at hand. But Sir Walter was delighted
—indeed, dearly as

he loved all his children, he had a pride in the Major that stood quite

by itself, and the hearty approbation which looked through his eyes
whenever turned on him, sparkled brighter than ever as his own phy-
sical strength decayed. Young Walter had on tliis occasion sent down
a horse or"two to winter at Abbotsford. One was a remarkably tall

and handsome animal, jet black all over, and when the Major appeared
on it one morning, equipped for a little sport with the greyhounds. Sir

Walter insisted on being put upon Douce Davie, and conducted as far

as the Cauldshiels loch to see the day's work begun. He halted on

the high bank to the north of the lake, and I remained to hold his

bridle, in case of any frisk on the part of the Covenanter at the " tumult

great of dogs and men." We witnessed a very pretty chase or two

on the opposite side of the water—but his eye followed always the tall

black steed and his rider. The father might well assure Lady Davy,
that " a handsomer fellow never put foot into stirrup." But when he

took a very high wall of loose stones, at which every body else craned,

as easily and elegantly as if it had been a puddle in his stride, the old

man's rapture was extreme. " Look at him," said he,
"
only look at

him.—Now, isn't he a fine fellow?"—This was the last time, I believe,

that Sir Walter mounted on horseback.

He does not seem to have written many farewell letters ;
but here

is one to a very old friend. Mr. Kirkpatrick Sharpe. He had, appa-

rently, subscribed for Lodge's splendid book of British Portraits, and

then, receiving a copy ex dono aitctoris,* sent his own nunibers, as

they arrived, to this gentleman
—a payment in kind for many cour-

teous gifts and communications of antiquarian and genealogical
interest.

To Charles Kirhpairkk Sharpe, Esq., PriJice's Street, Edinburgh.
'•
Abbotsford, Sept. 1831.

" My Dear Charles,
" I pray you to honour me with your acceptance of the last number of Mr.

Lodge's Illustrious Persons. My best thanks to you for the genealoory, which

completes a curious subject. I am just setting off for the Mediterranean, a singular

* Sir Walter's letter to Mr. Lodge's publisher is now prefixed to that majrnificent

book ; the circulation of which has l)een, to the honour of the pubhc, so great, that I need

not introduce the beautiful eulogium here.
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instance of a chnnorc of luck, for I liavc no sooner put my damnt^pd fortune into as

good a condition as I could desire, than my health, whirli till now has been excel-

lent, has failed so utterly in i)oint of strenrrth, that while it will not allow me to

amuse myself by travellinir, neither will it permit me to stay at homo.
"

I should like to have shaken hands with you, as there are few I reiTTet so much
to part with. But it may not bo. 1 will keep my eyes dry if possible, and there-
fore content myself with biddinjr you a long (perhaps an eternal) farewell. But I

may find my way home ajrain, improved as a Dutch skipper from a whale fishincr.

I am very haj)py that I am like to see Malta. Always yours, well or ill—
Walter Scott."

The same deceptive notion of his pecuniary affairs comes out in

another Httle note, the last I ever received from him at Chiefswood.
I had meant to make a run into Lanarkshire for a day or two to see

niv own relations, and spoken of carrying my second boy, his name-
sake, then between five and six years of age, with me in the stage-
coach. When I mentioned this over-night at Abbotsford, he said

nothing
—indeed he was at the moment a Httle cross with me for

liaving spoken against some slip he had made on the score of his re-

gimen. Shortly after I got home came tliis billet.

To J, G. Lockhart, Esq., Chiefswood.

" Dear Don or Doctor Giovanni,
" Can you really be thinking of taking Wa-Wa by the coach, and I think you

said outside. Think of Johnny and be careful of this little man. Are you par
hazard something in the state of thfe poor Capitaine des Dragons that comes in

singing,—
" Comment ? Parbleu ! Qu'en pcnsez vous ?

Bon Gentilhomme, et pas un sous."

"If so, remember, Richard's himself again, and make free use of the enclosed

cheque on Cadell for £50. He will give you the ready as you pass through, and

you can pay when I ask. Put horses to your carriage and go hidalgo fashion. We
shall all have good days yet.

And those sad days you deign to spend
With me, I shall requite them all ;

Sir Eustace for his friends shall send,
And thank their love in Grayling Hall.

W. S." *

On the 17th of September the old splendour of Abbotsford was,
after a long interval, and for the last time, revived. Captain James
Glencairn Burns, son of the poet, had come home on furlough from

India, and Sir Walter invited him (w4th his wife, and their Cicerone

Mr. jM'Diarmid of Dumfries) to spend a day under his roof. The

neighbouring gentry were assembled, and having his son to help him,

Sir Walter did most gracefully the honours of the table. As, accord-

ing to him,
" a medal struck at the time, however poor, is m one

respect better than any done afterwards," I insert some verses with

which he was i)lcascd, and which, I believe, express the sincere feel-

ings with which every guest witnessed this his parting feast.

* See Crabbe's Sir Eustace Grey.
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LINES WRITTEN ON TWEEDSIDE.
September the 18/A, 1831.

A day I've seen wliosc brifrlitncss pierced tlic cloud

Of pain and sorrow, belli for sjrcat and small—
A night of flowing cups, and pibrochs loud,

Once more within the Minstrel's blazon'd hall.

"
Upon this frozen hearth pile crackling trees ;

Lot every silent clarshach find its strings ;

Unfurl once more the banner to the breeze ;

No warmer welcome for the blood of kings I"

From ear to car, from eye to glistening eye,

Leap the glad tidings, and the glance of glee ;

Perish the hopeless breast that beats not high
At thought beneath His roof that guest to see !

What Princely stranger comes ?—What exiled lord

From the far East to Scotia's strand returns—
To stir with joy the towers of Abbotsford,
And " wake the Minstrel's soul ?"—The bey of Burns.

O, sacred Genius 1 blessing on the chains.

Wherein thy sympathy can minds entwine I

Beyond the conscious glow of kindred veins,

A power, a spirit, and a charm are thine.

Thine offspring share them. Thou hast trod the land—
It breathes of thee—and men, through rising tears.

Behold the image of thy manhood stand,

More noble than a galaxy of Peers.

And he—his father's bones had quaked, I ween.
But tliat with holier pride his heart-strings bound.

Than if his host had King or Kaiser been.

And star and cross on every bosom round.

High strains wpre pour'd of many a Border spear,

While gentle fingers swept a throbbing shell ;

A manly voice, in manly notes and clear,

Of lowly love's deep bliss responded well.

The cliildrcn sang the ballads of their sires :
—

Serene among them sat the hoary Knight ;

And, if dead Bards have ears for earthly lyres.

The Peasant's shade was near, and drank delight.

As through the woods we took our homeward way,
Fair shone the moon last night on Eildon Hill ;

Soft rippled Tweed's broad wave beneath her ray,
And in sweet murnmrs gush'd tlie Iluntly riU.

Heaven send the guardian genius of the vale,

Health yef, and strength, and length of honour'd days.
To cheer the world with many a gallant talc.

And hear his children's children chant his lays.

Through seas unrufiled may the vessel glide.

That bears her Poet far from Melrose' glen ;

And may his pulse be steadfast as our pride.
When happy breezes waft him back again.

On the 20tli ]Mrs. Lockhart set out for London to prepare for her

father's reception there, and for the outfit of his voyage ; and on the

followinsr dav Mr. Wordsv.orth and liis dauiihter arrived from West-
moreland to take farewell of him. This was a very fortunate cir-

cumstance— nothing could have gratified Sir Walter more, or sus-



SEPTEMBKK, ls31. 699

tained liim belter, if he needed any support from without. On the

22d, all his arrangements being completed, and Laidlaw having
received a paper of instructions, the last article of which repeals the

caution to be "
very careful of the dogs"

—these two great poets, who
had through life loved each other well, and, in sjjite of very ditlerent

tiieorics as to art, a]>preciated each other's genius more justly than
inferior spirits ever did either of them, spent the morning tugether in

a visit to Newark. Hence the last of the three poems by which
Wordsworth has connected his name to all time with the most romantic
of Scottish streams. But I need not transcribe a piece so well known
as the •' Yarrow^ Revisited."

Sitting that evening in the library, Sir Walter said a good deal

about the singularity that Fielding and Smollett had both been driven
abroad bv declining health, and never returned—which circumstance,

though his language was rather cheerful at this time, he had often

before alluded to in a darker fashion ; and Mr. Wordsworth expressed
his regret that neither of those great masters of romance appeared to

have been surrounded with any due marks of respect in the close of
hfe. I happened to observe that Cervantes, on his last journey to

Madrid, met with an incident which seemed to have given him no
common satisfaction. Sir Walter did not remember the passage, and
desired me to find it out in the Hfe by Pellicer which was at hand, and
translate it. I did so, and he listened with lively though pensive
interest. Our friend Allan, the historical painter, had also come out
that day from Edinburgh, and he lately told me that he remembers

nothing he ever saw with so much sad pleasure as the attitudes and

aspect of Scott and Wordsworth as the story went on. Mr. Words-
worth was at that time, I should notice— though indeed his noble

stanzas tell it—in but a feeble state of general health. He was more-
over suflering so much from some malady in his eyes, that he wore a

deep green shade over them. Thus he sat between Sir Walter and
his daughter: absit omen—but it was no wonder that Allan thought
as much of Milton as of Cervantes. The anecdote of the younjr
student's raptures on discovering that he had been riding all day with
the author of Don Quixote, is introduced in the preface for Count
Robert and Castle Dangerous, which (for I need not return to the

subject,) came out at the close of November, in four volumes, as the

Fourth Series of Tales of my Landlord.
The following Sonnet was, no doubt, composed by Mr. Words-

worth that same evening of the 22d September.

" A trouble, not of clouds, or weeping rain,

Nor of the setting sun's pallictic light

Engendered, hangs o'er Eildoii's triple height :

Spirits of power assembled there complain
For kindred power departing from their sight ;

While Tweed, best pleased in chanting a blithe strain,

Saddens his voice again, and yet again.
Lift up your hearts, ye mourners ! for the miglit
Of the whole world's good wishes with him goes;
Blessings and prayers in nobler retinue

Than sceptred King or laurelled Conqueror knows
Follow this wondrous potentate. Be true,

Ye winds of ocean, and the midland sea,

Wafting your charge to soft Parthenope."
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CHAPTER XLV.

ROKF.nV—LONDON— F.PITATII 0\ HKLEN WALKER— PORTSMOl'TH—VOYAGE
L\ THE BAIUIAM—CJUAHAM'S ISLAND— LETTER TO MR. SKENE—MALTA-
NOTES BY MRS. JOHN DAVY. — SEPTEMBER-DECEMBER, 1831.

E.-vRLY on the 23d of September, Sir Walter left Abbotsford, attended

by his daughter Anne, and myself, and we reached London by easy
stages on the 2Sth, having spent one day at Rokeby. I have nothing
to mention of this journey except that, notwithstanding all his inhrmi-

ties, he would not pass afiy object to which he had ever attached

special interest, without getting out of the carriage to revisit it. His

anxictv (for example) about the gigantic British or Danish etfigy in

the churchyard at Penrith, which we had all seen dozens of times

before, seemed as great as if not a year had fled since 1797. It may
be supposed that his parting with Mr. Morritt was a grave one.

Finding that he had left the ring he then usually Avore. behind him at

one of the inns on the road, he wrote to his friend to make enquiries
after it, as it had been dug out of the ruins of Hermitage Castle, and

probably belonged of yore to one of the " Dark Knights of Liddes-

dale," and if recovered, to keep it until he should come back to reclaim

it, but, in the mean' time, to wear it for his sake. The ring, which is

a broad beh of silver, with an angel holding the Heart of Douglas,
was found, and is now w^orn by Mr. jMorritt.

Sir Walter arrived in London in the midst of the Lords' debates on

the second Reform bill, and the ferocious demonstrations of the popu-
lace on its rejection were in part witnessed by him. He saw the

houses of several of the chief Tories, and above all, that of the Duke
of Wellington, shattered and almost sacked. He heard of violence

otfered to the persons of some of his own noble friends ;
and having

been invited to attend the christening of the infant heir of Buccleuch,
whose godfather the King had proposed to be, on a day appointed by
his Majesty, he had the pain to understand that the ceremony must

be adjourned, because it was not considered safe for his Majesty to

visit, for such a purpose, the palace of one of his most amiable, as

well as illustrious peers.
The following is part of a letter which I lately received from Sir

Walter's dear friend and kinsman, Mr. Scott of Gala :
—

" The last time I saw Sir W. Scott was in Sussex Place, the day after he arrived

from Scotland, on his way to Italy. I was prepared for a change in his appear-

ance, but Avas not struck with so orreat a one as I had expected. He evidently had
lost strenjrth since I saw him at Abbotsford the previous autumn, but his eye was

good. In his articulation, however, there was too manifest an imperfection. We
conversed shortly, as may be supposed, on his health. ' Weakness,' he observed,
' was his principal complaint.' I said that I supposed he had been rather too

fatigfued with his journey to leave the house since his arrival. ' Oh no,' he replied,
' I felt quite able for a drive to-day, and have just come from the city. I paid a

visit to my friend Whittaker to ask him for some book of travels likely to be of

use to me on my expedition to the Mediterranean. Here's old Brydone accordingly,
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still as crond a companion as any he could recommend.' ' A ver\' anfreeablo one

certainly,' I replied.
—'

Brydone' (said he)
» was sadly failed during his latter years.

Did you ever hear of iiis remark on his own works ?'—' Never.'— '

Why, his fami-

ly usually read a little for his amusement of an cveniu!^, ami on one occasion he

\vas asked if he would like to hear some of his travels to Sicily. He assented,
and seemed to listen with much pleasure for some time, but he was too far gone to

continue his attention lon^r, and starting up from a doze e.xclaimed,
" that's really

a very amusing hook, and contains many curious anecdotes.—I W(jnder if they are

all true."
'

ISir Walter then spoke of as strange a tale as any traveller could ima-

gine, a new volcanic island, viz., ft-hich had appeared verj' lately, and seemed anx-

ious to see it, 'if it would ivnit for him,' he said. The offer of a King's ship had

gratified him, and he ascribed this very much to the exertions of Basil Hall— ' that

curious fellow' (said lie),
' who takes charge of every one's business without ne-

glecting his own, has done a great deal for me in this matter.' I observed that

Malta would interest him much. The history of the knights, their library, &c., he

immediately entered on keenly.
' I fear I shall not be able to appreciate Italy as it

deserves,' continued he, 'as I understand little of painting, and nothing of music'
' But there are many other subjects of interest,' I replied,

' and to you particularl}-
—

Naples, St. Elmo, Paestum, La Montagna, Pompeii—in fact, I am only afraid you
may have too much excitement, the bad effects of which, 1, as an invalid, am too

well aware of.'—I had before this, from ray own experience, ventured several hlnt^

on the necessity of caution with regard to over-exertion, but to these he always lent

an unwilling ear.
" Sir Walter often digressed during our conversation to the state of the countr}',

about which he seemed to have much anxiety. I said we had no Napoleon to

frighten us into good fellowship, and from want of something to do, began fighting
with each other—'

Ay' (said he),
' after conquering that Jupiter Scapin, and being

at the height of glory, one would think the people might be content to sit down and

eat the pudding; but no such thing.' 'When we've paid more of the cash it has

cost, they will be more content.' ' I doubt it—They are so flattered and courted by
Government that their appetite for power (pampered as it is) won't be easily satis-

fied now.' When talking of Italy, by the way, I mentioned that at Naples he

would probably find a sister of Mat. Lewis's, Lady Lushington, wife of the Eng-
lish consul, a pleasant family, to whom Lewis introduced me when there in 1817

very kivdhj .-
—' Ah poor Mat. '."—said he— ' he never wrote any thing so good as

the Monk—he had certainly talents, but they would not stand much creaming.''
" The Forest and our r^ew road (which had cost both so much consultation) were

of course touched on. The foundation of one of the new bridges had been laid by
him—and this should be cnmmemornted by an inscription on it.

'

W'ell,' said he,
' how I should like to have a ride with you along our new road, just opposite Ab-

Lotsford—I will hope to be able for it some day.' Most heartily did I join in the

wish, and could not help flattering myself it might yet be possible. When we

parted, he shook hands with me for some time. He did so once more—but added

firmly
— ' Well, we'll have a ride yet, some day.' I pleased myself with the hope

that he augured rightly. But on leaving him, many misgivings presented them-

selves ; and the accounts from the continent sers'ed but too surely to confirm these

apprehensions
—never more did I meet with my illustrious friend. There is reason

I believe to be thankful that it was so—nothing could have been more painful than

to witness the wreck of a mind like his."

During his stay, which was till the 23d of October, Sir Walter

called on many of his old friends : but he accepted of no hospitalities

except breakfasting once with Sir Robert Inglis, on Clapham Com-

mon, and once or twice with Lady Giflbrd at Roehampton. Usually
he worked a little in the morning at notes for the Magnum, and he

drew up, as already mentioned, the preface for the forthcoming tales

of Count Robert and Castle Dangerous.
Dr. Robert Ferguson, one of the family with which Sir Walter had

lived all his days in such brother-like atfection, saw him constantly

while he remained in the Regent's Park : and though neither the invalid

59*
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nor his cliildrcn could fancy any other medical advice necessary, it

was only due to Ferguson that sonic of his seniors should be called in

occasionally with him. Sir Henry Ilalibrd (whom Scott reverenced

as the friend of Baillie) and T)r. Holland (an esteemed friend of liis

own), came accordinujly ; and all the three concurred in recognising
certain evidence that there was incipient disease in the brain. There

were still, however, such symptoms of remaining vigour, that they
flattered themselves, if their patient w^ould submit to a total intermis-

sion of all literary labour during some considerable space of time, the

inalady might yet be arrested. When they left him after the first in-

spection, they withdrew into an adjoining room, and on soon rejoining
him found, that in the interim he had wheeled his chair into a dark

coriier, so that he might see their faces without their being able to

read his. When he was informed of the comparatively favourable

views they entertained, he expressed great thankfulness ; promised to

obev all their dirccti6ns as to diet and repose most scrupulously; and

he did not conceal from them, that " he had feared insanity and feared

them:'

The following are extracts from his Diary.—
''London, October 2, 1830.—I have been very ill, and if not quite unable to write,

I have been unfit to do it. I have wrought, however, at two Waverley things, but

not well. A total prostration of bodily strength is my chief con)plaint. I cannot

Avalk half a mile. There is besides some mental confusion, with the extent of

which I am not, perhaps, fully acquainted. I am perhaps setting. I am myself
inclined to think so, and like a day that has been admired as a fine one, the light
of it sets down amid mists and storms. I neither regret nor fear the aj)proach of

death, if it is coming. I would compound for a little pain instead of this heart-

less muddiness of mind. The expense of this journey, &c. will be considerable,

3^et these heavy burdens could be easily borne if I were to be the Walter Scott I

once was—but the change is great. And the ruin which I fear involves that of my
country. Well says Colin Mackenzie—

" Shall this Dc?olation strike th}' towers alone?

No, fair Ellandoiian, sucli ruin 'twill brino;',

That the whirl shall have power to unsettle the throne,
And thy fate shall be liiik'd with the fate of thy king."*

W'e arrived in London after a long journey
—the weakness of my limbs palpably

increasing, and the medicine prescribed making me weaker every day. Lockhart,

poor fellow, is as attentive as possible, and I have, thank God, no pain whatever;
could the decay but be so easy at last, it would be too happy. But I fancy the

instances of Euthanasia are not in very serious cases very common. Instances

there certainly are among the learned and the unlearned—Dr. Black, Tom Purdie.
I should like, if it pleased God, to slip off in such a quiet way, but we must take
what fate sends. 1 have not warm hopes of being myself again.

" Oct. 12.—Lord Mahon, a very amiable as well as clever j'oung man, comes to

dinner with Mr. Croker, Lady J^ouisa Stuart, and Sir .lohn Malcolm. Sir John
told us a

story
about Garrick and his wife. The lady admired her husband greatly,

but blamed him for a taste for low life, and insisted that he loved better to play
Scrub to a low-lifed audience, than one of nis suj)erior characters before an audience
of taste. On one particular occasion she was at her box in the theatre. Kichard
IIL was the performance, and Garrick's acting, particularly in the night-scene,
drew down universal applause. After the play was over, Mrs. G. proposed going
home, which Garrick declined, alleging he had some business in the green-room
which must detain him. In short the lady was obliged to acquiesce, and wait the

* See Ballad of Ellandonan Castle in the Minstrelsy. Poetical Works, vol. iv. p. 36L
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beiTiiining of a new entertainment, in which was introduced a tariiicr f,nving liis

iiei'fhbours aa account of the wonders seen in a visit to London. Tliis character

was received with sucli peals of applause that Mrs. (Iiirrick heijan to think it

exceeded those which liad been so lately lavished on Itichard llie Tliird. At last

she observed her little spaniel dog was making efforts to get towards the balcony
which separated him from the facetious farmer—and then she became aware of the

triilli.
' How strange,' he said,

' that a dog siiould know his master, and a woman,
in the same circumstances, should not recognise her husband V

''Oct, 16.—A pleasant breakfast at Roehampton, where I met my good friend

Lord Sidmouth. On my way back, 1 called to'see the rejiairs at Tiambeth, which
are proceeding under the able direction of Blore, who met me there. They are in

the best Gothic taste, and executed at the expense of a large sum, to be secured by
way of mortgage payable in fifty years, each incumbent within the time paying a

proportion of about ilOOO a-year. I was pleased to see this splendour of church

architecture returning again.

" Oct. 18.—Sophia had a small hut lively party last night, as indeed she has had

every night since we were here—Lady Stafford, Lady Louisa Stuart, Lady Mon-

tagu, Miss Montagu, Lady Uavy, Mrs. M'Leod, and her girls
—Lord Montagu,

Macleod, Lord Dudley, Rogers, Mackintosh. A good deal of singing."

Sir Walter seemed to enjoy having one or two friends to meet him

at dinner—and a few more in the evenings. Those named in the last

entries, came all of them frequently
—and so did T.ord Melville, the

Bishop of Exeter, Lord Ashley, Sir David Wilkie, Mr. Thomas Moore,
Mr. Milman. and Mr. Washington Irving. At this time the Reform
Bill for Scotland w'as in discussion in the House of Commons. Mr.
Croker made a very brilliant speech in opposition to it, and was not

sorry to have it said, that he had owed his inspiration, in no small

degree, to have risen from the table at which Scott sat by his side.

But the most regular of the evening visiters w^as, I think, Sir James
Mackintosh. He was himself in very feeble health, and whatever

miiiht have been the auguries of others, it struck me that there was

uppermost with him at every parting the anticipation that they might
never meet again. Sir James's kind assiduity w^as the more welcome,
that his appearance banished the pohtics of the hour, on which his old

friend's thoughts were too apt to brood. Their conversation, wherever
it might begin, was sure to fasten ere long on Lochaber.

When last in Edinburgh Scott had given his friend William Burn,

architect, directions to prepare at his expense a modest monument,
for the o-rave of Helen Walker, the orin-inal of Jeanie Deans, in the

churchyard of Irongrey. Mr. Burn now informed him that the little

pillar was in readiness, and on the 18th October Sir Walter sent him
this beautiful inscription tor it;

—
THIS STONE WAS ERECTED
BY THE AUTHOR OF WAVRRLEY

TO THE MEMORY
OF

HELEN WALKER,
WHO DIED I.V THE YEAR OF GOD, 1791.

TUrS HUMBLE IXDIVIDUAL

PRACTISED IX REAL LIFE

THE VIRTUES
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WITH WHICH nCTIOX HAS KVVESTED
THE IMAGINARY CHARACTER OK

JEANIE DEANS;
REFL'SIXG THE SLIGHTEST DEPARTURE

FROM VERACIT'Y

EVE\ TO SAVE THE LIFE OF A SISTER,

SHE NEVERTHELESS SHOWED HER
KINDNESS AND FORTITUDE,

IX RESCUING HER FROM THE SEVERITY OF THE LAW,
AT THE EXPENSE OF PERSONAL EXERTIONS
WHICH THE TIME RENDERED AS DIFFICULT

AS THE MOTIVE WAS LAUDABLE.

RESPECT THE GRAVE OF POVERTY
WHEN COMBINED WITH LOVE OF TRUTH

AND DEAR AFFECTION.

Next morning the Honourable Captain Henry Duncan, R. N., who
was at this time store-keeper of the Ordnance, and wlio had taken a

ffreat deal of trouble in arrancrins; matters for the vovase. called on

Sir Walter to introduce to him Captain, now Sir Hugh Pigot, the

commanding-officer of the Barham. The Diary says :
—

" October 19.—Captain H. Duncan called with Captain Pigot, a smart-looking

gentlemanlike man, who announces his purpose of sailing on Monday. I have
made my preparations for being on board on Sunday, which is the day appointed.

"
Captain Duncan told me jocularly never to take a naval captain's word on shore,

and quoted Sir William Scott, who used to say waggiehl)', that there was nothing
so accommodating on shore, but when on board, he became a peremptory lion.

Henry Duncan has behaved very kindly, and says he only discharges the wishes ot"

his service in making me as easy as possible, which is very handsome—too high a

compliment for me. No danger of feud, except about politics, which would be im-

politic on my part, and though it bars out one great subject of discussion, it leaves

enough besides. Walter arrives ready to sail. So what little remains must be

done without loss of time.
"

I leave this country uncertain if it has got a total pardon or only a reprieve. I

won't think of it, as I can do no good. It seems to be in one of those crises by
which Providence reduces nations to their original elements. If I had my health,
I should take no worldly fee, not to be in the bustle ; but I am as weak as water,
and I shall be glad when I have put the Mediterranean between the island and me.

" October 23.—Misty morning—looks like a yellow fog, which is the curse of

London. I would hardly take my share of it for a share of its wealth and its

curiosity
—a vile double-distilled fog, of the most intolerable kind. Children scarce

stirring yet, but Baby and Macao beginning their Macao notes—"

Dr. Ferguson found Sir Walter with this page of his Diary before

him, when he called to pay his farewell visit.

" As he was still working at his MSS." says the Doctor,
" I offered to retire, but

was not permitted. On my saying I had come to take leave of him before he quitted

England, he exclaimed, with much excitement—'

England is no longer a place for

an honest man. I shall not live to find it so; you may.' He then broke out into

the details of a very favourite superstition of his, that the middle of every century
had always been marked by some great convulsion or calamity in this island. Al-

ready the state of politics preyed much on his mind—and indeed that continued to

form a part of the delirious dreams of his last illness. On the whole, the altera-

tions « hich had taken place in his mind and person since I had seen him, three
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years before, were very apparent. Tlie expression of the countenance and tiie play
of features were chaii<red by slight palsy of one cheek. His utterance was so tliick

and indistinct as to make it very difficult for any but those accustomed to hear it, to

gather his meanini];. His gait was less firm and assured tlian ever; but his power
of self-command, liis social tact, and his i)enevoIent courtesy, the habits of a life,

remained untouched by a malady wliich had obscured the higher powcr:3 of his

intellect."

After breaklast. Sir ^\'altor, accompanied by his son ami IjotJi his

daughters, set off lor Portsmouth ; and Captain Basil Hall had the

kindness to precede them by an early coach, and prepare every thing
for their reception at the hotel. They expected that the embarkation
would take place next day, and the Captain had considered thai his

professional tact and experience might be serviceable, which they
were eminently. In changing horses at Guilford, Sir Walter got out

of his carriage, and very narrowly escaped being run over by a stage-
coach. Of all

" the habits of a iile," none clung longer to him than his

extreme repugnance to being helped in any thing. It was late before

he came to lean, as a matter of course, when walking, upon any one

but Tom Purdie; and the reader will see, in the sequel, that this proud
feeling, coupled with increasing tendency to abstraction of mind, often

exposed him to imminent hazard.

The Barham could not sail for a week. During this interval, Sir

Walter scarcely stirred from his hotel, being unwilling to display his

infirmities to the crowd of gazers who besieged him whenever he

appeared. He received, however, deputations of the literary and
scientific societies of the town, and all other visiters, with his usual

ease and courtesy ; and he might well be gratified with the extraor-

dinary marks of deference paid him by the olficial persons who could

in any way contribute to his ease and comfort. The First Lord of

the Admiralty, Sir James Graham, and the Secretary, Sir John Bar-

row, both appeared in person, to ascertain that nothing had been

neglected for his accommodation on board the frigate. The Admiral,
Sir Thomas Foley, placed his barge at his disposal ; the Governor,
Sir Colin Campbell, and all the chief officers, naval and mihtary,
seemed to compete with each other in attention to him and his com-

panions. In Captain Hall's Third Series of Fragments of Voyages
and Travels (vol. iii. p. 280), some interesting details have long since-

been made public. But it may be sufficient to say here, that had

Captain Pigot and his gallant shipmates been appointed to convey a

Pnncc of the Blood and his suite, more generous, anxious, and deli-

cate exertions could not have been made, either in altering the interior

of the vessel, so as to meet the wants of the passengers, or afterwards,

throughout the voyage, in rendering it easy, comfortable, and as far

as might be, interesting and amusing.
I subjoin an extract or two from the Diary at Portsmouth, which

show how justly Dr. Ferguson has been describing Sir Walter as in

complete possession of all the qualities that endeared him to society;
—

" October 24.—The girls break loose—mad with the craze of seeing sights
—and

run the risk of deranging the naval officers, who ofler their services with their na~

tural gallantry. I wish they would be moderate in their demands on people's com~

plaisance. They little know how inconvenient are such seizures. A sailor in

Vol. II. 4
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])articular is a bad refuser, and before he can turn three times round, he is bound by
a triple knot to all sorts of nonsense.

" October 27.—The girls, I reffret to see, have got a senseless custom of talking

politics in all weathers, and in all sorts of company. Tiiis can do no good, and

may give much offence. Silence can offend no one, and there are pleasanter or less

irritating subjects to talk of. I gave them both a hint of this, and bid them remem-
ber they were among ordinary strangers. How little young people reflect what

they may win or lose by a smart reflection imprudently fired off at a venture !"

On the mornincr of the 29th, the wind at last chanared, and the

Barham got under weigh.
After a few days, when they had passed tiie Bay of Biscay, Sir

Walter ceased to be annoyed with sea-sickness, ami sat most of his

time on deck, enjoying apparently the air, the scenery, and above all

the ship itself, the beautiful discipline practised in all things, and the

martial exercises of the men. In Captain Pigot, Lieutenant Walker,
the physician Dr. Liddell, and I believe in many others of the othcers,
he had highly intelligent, as well as polished companions. The course
was often altered, for the express purpose of giving him a glimpse ot"

some famous place ; and it was only the temptation of a singularly

propitious breeze that prevented a halt at Algiers.
On the 20th No\'ember they came upon that remarkable pheno-

menon, the sudden creation of a submarine volcano, which bore,

during its very brief date, the name of Graham's Island. Four months
had elapsed since it

" arose from out the azure main"—and in a few

days more it disappeared.
"
Already," as Dr. Davy says,

"
its crumb-

ling masses were falling to pieces from the pressure of the hand or

foot."* Yet nothing could prevent Sir Walter from landing on it—
and in a letter of the following week he thus describes his adven-
ture

;
—the Barham had reached Malta on the 22d.

To James Skene, Esq. of Ruhislaxv, Edinburgh.

"Malta, Nov. 25, 1831.

" My dear Skene,
" Our habits of non-correspondence are so firmly established, that it must be a

matter of some importance that sets either of us a wanting to the other. As it has
been my lot to see the new volcano, called Graham's Island, either employed in

establishing itself, or more likely in decomposinjj itself—and as it must be an object
of much curiosity to many of our brethren of the Royal Society, I have taken it into

my head that even the very imperfect account which I can give of a matter of this

extraordinary kind may be in some degree valued. Not being able to borrow your
fingers, those of the Captain's clerk have been put in requisition for the inclosed

sketch, and the notes adjoined are as accurate as can be expected from a hurried
visit. You have a view of the island, very much as it shows at present, but

nothing is more certain than that it is on the eve of a ver}' important change, though
in what respect is doubtful. I saw a portion of about five or six feet in height
give way under the feel of one of our companions on the veryrid^e of the southern

corner, and become completely annihilated, giving us some anxiety for the fate of
our friend, till the dust and confusion of the dispersed pinnacle had subsided. You
know my old talents for horsemanship. Finding the earth, or what seemed a sub-
stitute for it, sink at every step up to the knee, so as to make walking for an infirm

and heavy man nearly impossible, I mounted the shoulders of an able and willing
seaman, and by dint of his exertions rode nearly to the top of the island. I would

*
Philosophical Transactions, May 1834, p. 552.
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have given a great deal for you, my friend, the frequent and willing supplier of my
defects; but on this journey, though undertaken late in life, I have found, from tho

benevolence of my companions, that when one man's strength was insulTicient to

supply my deficiencies, I had the willing aid of twenty if it could be useful. I

have sent you one of the largest blocks of lava wiiich I could fiiKl on the islet,

though small pieces are innumerable. We found two dolphins, killed apparently

by the hot temperature, and the body of a robin redbreast, which had come off from

the nearest land, and starved to death on the islet, where it had neither found food

nor water. Such had been the fate of the first attempt to stock the island with fish

and fowl. On the south side the volcanic principle was still apparently active.

The perpetual bubbling up from the bottom produces a quantity of steam, which
rises all around the base of the island, and surrounds it as with a cloak when seen

from a distance. Most of these appearances struck the other gentlemen, I believe,

as well as myself; but a gentleman who has visited the rock repeatedly, is of

opinion that it is certainly increasing in magnitude. Its decrease in height may be

consistent with tho increase of its more level parts, and even its general appearance
above water ; for the ruins which crumble down from the top, are like to remain at

the bottom of the ridge of the rock, add to the general size of the islet, and tend to

give the ground firmness.
" The gales of this new-born island are any thing but odoriferous. Brimstone,

and such like, are the prevailing savours, to a degree almost suffocating. Every
hole dug in the sand is filled with boiling water, or what was nearly such. I can-

not help thinking that the great ebullition in the bay, is the remains of the original

crater, now almost filled up, yet still showing that some extraordinary operations
are going on in the subterranean regions.

" If you think, my dear Skene, that any of these trifling particulars concerning
this islet can interest our friends, you are free to communicate them either to the

Society or to the Club, as you judge most proper. I have just seen James* in full

health, but he vanished like a guilty thing, when, forgetting that I was a contraband

commodity, I went to shake him by the hand, which would have cost him ten days'

imprisonment, I being at present in quarantine.
" We saw an instance of the strictness with which this law is observed : In

entering the harbour, a seaman was pushed from our yard-arm. He swam strongly,

notwithstanding the fall, but the Maltese boats, of whom there were several, tacked

from him, to avoid picking him up, and an English boat, which did take the poor
man in, was condemned to ten days' imprisonment, to reward the benevolence of the.

action. It is in the capacity of quarantine prisoners that we inhabit the decayed
chambers of a magnificent old Spanish palace, which resembles the pantaloons of

the Don in his youth, a world too wide for his shrunk shanks. But you know
Malta, where there is more magnificence than comfort, though we have met already

many friends, and much kindness.
" My best compliments to Mrs. Skene, to whom I am bringing a fairy cup made

out of a Nautilus shell—the only one which I found entire on Graham's Island ;

the original owner had suffered shipwreck. I beg to be respectfull}' remembered
to all friends of the Club.—Yours ever, with love to your fireside,

Walter Scott.''

several years, as he still continues, the captive of the enchanting clima

and the romantic monuments of the old chivalrv.j Sir John Stodda

At Malta Sir Walter found several friends of former days, besides

vouns Skene. Mr. John Ilookham Frere had been resident there for

)ate,

lart,

the Chief Judge of the island, had known the Poet ever since the early

days of Lasswadc and Glenfinlas ; and the Lieutenant-Governor, Colo-

nel Seymour Bathurst, had often met him under the roof of his father,

the late Earl Bathtu-st. Mrs. Bathurst's distinguished uncle, Sir Wil-

• James Henry Skene, Esq., a son of Sir W.'s correspondent, was then a youn^ officer

on duty at Malta.

I Sec the charming
"
Epistle in Rliyme, from William Stewart Rose at Brighton, to

Jolm Mookham Frere at Malta," published with some other pieces in 1835.
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liam Alexander, some time Lord Chief-Baron of England, happened
also to be then visiting her. Captain Dawson, husband to Lord Kin-

nedder's eldest danghtcr, was of the garrison, and Sir Walter felt as

if he were about to meet a daughter of his own in the Euphemia Er-

skinc who had so often sat upon his knee. She immediately joined

him, and insisted on being allowed to partake his quarantine. Lastly,

Dr. .John Davy, the brother of his illustrious friend, was at the head

of the medical stall'; and this gentleman's presence was welcome in-

deed to the INIajor and Miss Scott, as well as to their father, for he

had already begun to be more negligent as to his diet, and they dreaded

his removal from the skilful watch of Dr. Liddell. Various letters,

and Sir Walter's Diary, (though hardly legible), show that he inspected

with curiosity the knightly antiquities of La Valetta, the church and

monuments of St. John, the deserted palaces and libraries of the heroic

brotherhood; and the reader will find that, when he imprudently re-

sumed the pen of romance, the subject he selected was from their

annals. He enjoyed also the society of the accomplished persons I

have been naming, and the marks of honour lavished on him by the

inhabitants, both native and English.
Here he saw much of a Scotch lady, with many of whose friends

and connexions he had been intimate—jMrs. John Davy, the daughter
of a brother advocate, the late JMr. Archibald Fletcher, whose resi-

dence in Edinburgh used to be in North Castle Street, within a few

doors of "
poor 39." This lady has been so good as to entrust me

with a few pages of her "
Family Journal ;" and I am sure the reader

will value a copy of them more than any thing else I could produce
with respect to Sir Walter's brief residence at Malta :

—
" Before the end of November," says Mrs. Davy,

" a ^reat sensation was pro-

duced in Malta, as well it might, by the arrival of Sir Walter Scott. He came

here in the Barham, a frigate considered the very beauty of the fleet,
' a perfect

ship,' as Sir Pulteney Malcolm used to say, and in the highest discipline. In her

annals it may now be told that she carried the most gifted, certainly the most popu-

lar author of Europe into the Mediterranean ; but it was amusing to see that the

officers of the ship thought the great minstrel and romancer must gain more addi-

tion to his fame from having been a passenger on board the Barham, than they or

slie could possibly receive even from having taken on board such a guest. Our

Governor, Sir F. Ponsonby, had not returned from a visit to England when this

arrival took place, but orders had been received that all manner of attention should

be paid ; that a house, carriage, horses, &c., should be placed at Sir Walter's dis-

posal ; and all who thought they had the smallest right to come forward on the

occasion, or even a decent pretence for doing so, were eager to do him honour

according to their notions and means.
" On account of cholera then prevailing in England, a quarantine was at this

time enforced here on all who came from thence ; but instead of driving Sir Walter

to the ordinary lazaretto, some good apartments were prepared at Fort Manuel for

him and his family to occupy for the appointed time, I believe nine days. He there

held a daily levee to receive the numerous visiters who waited on him ; and I well

remember, on accompanying Colonel and Mrs. Bathurst and Sir William Alexander

to pay their first visit, how the sombre landing-place of the Marsa Muscet (the qua-

rantine harbour), under the heavy bastion that shelters it on the Valetta side, gave

even then tokens of an illustrious arrival, in the unusual number of boats and bustle

of parties setting forth to, or returning from Fort Manuel, on the great business of

the day. But even in the case of one in whom all '

delighted to honour,' a quaran-

tine visit is a notably uncomfortable thing; and when our little procession had

marched up several broad flights of steps", and we found ourselves on a landing-
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place havinjT n wido door-way opposite to us, in wliich sat Sir Waltor—his daughter.

Major Scott, and Mrs. Dawson standintj behind—and a stout bar placed across some
feet in front of them, to keep us at the legal distance—I could not but repent hav-

in(r trone to take part in a ceremony so formal and wearisome to all concerned. Sir

Walter rose, but seemed to do it witli dillu-ulty, and ihc. paralytic fixed look of his

fac-e was most distressing. We all walked up to the bar, but there stood very liko

culprits, and no one seemed to know who was to speak first. Sir W. Alexander,

however, accustomed of old to discourse from the bar, or charrre from the bench,
was beyond (picstion the j>roi)er person,

—so, after a very little hesitation, he be<raii

and made a neat speech, expressinir our hopes that Sir Walter would sojourn at

Malta as lonrr as possible. Sir Walter replied very simply and courteously in his

natural manner, but his articulation was manifestly affected, thoun^h not I think

quite so much so as his expression of face. He wore trowsers of the Lowland
sniall-cliccked plaid, and sitting with his hands crossed over the top of a shepherd's-

looking staff", he was very like the picture painted by Leslie, and engraved for one

of the Annuals,—but when he spoke, the varied expression, that used quite to

redeem all heaviness of features, was no longer to be seen. Our visit was short,

and we left Mr. Frere with him at the bar on our departure. He came daily to sec

his friend, and passed more of his quarantine-timo with hin\ than any one else.

We were told that between Mr. Frere's habitual absence of mind, and Sir Walter's

natural Scotch desire to shake hands with him at every meeting, it required all tho

vigilance of the attendant genii of the place, to prevent Mr. F. from being put into

quarantine along with him.
" Sir Walter did not accept the house provided for him by the Governor's order,

nor any of the various private houses which, to Miss Scott's great amusement,
were urgently proffered for his use by their owners—but established himself, dur-

ing his stay, at Beverley's Hotel, in Strada Ponente. Our house was immediately

opposite to this one, divided by a very narrow street; and I well remember, when

w-atching his arrival on the day he took Pratique, hearing the sound of his voice as

he chatted sociably to IMr. Greig (the inspector of quarantine), on whose arm he

leaned while walking from the carriage to the door of his hotel—it seemed to me
that I had hardly heard so home-like a sound in this strange land, or one that so

took me back to Edinburgh and our own North Castle Street, where, in passing
him as he walked up or down with a friend, I had heard it before so often. No-

body was at hand at the moment for nie to show him to but an English maid, who
not having my Scotch interest in the matter, only said, when I tried to enlighten
her as to the event of his arrival—' Poor old gentleman, how ill he looks.' It

showed how sadly a little while must have changed him, for when I had seen him
last in Edinburgh, perhaps five or six years before, no one would have thought of

calling him ' an old gentleman.' At one or two dinner-parties, at vvhicli we saw
him within the week of his arrival, he did not seem at all animated in conversation,

and retired soon ; for he seemed resolutely prudent as to keeping early hours ;

though he was unfortunately careless as to what he ate or drank, especially the

latter—and, I fear, obstinate v.hen his daughter attempted to regulate his diet.

" A few days after his arrival in Malta he accepted an invitation from the garrison

to a ball—an odd kind of honour to bestow on a man of letters suffering from para-

lytic illness, but extremely characteristic of the taste of this place. It was, I

believe, well got up, under the direction of the usual master of Malta ceremonies,

Mr. Walker, an officer of artillery; and every thing was done that the said officer

and his colleagues could do to give it a sentimental, if not literary cast. The deco-

rations were laboriously appropriate. Sir Walter entered (having been received at

the door by a deputation of the dignitaries of the island) to the sound of Scotch

music ; and as it was held in the great room of the Aubcrge de Provence, formerly
one of the festal halls of the Knights of Malta, it was not a bad scene—if such a

gaiety was to be inflicted at all.

" A day or two afterwards, we gladly accepted an invitation brought to us by
Miss Scott, to dine quietly with him and two or three officers of the Barham at his

hotel ; and I thought the day of this dining so w/iite a one as to mark it especially
in a little note-book the same evening. I see it stands dated December the tth, and

the little book says.
—' Dinixl and spent the evening of this day with Sir Walter

Scott., We had only met him before at large dinner-parties. At home he was very
much more happy, and more inclined to talk. Even now his conversation has

60
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many characteristics of his writings. There is the same rich ft^licitous quotation

from {\ivourite writers—the same happy introduction of old traditionary stories,—
Scotch ones especially,—in a manner as easy, and evidently quite unprepared.

The coming in of a young midshipman, cousin of his (Scott hy name), to join the

party, gave'' occasion to his telling the storj' of ' Muckle Mouthed Meg,* and to

his describing the tragi-comical picture drawn from that story by Mr. C. K.

Sharpe, which I remembered to have seen at Abbotsford. At dmner he spoke a

good deal of Tom Sjieridan, after telling a bo7i mot of his in illustration of some-

Thing that was said ;
and seemed amused at a saying of Mr. Smyth (of Cambridge),

respecting that witty and volatile pupil of his, "that it wr.s impossible to put

knowledge into him, try it as you might."
"
Just," said Sir Walter,

" like a trunk

that you "are trying to over-pack, but it won't do, the things fitart out in your face."

On joining us in^the drawing-room after dinner Sir Wal'er was very animated,

spoke much of Mr. Frerc, and of his remarkabk success, when quite a boy, in the

translation of a Saxon ballad.f This led him to ballads in general, and he gravely

lamented his friend Mr. Frere's heresy in not esteeming highly enough that of

"
Hardyknute." He admitted that it was not a veritable old ballad, but "just old

enough," and a noble imitation of the best style. In speaking of :\Ir. Frere's trans-

lations, he repeated a pretty long passage from his version of one of the Romances

of the Cid (published in the Appendix to Southey's quarto), and seemed to enjoy

a spirited charge of the knights therein described as much, as he could have done

in his best days, placing his walking-stick in rest like a lance, to " suit the action

to the word." JMiss Sc'ott says, she has not seen him so animated, so like himself,

since he came to Malta, as on this evening.

"
Sunday Morning, December 5—(As my said little note-book proceeds to record)

—Sir Walter spent chiefly in St. John's Church, the beautiful temple and burying-

place of the knights, and there he was much pleased and interested. On Monday
the 6th he dined at the Chief-Justice, Sir John Stoddart's, when I believe he par-

took too freely of porter and champagne for one in his invalid state. On Tuesday

morning (the 7th), on looking from one of our windows across the street, I observ-

ed him'sitting in an easy chair in the parlour of his hotel, a book in his hand, and

apparently reading attentively :
—his window was wide open, and I remember wish-

ing much for the power of making a picture of him just as he sat. But about 11

o'clock Miss Scott came over to me, looking much frightened, and saying that she

feared he was about to have another paralytic attack. He had, she said, been

rather confused in mind the day before, and the dinner-party had been too much for

him. She had observed that on trying to answer a note from the Admiral that

mornino-, he had not been able to form a letter on the paper, and she thought he was

now situng in a sort of stupor. She begged that Dr. Davj' would visit him as soon

as possible, and that I would accompany him, so that he might not suppose it a

medical visit, for to all such he had an utter objection. I sent for Dr. D. instantly,

and the moment he returned we went together to the hotel. We found Sir W alter

sittino- near a fire, dressed, as I had seen him just before, in a large silk dressing-

gown'^ his face a good deal flushed, and his eyes heavy. He rose, however, as I

went up to him, and, addressing me by my mother's name,
" Mrs. Fletcher," asked

for our early visit, we had carried with us. With these he seemed pleased ; but

there was great indistinctness in his manner of speaking. He soon after sat down,

and be(Tan,''of his own accord, to converse with Dr. Davy on the work he was then

engao-ed in—the Life of Sir Humphry—saying that he was truly glad he was thus

engaged, as he did not think justice had been done to the character of his friend by

Dr! Paris. In speaking of the scientific distinction attained by Sir Humphry, he

said,
" I hope. Dr. Davy, your mother lived to see it. There must iiave been such

great pleasure in that to her.' We both remember with much interest this kindly

little observation; and it was but one of manv that dropt from him as naturally at

the ditierent times we met, showing that,
' tallen' as ' the mighty' was, and ' his

weapons of war perished,' the springs of fancy dried up, and memory on most sub-

* See ante, vol. i. p. 19G. t Sec ante, vol. i. p. 240.
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jects much impaired, his sense of the value of home-bred worth and affection was
in full force. His way of mentioning 'my son Charles, poor ftiiow,' whom he
was loniriniT to meet at NapK s—or ' my own Tweed-side," wliich in truth he seem-
ed to lament ever iiavin^ ijuitted

—was often really atrectin<r. Our visit together on
this morning was of course short, but Dr. Davy saw him repeatedly in the course
of the daj'. Leeches were applied to his head, and though they did not give imme-
diate relief to his uncomfortable sensations, he was evidently much better next

morning, and disposed to try a drive into the country. Some lameness having be-

fallen one of the horses provided for his use, I, at his request, ordered a little open
carriage of ours to the door about 12 o'clock, and prepared to accompany him to

St. Antonio, a gvirden residence of the Governor's, about two miles from Valetta,
then occupied by Mr. Frere, whose own house at the Pieta was under repair. It

was not without fear and trembling I undertook this little drive—not on account of

the greatness of my companion, for assuredly he was the most humane of lions, but
I feared he might have some new seizure of illness, and that I should be verj' help-
less to him in such a case. I proposed that Dr. D. should go instead; but, like

most men when they are ill or unhappy, he preferred having womankind about him,—said he Avould '• like Mrs. Davj' better ;" so 1 went. The notices of his •

carriage
talk,' I give exactly as I find them noted down the day after—omitting only the

story of Sir H. Davy and the Tyrolese rifle, which 1 put on record separately for

my husband for insertion in his book.*
'* My little note-book of December 9 says

—The day was verj' beautiful—(like a

good English day about the end of May)—and the whole way in going to St. An-
tonio he was cheerful, and inclined to talk on any matter that was suggested. Ho
admired the streets of Valetta much as we passed through them, noticing particu-

larly the rich effect of the carved stone balconies, and the images' of saints at every
corner, saying several times " this town is really quite like a dream." Something
(suggested I believe by the appearances of Romish superstition on all sides of us)

brought him to speak of the Irish—of whose native character he expressed a high
opinion ; and spoke most feelingly of the evil fate that seemed constantly to attend

them. Some link from this subject
—

(I do not exactly know what—for the rattling

progress of our little vehicle over ill-paved ways, and his imperfect utterance toge-
ther, made it difficult to catch all his words)—brought to his recollection a few lines

from ' O'Connor's child,' in the passage
' And ranged, as to the juda^ment seat,

M}' guilty, trembling brotliers -round'—
which he repeated with his accustomed energy, and then went on to speak of Camp-
bell, whom, as a poet, he honours. On my saying something of Campbell's youth
at the publication of his first poem, he said, 'Ay, he was very young—but he came
out at once, ye may say, like the Irish rebels, a hundred thousand strong.'

" There was no possibility of admiring the face of the country as we drove along
after getting clear of the city gates ; but I was pleased to see how refreshing the

air seemed to Sir Walter—and perhaps this made him go back, as he did, to his

days of long walks, over moss and moor, which he told me he had often traversed

at the rate of five-and-twenty miles a-day, with a gun on his shoulder. He snuffed

with great delight the perfume of the new oranges, which hung thickly on each
side as we drove up the long avenue to the court-yard, or stable-yard rather, of St.

Antonio—and was amused at the Maltese untidiness of two or three pigs running
at large under the trees. 'That's just like my friend Frere,' he said, 'quite con-

tent to let pigs run about in his orange-groves.' We did not find Mr. Frere at home,
and therefore drove back without waitincr. Among some other talk, in returningr,

he spoke with praise of Miss Ferrier as a novelist, and then with still higher praise
of Miss Austen. Of the latter he said,

' I find myself every now and then with
one of her books in my hand. There's a finishing-otT in some of her scenes that is

really quite above every body else. And there's that Irish lady, too—but I forget

every body's name now'—' Miss Edgeworth,' I said— '

Ay, Miss Edgeworth, she's

very clever, and best in the little touches, too. I'm sure, in that children's story,
—

(he meant 'Simple Susan,')
—'where the little girl parts with her lamb, and the

* See Dr. Davy's !\Icmoirs of his brother, vol. i. p. 506,—for the account of Speck-
backer's rifle, now in the Armoury at Abbotsford.
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little boy briiifjs it back to lier a^in, there's notbing for it but just to put down the

book and cry.'
—A little at'K^rwards. he said,

' Do you know Moore ?—he's a charm-

in<T fellow-^ perfect gentleman in society ;
—to use a sporting phrase, there's no

kick in his gallop,'
" As we drew near home, I tlioiicrht him somewhat fatigued

—he was more con-

fused th;in at first in his recollection of names—and we drove on without saying

any thing. But I shall not forget the kindly good Innnour with which he said, in

getting out at his hotel door^' Thank ye, for your kindness—your charity, I may
say fo an old lame man—larewell !' He did not seem the worse of his little

»>xertion this day ; l)ut, thenceforward, was prudent in refusing all dinner invita-

tions.
" On Friday (December 10th), he went, in company with Mr. Frere, to see Citta

Vecchia. I drove over with a lady friend to meet them at the church there. Sir

Walter seemed pleased with what was shown him, but was not animated.—On

Saturday the Uth he drove out twice to see various things in Valetta.—On Mon-

day morning the l.Slh, I saw him for the last time, when I called to take leave of

Miss Scott.'' Dr. Davy accompanied him, in the course of the following morning,
to see Strada Stretta—the part of the city in which he had been told the young

Knights of Malta used to fight their duels, when such affairs occurred. In quitting

the street, Sir Walter looked round him earnestly, and said,
' It will be hard if I

cannot make something of this.' On tliat day, Tuesday morning December Uth,
he and his party went again on board the Barham, and sailed for Naples."

CHAPTER XLVI.

RESIDENCE AT NAPLES— EXCURSIONS TO PiESTUM, POMPEII, &c.— LAST
ATTEMPTS IN ROMANCE— SIR VVILUAM CELL'S MEMORANDA.—DECEMBER
1831 — APRIL, 1832.

On the 17th of December the Barham reached Naples, and Sir

Walter found liis .son Charles ready to receive him. The quarantine
was cut short by the courtesy of the King of Na})les, and the tra-

vellers established themselves in an apartment of the Palazzo Cara-

manico.
Here again the British Minister, Mr. Hill (now Lord Berwick), and

the English nobility and gentry then residing in Naples, did whatever

kindness and respect could suggest for Sir Walter ; nor were the na-

tives, and their visitants from foreign countries, less attentive. The

Marquis of Hertford, the Hon. Keppel Craven, the Hon. William

Ashley and his lady, Sir George Talbot, the venerable Matthias, (au-

thor of " The Pursuits of Literature,") Mr. Auldjo (celebrated for his

ascent of Mont Blanc), and Dr. Hogg, a medical gentleman who has

since published an account of his travels in the East—appear to ha\e,

in their various ways, contributed whatever they could to his comfort

and amusement. But the person of whom he saw most was the late

Sir William Gell, who had long been condemned to live in Italy by
ailments and infirmities not dissimilar to his own. Sir William, shortly
after Sir Walter's death, drew up a memoir of their intercourse, which

will, I believe, be considered as sufficient for this period.
Before I introduce it, however, I may notice that Sir Walter, when-

ever he appeared at the Neapolitan Court, which he did several times,

wore the uniform of a brigadier-general in the ancient Body Guard of
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Scotland ;
a dress of liglit green, with gold embroidery, assigned to

those Archers by George IV. at the ternunation ot' his northern pro-

gress in 18*2*2. I have observed tills circumstance alluded to with a

sort of sneer. The truth is, Sir Walter had ordered the dress for the

christening of the young Buccleuch; but at any rate, the maciiinery
now attached to his lame limb, would have made it impossible for him
to appear in breeches and stockings, as was then imj)crative on civil-

ians, '

Further, it was on the 10th of January that Sir Walter received the

intelligence of his grandson's death. His Diaiy of that date has simply
these w^ords :

—
" Poor Johnny Lockhart ! This boy is gone whom we have made so much of.

I could not have borne it better than I now do, and I might have borne it much
Avorse.—I went to the Opera in the evening to see this amusement in its birth-place,
which is now so widely received over Europe."

At first Sir Walter busied himself chiefly about forming a collection

of Neapolitan and Sicilian ballads and broadsides ; and Mr. Matthias
seems to have been at much pains in helping this. But alas, ere he

had been long in Naples, he began, in spite of all remonstrances, to

give several hours every morning to the composition of a new novel,
" The Siege of Malta ;" and durinij his stav he nearlv finished both this

and a shorter tale, entitled " Bizarro." He also relaxed more and more
in his obedience to the regimen of his physicians, and thus applied a

twofold stimulus to his malady.
Neither of these novels will ever, I hope, see the light ; but I venture

to give the foundation of the shorter one, as nearly as I can decipher
it from the author's Diary, of which it occupies some of the last

pages.

" DEATH OF IL BIZARRO.

" This man was called, from his wily but inexorable temper, II Bizarro. He was

captain of a gang of banditti, whom he governed by his own authority, till he in-

creased them to 1000 men, both on foot and on horseback, whom he maintained in

the mountains of Calabria, between the French and Neapolitans, both of which he

defied, and pillaged the countrj'. High rewards were set upon his head, to very
little purpose, as he took care to guard himself against being betrayed by his own

gang, the common fate of those banditti who become great in their vocation. At

length a French colonel, whose name I have forgot, occupied the countrj' of Bizarro,

with such success, that he formed a cordon around him and his party, and included

him between the folds of a military column. Well nigh driven to submit himself,

the robber, with his wife, a very handsome woman, and a child of a few months

old, took post, one day, beneath an old bridge, and by an escape almost miraculous

were not perceived by a strong party whom the French maintained on the top of the

arch. Night at length came without a discovery, which every moment might have

made. When it became quite dark, the brigand, enjoining the strictest silence on
the female and child, resolved to start from his place of shelter, and as he issued

forth, kept his hand on the child's throat. But as, when they began to move, the

child naturally cried, its father in a rage tightened his gripe so relentlessly, that the

poor infant never offended more in the same manner.
" His wife had never been very fond of him, though he trusted her more than

any who approached him. She had been originally the wife of another man mur-

dered by her second husband, which second marriage she was compelled to undergo,
and to affect at least the conduct of an affectionate wife. In their wanderings she

alone knew where he slept. He left his men in a bodv unon the top of a hill,

Vol. II. 4P GO^
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round which they set watches. He then went apart into the woods with his wife,
and havinsr chosen a lair in an obscure and deep thicket, there took up his residence
for the night. A large Calabrian dcj, his constant attendant, was then tied to a
tree at some distance to secure his slumbers, and having placed his carabine within
reach of his arm, he consigned hims«Of to such sleep as belongs to his calling.

By such precautions he had secured his rest for many years.
'• But after the death of the child. t!ie measure of his offence towards the unhappy

mother was full to the brim, and her thoughts became determined on revenge.
One evening he took up his quarters with the usual precautions, but without the
usual success. He had laid his carabine near him, and betaken himself to rest,
when his partner arose from his side, and ere he became sensible that she had done
so, she seized his carabine, and discharging it in his bosom, ended at once his life

and his crimes. She finished her work by cutting otf the brigand's head, and car-

rying it to the principal town of the province, where she delivered it to the police,
and claimed the reward attached to his head, which was paid accordingly. This
female still lives, a state!}', dangerous-looking woman, yet scarce ill thought of,

considering the provocation.
" The dog struggled extremely to got loose on hearing the shot. Some say the

female shot it ; others that, in its rage, it very nearly gnawed through the stout

young tree to which it was tied. He was worthy of a better master.
" The distant encampment of the band was disturbed by the firing of the Bizarro's

carabine at midnight. They ran through the woods to seek the captain, but finding
him lifeless and headless, they became^so much surprised, that many of them sur°

rendered to the government, and relinquished their trade. Thus the band of the

Bizarro, as it lived by his spirit, was broken up by his death.
"
Among other stories respecting the cruelty "of this bandit, I heard this. A

French officer, who had been active in the pursuit of him, fell into his hands, and
was made to die the death of Saint Polycarp

—that is, the period being the middle
of summer, he was flayed alive, and, being smeared with honey, was exposed to
all the intolerable insects of a southern sky. The corps were also informed where
they might find their officer, if they thought proper to send for him. As more than
two days elapsed before the wretched man was found, nothing save miserable relics

were discovered. I do not warrant these stories, but such are told currently.''

Here is another—taken, I believe, from one of the rude pamphlets
in his collection.

"There was a farmer of an easy fortune, and who might be supposed to leave
to his daughter, a very pretty- girl, and an only child, a fortune thought in the vil-

lage to be very considerable. She was, under the hope of sharing °such a prize,
made up to by a young man in the neighbourhood, handsome, active, and of good
character. He was of that sort of persons who are generally successful among
women, and this girl was supposed to have encouraged his addresses ; but he°
father, on being applied to, gave him a direct and positive refusal. The gallant
resolved to continue his addresses in hopes of overcoming the obstacle by his per-
severance, but the father's opposition seemed only to increase by the lover's per-
tinacity. At length, as the farmer walked one evening, smoking his pipe, upon the
terrace before his door, the lover unhappily passed by, and, struck with the instant

thought that the obstacle to the happiness" of his life was now entirely in his own
power, he rushed upon the father, pierced him with three mortal stabs of his knife,
and made his escape to the mountains.

" What was most remarkable was, that he was protected against the police, who
went, as was their duty, in quest of him. by the inhabitants ol" the neighbourhood,who afforded him both shelter and such food as he required, looldng on^him less as
a wilful crirninal than an unfortunate man, who had been surprised by a strong and
almost irresistible temptation ; so congenial at this moment is the love of vengeance
to an Italian bosom, and, though chastised in general bj' severe punishment, so
much are criminals sympathized with by the community."

I !: .w insert tlie Neapolitan part of Sir William Cell's Memo-
randa.



I

NAPLES— CELL'S MEMORANDA. 715

"
Every record of the latter days of those who, by their actions or their talents,

have excited the admiration and occupied the attention of their contemporaries, has

Leen thoutrht worthy of preservation, and I feel, on that account, a melancholy
ileasure in'complying with the request that I would furnish such anecdotes of Sir

rValter Scott as my short intimacy with that illustrious pcrsonajre may havo

afforded. The reason assigned in the letter, which I received from one of the

family on the subject, was, that 1 was his Matest friend,' and this appeared to me
as stronir a motive as if I could have been called his earliest acquaintance.

"
I h<id met Sir Walter at Stanniore Priory many years a^o,

when on a visit to

the late Marquis of Abercorn, where he read one of the earliest of his poetical pro-
ductions ; but 1 had no farther per.-^onal communication with hirn till his arrival at

Naples. I was induced to call on him at the Palazxo Caramanico, at the desire of

a mutual friend, on the 5th of January, 18.?-2, and it is prubable that our mutual

intirmiiies, which made us suitable companions in excursions, contributed in a great

deorree to the intimacy which immediately took place between us. On the follow-

inor evening I presented to him Mr. Keppel Craven, whose Tour in the South oi

Italy he ha^ just read with pleasure. From this time 1 was constantly in the habit

of receiving, or calling for Sir Walter in the morning, and usually accompanied hiri»

to see any of the remarkable objects in the neighbourhood of Naples. The Lago
d'Agnano was among the first places visited, and he was evidently quite delighted
with the tranquil beauty of the spot, and struck particularly by the sight of the

leaves yet lingering on the trees at so advanced a period of the winter, and the

appearance of summer yet maintained by the meadows and copses surrounding the

lake. It quickly recalled to his mind a lake in Scotland, which he immediately

began to describe. I afterwards found that his only pleasure in seeing new places
arose from the poetical ideas they inspired, as applicable to other scenes with which

his mind was familiar.
" Mr. Craven accompanied us on horseback in this excursion, and Sir Walter

learning that he was writing a second volume, giving an account of a journey in

the Abbruzzi, kindly observed, that he thought he could be of use to him in the

publication of it, adding,
' I think I may, perhaps, be able to give his pancake a

toss.'

"On the 10th of January, I accompanied him to Pozzuoli, and the late Mr.

Laing Meason was of the party. Here we succeeded in getting Sir Walter placed

upon a heap of ruins, whence he might see the remains of the Thermae, commonly
called the Temple of Serapis. His observation was, that we miQ;ht tell him any

thing, and he would believe it all, for many of his friends, and particularly Mr.

Morritt, had frequently tried to drive classical antiquities, as they were called, into

his head, but they had always found his ' skull too thick.'
" It was with great risk that he could be brought to any point of difficult access,

for though he was so lame, and saw how easily I arrivec^by submitting to be

assisted or carried, it was generally impossible to persuade him to commit himself

to the care of the attendants.
" When Sir Walter was presented at Court, the King received him with marked

attention, and insisted on his being seated, on account of his infirmity. Tiiey both

spoke, and the by-standers observed, that His Majesty mentioned tiie pleasure he

had received from reading the works of his visiter. Sir Walter answered in Frencii,

but not in a clear tone of voice ; and he afterwards observed, that he and the King
parted mutually pleased with the interview, considering that neither had heard one

word of what was uttered by the other.
" On the 17th of January I took Sir W"alter to dine with the venerable Arcii-

bishop of Tarentum, a prelate in his 90th year, but yet retaining his faculties unim-

paired, and the warmer feelings of youth, with well-known hospitality. The two

elders seemed mutually pleased with the interview, but the difficulties of language
were opposed to any very agreeable conversation.

" On the GGth of January I attended Sir Walter in a boat, with several friends,

to the ruins of a Roman villa, supposed, by Mr. Hamilton and others, to have been

that of Pollio, and situated upon a rock in the sea, at the extremity of the promon-

tory of Posilipo. It was by no means the recollection of Pollio tliat induced v^ir

Walter to make this excursion. A story existed that out of an opening in the floor

of one of the rooms in this villa, a spectre robed in white occasionally appeared,
whence the place had acquired the name of La Casa degli Spiriti, and none had
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presumed to inhabit it. The tact was, that a third storj- had been built upon the

Roman ruins, and this being only inhabited by pavipers. had iallen into decay, so as

to endanger one angle of the fabric, and the police, for fear of accident, had ordered

that it slfould remain untenanted. The house is situated upon a rock projecting into

the sea, but attached on one side to the mainland. An entrance for a boat has been

left in the basement story, and it is probable that a sort of open court, into which

tJie sea enters at the back of the house, and in which is the staircase, was con-

structed for the purpose of cooling the apartments in the heat of summer, by means

of the perpetual heaving and sinking of the ocean which takes place even in the

calmest weather. The staircase was too much ruined for Sir Walter to ascend with

safety, but he appeared satisfied with what he saw, and took some interest in the

proofs which the appearance of the opus reticulatum, high up in the external walls,

afforded of the antiquity of the place.*
" On the 9th of February Sir Walter went to Pompeii, where, with several ladies

and "-entlemen at that time resident in Naples, I accompanied him. I did not go

in the same carriage, but arriving at the street of the Tombs, found him already

almost tired before he had advanced 100 yards. With great dilhculty I forced him

to accept the chair in which I was carried, supplying its place with another for

myself, tied together with cords and handhcrchiefs. He was thus enabled to pass

through the city without more fatigue, and 1 was sometimes enabled to call his

attention to such objects as were the most worthy of remark. To these observa-

tions, however, he seemed generally nearly insensible, viewing the whole and not

the parts, with the eye, not of an anticjuary, but a poet, and exclaiming frequently
' The City of the Dead,' without any other remark. An excavation had been order-

ed for him, but it produced nothing more than a few bells, hinges, and other objects

of brass, which are found every day. Sir Walter seemed to view, however, the

splendid mosaic, representing a combat of the Greeks and Persians, with more

interest, and, seated upon a table whence he could look down upon it, he remained

some time to examine it. We dined at a large table spread in the Forum, and Sir

Walter was cheerful and pleased. In the evening he was a little tired, but felt no

bad effects from the excursion to the City of the Dead.
" In our morning drives, Sir Walter always noticed a favourite dog of mine,

which was usually in the carriage, and generally patted the animal's head for some

time, saying,
'

poor boy—poor boy.'
' I have got at home,' said he, 'two very fine

favourite dogs, so large that I am always afraid they look too handsome and too

feudal for my diminished income. I am very fond of them, but they are so large it

was impossible to take them with me.' My dog was in the habit of howling when

loud music was performing, and Sir Walter laughed till his eyes were full of tears,

at the idea of the dog singing
' My Mother bids me bind my hair,' by the tune of

which the animal seemed most excited, and which the kind-hearted baronet some-

times asked to have repeated.
" I do not remember on what day, during his residence at Naples, he came one

morning rather early to my house, 'to tell me he was sure I should be pleased at

some good luck which had" befallen him, and of which he had just received notice.

This was, as he said, an account from his friends in England, that his last works,

Robert of Paris and Castle Dangerous, had gone on to a second edition. lie told

me in the carriage that he felt quite relieved by his letters,
'
for,' said he,

'
I could

never have slept straight in my coffin till I had satisfied every claim against me.'
' And now,' added he^to the dog,

' my poor boy, I shall have ray house, and my
estate round it, free, and I may keep my dogs as big and as many as I choose, with-

out fear of reproach.'
" I do not recollect the date of a certain morning's drive, on which he first com-

municated to me that he had already written, or at least advanced far in a romance,

on the subject of Malta, a part of which, he said, laughingly, he had put into the

fire by mistake for other papers, but which he thought^ he had rewritten better than

before. He asked me about the island of Rhodes, and told me, that, being relieved

from debt, and no longer forced to write for money, he longed to turn to poetry

again, and to see whether, in his old age, he was not capable of equalling the rhymes
of his youthful days. I encouraged him in this project, and asked why he had eyer

* There is an interesting Essay on this Roman Villa, by Mr. Hamilton, in the Transac-

tions of the Royal Society of Literature for 1837.
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relinquished poetry.
' Because Byron bet ine,' said he, pronouncinpr the word, beat,

short,* I rejoined, tliat I thoii<rlit I could remoinbor by heart about as many p.is'^-

ages of his poetry as of Lord Byron's; and to this he replied,
' that may be, but li.^

bet me out of the field in the description of the stronir passions, and in deep-seated
Ivnovvledire of the human heart ; so 1 crave up poetry for the tim(>.' He became froiu

that moment extremely curious about Rhodes, and having chosen for his poetical

subject the chivalrous story of the slaying of the dragon by De Gozon and the stra-

tajjems and valour with which he conceived and executed his purpose, he was qnit<^

delighted to hear that I had seen the skeleton of this real or reported dragon, which

yet remains secured by large iron staples to the vaulted roof of one of the gates of

the city.
"Rhodes became at this time an object of great importance and curiosity to

him, and as he had indulged in the idea of visiting it, he was somewhat displeased
to learn how very far distant it lay from Corfu, where he had proposed to pass
some time with Sir Frederick Adam, then Lord High Commissioner in the Ionian

Islands.
"

I must not omit stating that at an early period of his visit to Naples, an old

English manuscript of the Romance of Sir Bevis of Hampton, existing in the

Royal library, had attracted his attention, and he had resolved on procuring a copy
of it, not, I think, for himself, but for a friend in Scotland, who was already pos-
sessed of another edition. When Sir Walter visited the library at the Museum,
the literati of Naples crowded round him to catch a sight of so celebrated a person,
and they showed him every mark of attention in tlieir power, by creating him

Honorary Member of their learned societies. Complimentary speeches were
addressed to him in Latin, of which, unfortunately, he did not comprehend one

word, on account of the difference of pronunciation, but from the confession of

"which he was saved by the intervention of Mr. Keppel Craven who attended him.

The King of Naples, learning his wish to copy the book, ordered it to be sent to

his house, and he employed a person of the name of Sticchini, who, without under-

standing a word of English, copied the whole in a character as nearly as possible
the fac-simile of the original. Sticchini was surprised and charmed with Sir Wal-
ter's kindness and urbanity, for he generally called him to breakfast, and sometimes
to dinner, and treated him on all occasions in the most condescending manner. The

Secretary was not less surprised than alarmed on seeing his patron not unfrequently

trip his foot against a chair and tall down upon the floor, for he was extremely
incautious as to where or how he walked. On these occasions, while the frightened
Sticchini ran to assist him, Sir Walter laughed very good-humouredly, refused all

help, and only expressed his anxiety lest his spectacles should have been broken

by the accident. f Sir Walter wished, during his stay at Naples, to procure several

Italian books in his particular department of study. Among other curiosities he

thought he had traced Mother Goose, if not to her origin at Naples, at least to a

remote period of antiquity in Italy. He succeeded in purchasing a considerable

number of books in addition to his library, and took the fancy to have them all

bound in vellum.
" Sir Walter had heard too much of Paestura to quit Naples without seeing it,

and we accordingly formed a party in two carriages to go there, intending to sleep
at La Cava, at the villa of my much respected friend Miss Whyte, a lady not less

esteemed for every good quality, than celebrated for the extraordinary exertions of

benevolence on the occasion of the murder of the Hunt family at Psstum. Hear-

ing of this fatal affair, and being nearer than any other of her compatriots to the

scene, this lady immediately endeavoured to engage a surgeon at La C^ava to accom-

pany her to the spot. No one, however, could be found to venture into the den of

the murderers, so that she resolved to go alone, well provided with lint, medicines,

and all that could be useful to the wounded persons. She arrived, however, too

late to be of use ; but Sir Walter expressed the greatest desire to make the acquaint-
ance of so admirable a person, and it was settled that her hospitable villa should

receive and lodge us on our way to Pastum. La Cava is "25 miles from Naples,
and as it was necessary to feed the horses, I was in hopes of showing Sir Walter
the amphitheatre of Pompeii while they ate their corn. The day, however, being

* The common Scotch pronunciation is not unlike what Sir W. G. gives.

t The spectacles were valued as the gifl of a friend and brother poet. See ante, p. 617.
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rainy, we fiave up the amphitheatre, and halted at the little tavern immediately
below Pompeii. Here beinnj oblifred to remain, it was thought advisable to eat,

and I had an opportunity of witnessing the hospitality which I had always heard

distinguished Sir Walter, for, after we had finished, not only the servants were fed

with the provisions he had broug-ht, but the whole remainder was distributed to the

poor people who had been driven into the tavern by the rain. This liberality unfor-

tunately occasioned a defirit on the following day, when the party started without

provision lor the solitudes of Pa-stum.
" Near Nocera I pointed out a tower situated upon a high mountain, and guard-

ing a pass by whicli a very steep and zig-zag road leads toward Amalfi. I observed

that it was possible that if the Saracens were ever really seated at Nocera dai Pa-

gani, this tower miuht have been at the confines of the Amalfitan Republic, and

have been their frontier against the Mahometans. It was surprising how quickly
he caught at any romantic circumstance, and I found, in a very short time, he had

converted the Torre di Ciunse, or Chiunse, into a feudal residence, and already

peopled it with a Christian host. He called it the Knight's Castle, as long as it

remained in sight, and soon after transferred its interest to the curious little towers,

used for pigeon-shooting, which abound in the neighbourhood, though they were
on the other side of the road.
" From La Cava, the party proceeded the next day to Pfestum, setting out early

in the morning; but I did not accompany Sir Waltfer on that journey, and conse-

quently only know that, by good luck, he found eggs and other rustic fare near the

Temples, and returned, after a drive of fifty-four miles, very much fatigued, to a

late dinner. He was, however, completely restored by the night's rest, and we
visited on the following day the splendid Benedictine Monastery of La Trinita

della Cava, situated about three miles from the great road, and approached through
a beautiful forest of chestnuts, spreading over most picturesque mountains. The

day was fine, and Sir Walter really enjoyed the drive ; and the scenery recalled to

his mind something of the kind which he had seen in Scotland, on which he

repeated the whole of the ballad of .lock of Hazledean with great emphasis, and
in a clear voice. At the Convent we had taken care to request, that what is termed
a Pontifical Mass should be sung in his presence, after which he was taken with

much difiiculty, and twice falling, through the long and slippery labyrinths of that

vast edifice, and up several very tedious staircases to the apartments containing the

archives. Here the curious MSS. of the Convent were placed before him, and he
seemed delighted with an ancient document in which the names of Saracens as well

as Christians appear either as witnesses or principals ; but he was chicfl)^ struck

with a book containing pictures of the Lombard Kings, of which, through the kind-

ness of Doctor Hogg, he afterwards possessed copies by a young Neapolitan

painter who had chanced to be on the spot. On the whole, Sir Walter was more

pleased with the Monastery of La Cava than with any place to which I had the

honour to accompany him in Italy ; the site, the woods, the organ, the size of the

Convent, and, above all, the Lombard Kings, produced a poetical feeling; and the

fine weather so raised his spirits, that in the forest he again recited Jock of Hazle-
dean by my desire, after a long repetition from his favourite poem of Hardyknute.

" On the following day we returned to Naples, but Sir Walter went in his own
carriage, and complained to me afterwards that he had never been able to discover

the '

Knight's Tower,' it
bein^,

in fact, only visible by turning back to a person

travelling in that direction. He expressed himself at all times much delighted
with our amiable hostess. Miss Whyte, remarking very justly that she had nothing
cold about her but her house, which being in the mountains, is, in fact, by no means

eligible at that season of the year.
" In one of our drives, the subject of Sir Walter's, perhaps, most popular romance,

in which Lady Margaret Bellenden defends the Castle of Tillietudlem, was men-
tioned as having been translated into Italian under the title of ' The Scottish Puri-

tans,' of which he highly approved. I told him how strangely the names of the

places and the personages appeared in their Italian garb, and remarked that the

Castle was so well described, and seemed so true a picture, that I had always ima-

gined he must have had some real fortress in view. He said it was very true ; for

the Castle he had visited, and had fallen so much in love with it, that he wanted to

live there. He added a joke with regard to his having taken his hat off when he

vi3ited this favourite spot, remarking, that as the Castle had been uncovered for
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many centuries, he himself might be uncovered for an hour. ' It had,' said Sir

Walter. ' no roof, no windows, and not much wall. I should have had to make
three miles of road, so before the afiair was settled I <Tot wiser.'*

•' On the third of April, I accompanied Sir Walter to Poxzuoli and to Cumae.
We hud a party of nine or ten ladies and gentlemen, and agreed to dine at the inn

at Pozzuoli, on our way back. I explained to Sir Walter the common history of

all the objects which occurred on the road ; and the account of Monte Nuovo, which
rose in one night to its present elevation, destroying the village of Tre Pergole, and

part of the Lucrine Lake, seemed particularly to strike his poetical imagination.
There is a j)oint in going toward the Arco Felice, whence, at a turn of the road, a

very extensive and comprehensive view is obtained of the Lake of Avernus. The

Temple of Apollo, the Lucrine Lake, the Monte Nuovo, Baise, Misemim, and the

sea, are all seen at once; and here I considered it my duty, in quality of Cicerone,
to enforce the knowledge of the localities. He attended to the names I repeated ;

and when I asked whether he thought himself snre of remembering the spot, he

replied that he had it perfectly in his mind. I found, however, that something in

the place had inspired him with other recollections of his own beloved country, and
the Stuarts, for on proceeding, he immediately repeated in a grave tone, and with

great emphasis
—

' Up the craggy mountain, and down the mossy glen,
We canna gang a milking, for Charlie and his men.'

"T could not help smiling at this strange commentary on my dissertation upon
the Lake of Avernus."

While at Naples, Sir Walter wrote frequently to his daughter Sophia,
Mr. Cadell, jMr. Laidlaw, and myself. Some of these letters were of

a very melancholy cast ; for the dream about his debts being all settled

was occasionally broken ; and probably it was when that left him that

he worked the hardest at his Novels—thouuh the habit of working had
become so fixed that I may be wrong in this conjecture. In general,

however, these last letters tell the same story of delusive hopes both

as to health and wealth, of satisfaction in the resumption of his pen,
of eaaierness to be once more at Abbotsford, and of affectionate anxiety

about the friends he was there to rejoin. Every one of those to Laid-

law has something about the poor people and the dogs. One to my-
self conveyed his desire that he might be set down for "

something as

handsome as I liked" in a subscription then thought of for the Ettrick

Shepherd
—who that spring visited London, and was in no respect im-

proved by his visit. Another to my wife bade her purchase a grand
piano-forte w hich he wished to present to Miss Cadell, his bookseller's

daughter. The same generous spirit was shown in many other com-
munications.

I must transcribe one of Sir Walter's letters from Naples. It was
addressed to Mrs. Scott of Harden, on the marriaire of her daughter
Anne to Charles Baillie, Esq., a son of her neighbour in' the country,
Mr. Baillie of Jerviswoode.

To Mrs. Scott of Harden.

"
Naples, Palazzo Caranianico, 6lh March, 1632.

" My dearest Mrs. Scott,—
"Your kind letter of 8th October, addressed to Malta, reached me only j'ester-

day with a number of others which had been tarrying at Jericho till their beards

* See the account of Scott's early visit to Craigncthan Castle, ante, vol. i. p. 174. By
the way, the name Tillietudlem is evidently taken from the ravine under the old castle of
Lanark—which town is near Craignethan. This ravine is called Gillytudlem.
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jTTew. This was in one respect inconvenient, as I did not gain the benefit of jour

advice witli TOirard to my travels, vhirli would have had a ?roat influence with mc.

Moreover, I did not learn the hapjiy event in your own family till a newspaper told

it me by accident long ago. But as my good wishes are most sincere, it is of less

consequence when they reach the parties concerned, and I flatter myself I possess

so much interest with my young friends as to give me credit for most warmly wish-

in<T them all the happiness which this auspicious event promises. The connexion

must be in every respect agreeable to tlie feelings of both families, and not less so

to those of a former generation, provided they are permitted, as I flatter myself, to

take interest in the affairs of this life.

"
I envied your mannjement of the pencil when at Malta, as frequently else-

where ; it is quite a place made to be illustrated ; by the way, I have got an

esquisse of Old Smailholm Tower from the pencil of Mr. Turner. Besides the

other advantages of Malta, it possesses .lohn Hookham Frerc, who is one of the

Fnost entertaininof men I know, and with whom I spent much of my time.

" Althousih I rather prefer Malta, I have no reason to complain of Naples. The

societv is very numerous and gay, and somewhat too frivolous for my time of life

and infirmities; however, there are exceptions; especially poor Sir William Gell,

a very accomplished scholar, who is lamer than I am, and never out of humour,

thourrh worried perpetually by the gout, which he bears with the greatest complai-

sance. He is engaged in vindicating, from the remains of the various public works

in Italy, the truth° which Bryant and others have disputed, concerning the Roman
Historw as -nven by Livy and other authors, whom it has been of late fashionable

to discredit,'' The Dilletante Society have, greatly to their credit, resolved to bring

out this interesting book.
"

It has been Carnival time, and the balls are without number, besides being

pelted to death with sugar-plums, which is quite the rage. But now Lent is

approaching to sober us after all our gaiety, and every one seems ashamed of being

happy, and°prcparing to look grave with all his might.
"

I should have said something of my health, but have nothing to say, except

that I am pretty well, and take exercise regularly, though, as Parson Adams says,

it must be of the vehicular kind. I think 1 shall never ride or w^alk again. But I

must not complain, for my plan of paying my debts, which you know gave me so

much trouble some years since, has been, thank God, completely successful ; and,

what I think worth telling, I have paid very near £120,000, without owing any one

a halfpenny
—at least I am sure this will be the case by midsummer. I know the

laird will give me much joy on this occasion, which, considering the scale upon
which I have accomplished it, is a great feat. I wish 1 were better worthy the

kindness of the public ; but I am at least entitled to say

"Twas meant for merit, though it fell on mc'

Also some industry and some steadiness were necessary. I believe, indeed, I made

too oreat an exertion, but if I get better, as seems likely, it is little enough for so

happy a result. The young people have been very happy—which makes me think

that about next spring I will give your young couple a neighbourly dance. It will

be about this time that I take the management of my affairs again. You must

patronise me.
" My love to Henry, as well as to the young couple. He should go and do like-

-jf ise.—Your somewhat ancient, but very sincere friend,

Walter Scott."
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His friend Sir Frederick Adam liad urijently invited Sir Walter to

visit the Ionian Islands, and he liad consented to do so. But 8ir Fred-

erick was suddenly recalled from that government, and appointed to

one in India, and the Greek scheme dropt. From that time his com-

panions ceased to contend against his wishes for returning home.
Since he would again work, what good end could it serve to keep him
from working at his own desk ? And as their entreaties, and the warn-

ings of foreign doctors proved alike unavailing as to the regulation of

his diet, what remaining chance could there be on that score, unless

from replacing hiin under the eye of the friendly physicians whose

authority had formerly seemed to have due influence on his mind?
He had wished to return by the route of the Tyrol and Germany,
partly for the sake of the remarkable chapel and monuments of the old

Austrian princes at Inspruck, and the feudal ruins upon the Rhine, but

chiefly that he might have an interview with Goethe at Weimar. That

poet died on the 22d of March, and the news seemed to act upon Scott

exactlv as the illness of Borthwickbrae had done in the August before.

His impatience redoubled ; all his flne dreams of recover}' seemed to

vanish at once—" Alas for Goethe !" he exclaimed,
" but he at least

died at home—Let us to Abbotsford." And he quotes more than once
in his letters the first hemistick of the hne from Politian with which he
had closed his early memoir of Leyden—" Grata qidcs Patrice."

When the season was sufficiently advanced, then, the party set out,

Mr. Charles Scott having obtained leave to accompany his father;

which was quite necessary, as his elder brother had already been

obliged to rejoin his regiment. They quitted Naples on the 16th of

April, in an open barouche, which could at pleasure be converted into

a bed.

It will be seen from some Memoranda about to be quoted, that Sir

Walter was somewhat interested by a few of the objects presented to

him in the earlier stages of his route. The certainty that he was on
his way home for a time soothed and composed him ; and amidst the

asreeable societv which again surrounded him on his arrival in Rome,
he seemed perhaps as much of himself as he had ever been in Malta
or in Naples. For a moment even his literary hope and ardour appear
to have revived. But still his daucrhter entertained no doubt, that liis

consenting to pause for even a few days in Rome, was dictated mainly
by consideration of her natural curiosity. Sir William Gcll went to

Rome about the same time ; and Sir Walter was introduced there to

another accomplished countryman, who exerted himself no less than

did Sir William, to render his stay agreeable to him. This was Mr.
Vol. II. 4Q 01
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Edward Cheney—whose family had long been on terms of very strict

intimacy with the Maclean Clcphancs of Torloisk, so that Sir Walter

was ready to regard him at first sight as a friend. I proceed to give

some extracts from these gentlemen's memoranda.

"At Rome" (says Gell)
" Sir Walter found an apartment provided lor liim in

the Casa Bernini. On his arrival, he seemed to have suffered but little from the

iournev'; though I believe the length of time he was obliged to sit in a carriage

iiad been occas'ionally the cause of troublesome symptoms. I found him, however,

in very o-ood spirits,
and as he was always eager to see any spot remarkublc as the

scene of particular events recorded in history, so he was keenly bent on visiting

the house where Benvenuto Cellini writes that he slew the Constable of Bourbon

with a bullet fired from the Castle of St. Angelo. The Chevalier Luigi Chiaveri

^ook him to the place, of which, though he quickly forgot the position, he yet

retained the history firmly fixed in his mind, and to which he very frequently

recurred. , . ^ , o- ttt',

"The introduction of Mr. Cheney was productive of great pleasure to Sir Wal-

ter, as he possessed at that moment the Villa Aluti, at Frescati, which had been

for' many years the favourite residence of the Cardinal of York, who was Bishop

oi Tusculum.
" Soon after his arrival I took Sir Walter to St. Peter's, which he had resolved

to visit, that ho might see the tomb of the last of the Stuarts. I took him to one

of the ^de doors, in order to shorten the walk, and by great good fortune met with

Colonel Blair and Mr. Phillips, under whose protection he accomplished his pur-

rose. We contrived to tie a glove round the point of his stick, to prevent his slip-

pino-'in some degree, but to conduct him was really a service of danger and alarm,

owilio- to his infirmity and total want of caution. He has been censured for not

havin^o- frequently visited the treasures of the Vatican—but by those only who were

unacquainted with the difficulty with which he moved. Days and weeks must

have been passed in this immense museum, in order to have given him any idea of

its value, nor do I know that it would have been possible for him to have ascended

the rugged stairs, or to have traced its corridors and interminable galleries, in the

state of reduced strength, and dislike to being, assisted, under which he then

laboured. _
,

.

" On the 8th of May we all dined at the Palace of the Duchess Torlonia with a

very laro-e company. The dinner was very late and very splendid, and from the

known hospitality of the family it was probable that Sir Walter, in the lieat of

conversation, and with servants on all sides pressing him to eat and drink, as is

their custom at Rome, might be induced to eat more than was safe for his malady.

Colonel Blair, who sat next him, was requested to take care that this should not

happen. Whenever T observed him, however, Sir Walter appeared always to be

eatino-; while the Duchess, who had discovered the nature of the office imposed on

the Colonel, was by no means satisfied, and after dinner observed that it was an

odd sort of friendship which consisted in starving ooe's neighbour to death when

he had a good appetite, and there was dinner enough.
"It was at this entertainment that Sir Walter met with the Duke and Duchess

of Corchiano, who were hoth well read in his works, and delighted to have been

in company with him. This acquaintance might have led to some agreeable con-

sequences had Sir Walter's life been spared, for the Duke told him he was pos-

sessed of a vast collection of papers, giving true accounts of all the murders, poi-

sonino-s, intrigues, and curious adventures of all the great Roman families during

many'^centuries, all which were at his service to copy and publish in his ovvn way
as historical romances, only disguising the names, so as not to compromise the

credit of the existing descendants of the families in question. Sir Walter listened

to the Duke for the^emainder of the evening, and was so captivated with all he

heard from that amiable and accomplished personage, that at one moment he thought

of remaining for a time at Rome, and at another he vowed he would return there

in the ensuin<T winter. Whoever has read any of these memoirs of Italian families,

> of which many are published and very many exist in manuscript, will acknow-

ledcre hov/ they abound in strange events and romantic stories, and may form some
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idea of the delight with which Sir Walter imagined himself on the point of pounc-

ing upon a treasure after his own heart.
" The eldest son of the Torlonia family is the possessor of the castle of Brac-

ciano, of which iio is duke. Sir Walter was anxious to see it, and cited some

story, 1 think of the Orsiiii, who once were lords of the place. We had permis-
sion to visit the castle, and the steward had orders to furnish us with whatever was

requisite. We set oft on the 0th of May, Sir Walter as usual coming with me,
and two ladies and two gentlemen occupying his carriage. One of these last was
the son of tiie Duke of iSermoneta, Don Michelangelo Gaetani, a person of the

most amiiiblc disposition, gcntlemaidy manners, and most remarkable talents. Sir

Walter, to whom he had paid every attention during his stay at Rome, had con-

ceived a high opinion of him, and, added to his agreeable qualities, he had a won-
derful and accurat(> knowledge of the history of his own country during the darkt>r

ages. The Gaetani figured also among the most ancient and most turbulent of the

Roman families during the middle ages, and these historical qualities, added to the

amenity of his manners, rendered him naturally a favourite with Sir Walter.
" We arrived at Bracciano, twenty-five miles from Rome, rather fatigued with

the roughness of an old Roman road, the pavement of which had generally been

half destroyed, and the stones left in disorder on the spot. He was pleased with
the general appearance of that stately pile, which is finely seated upon a rock, com-

manding on one side the view of the beautiful lake with its wooded shores, and on
the other overlooking the town of Bracciano. A carriage could not easily ascend

to the court, so that Sir Walter fatigued himself still more, as he was not content

to be assisted, by walking up the steep and somewhat long ascent to the gateway.
He was struck with the sombre appearance of the Gothic towers, built with the

black lava which had once formed the pavement of the Roman road, and which
adds much to its frowning magnificence. In the interior he could not but be pleased
with the grand suite of state apartments, all yet habitable, and even retaining in

some rooms the old furniture and the rich silk hangings of the Orsini and Odescal-

chi. These chambers overlook the lake, and Sir Walter sat in a window for a

long time, during a delightful evening, to enjoy the prospect. A very large dog,
of the breed called Danish, coming to fawn upon him, he told it he was glad to see

it, for it was a proper accompaniment to such a castle, but that he had a larger dog
at home, though maybe not so good-natured to strangers. This notice of the dog
seemed to gain the heart of the steward, and he accompanied Sir Walter in a

second tour through the grand suite of rooms, each, as Sir Walter observed, highly
pleased with the other's conversation, though as one spoke French and the other

Italian, little of it could be understood. Toward the town, a range of smaller

apartments are more convenient, except during the heats of summer, than the great
rooms for a small party, and in these we dined and found chambers for sleeping.
At night we had tea and a large fire, and Sir Walter conversed cheerfully. Some
of the party went out to walk round the battlements of the castle by moonlight,
and a ghost was talked of among the usual accompaniments of such situations.

He told me that the best way of making a gliost was to paint it wnth white on tin,

for that in the dusk, after it had been seen, it could be instantly made to vanish, by
turning the edge, almost without thickness, towards the spectator." On coming down next morning I found that Sir Walter, who rose early, had

already made another tour over part of the Castle with the steward and the dog.
After breakfiist we set out on our return to Rome ; and all the way his conversation
was more delightful, and more replete with anecdotes than I had ever known it. He
talked a great deal to young Gaetani who sat on the box, and he invited him to

Scotland. He asked me when I thought of revisiting England, and I replied, that

if my health permitted at a moment when I could alVord it, I might perhaps be

tempted in the course of the following summer. ' If the money be the difficulty,'
said the kind-hearted baronet,

' don't let that hinder you ; I've £300 at your ser-

vice, and I have a perfect right to give it you, and nobody can complain of me, for

I made it myself.'
" He continued to press ray acceptance of this sum, till I requested him to drop

the subject, thanking him most gratefully for his goodness, and much flattered by
80 convincing a proof of his desire to see me at Abbotsford.

" I remember particularly a remark, which proved the kindness of his heart. A
lady requested him to do something which was very disagreeable to him. He was
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asked whether he had consented. ITo replied,
' Yes.' He was then questioned

why he liad agreed to do wliat was so inconvenient to him. '

Why,' said he,
' as I

am now gfood for nothinor else, I think it as well to be gfood-natured.'

"I took my leave of my respected friend on the 10th May, 1832. I knew this

great genius and estimable man but for a short period ;
but it was at an interesting

moment, and being both invalids, and impressed cfiually with the same conviction

that We had no time to lose, wc seemed to become intimate without passing through
the usual gradations of friendship. I remembered just enough of Scottish topography
and northern antiquities in general to be able to ask questions on subjects on which
his knowledge was supereminent, and to be delighted and edified by his inexhaustible

stock of anecdotes, and his curious and recondite erudition ; and this was perhaps a

reason for the preference he seemed to give me in his morning drives, during which

I saw most of him alone. It is a great satisfaction to have been intimate with so

celebrated and so benevolent a personage; and I hope, that these recollections of

his latter days, may not be without their value, in enabling those who were

acquainted with Sir Walter in his most brilliant period, to compare it with his

declining moments during his residence in Italy."

Though some of the same things recur in the notes with which I am
fav(uired by Mr. Cheney, yet the reader will pardon this—and even be

glad to compare the impressions of two such observers. Mr. Ciieney

says :
—

"
Delighted as I was to see Sir W"alter Scott, I remarked with pain the ravages

disease had made upon him. He was often abstracted, and it was only when
warmed with his subject that the light-blue eye shot from under the pent-house
brow with the fire and spirit that recalled the Author of Waverley.

" The first of May was appointed for a visit to Frescati ; and it gave me great

pleasure to have an opportunity of showing attention to Sir Walter without the

appearance of obtrusiveness.
" The Villa Muti, which belonged to the late Cardinal of York, has, since his

death, fiillen into the hands of several proprietors ; it yet retains, however, some

relics of its former owner. There is a portrait of Charles I., a bust of the Cardi-

nal, and another of the Chevalier de St. George. But, above all, a picture of the

fete given on the promotion of the Cardinal in the Piazza de S. S. Apostoli (where
the palace in which the Stuarts resided still bears the name of the Palazzo del

Pretendente) occupied Sir Walter's attention. In this picture he discovered, or

fancied he did so, the portraits of several of the distinguished followers of the

exiled family. One he pointed out as-resembling a picture he had seen of Cameron
of Lochicl, whom he described as a dark, hard-featured man. He spoke with

admiration of his -devoted loyalty to the Stuarts. I also showed him an ivory head

of Charles I., which had servedas the top of Cardinal York's walking-stick. He
did not fail to look at it with a lively interest.

" He admired the house, the position of which is of surpassing beauty, com-

manding an extensive view over the Campagna of Rome; but he deplored the fate

of his favourite princes, observing that this was a poor substitute for all the

splendid palaces to which they were heirs in England and Scotland. The place

where we were suggested the topic of conversation. He was walking, he told me,
over the field of Preston, and musing on the unlooked for event of that day,

when he was suddenly startled by the sound of the minute-guns proclaiming
the death of George lY. Lost in the thoughts of ephemeral glory suggested

by the scene, he had forgotten, in the momentary success of his favourite hero, his

subsequent misfortunes and defeat. The solemn sound, he added, admonished him

of the lutility of all earthly triumphs ;
and reminded him that the whole race of the

Stuarts had passed away, and was now followed to the grave by the first of the

rival house of Brunswick who had reigned in the line of legitimate succession.

"During this visit Sir Walter was in excellent spirits; at dinner he talked and

laughed, and Miss Scott assured me she had not seen him so gay since he left

England. He put salt into his soup before tasting it, smiling as he did so. One
of the company said, that a friend of his used to declare that he should eat salt with

a limb of Lot's wife. Sir Walter laughed, observing that he was of Mrs. Siddons'

mind, who, when dining with the Provost of Edinburgh, and being asked by her
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host if tlio boff were too salt, roplied in her emphatic tones of deep tragedy, which
Sir Walter miinickod very comically,

' Beef cannot be too salt for me, my lord.'

" Sir Walter, though he spoke no foreign language with facility, read Spanish
as well as Italian. He expressed the most unbounded admiration lor Cervantes,

and said that the • novclas' of that author had first inspired him with the ambition

of excelling in fiction, and that, until disabled by illness, he had been a constant

reader of them. He added, that he had formerly made it a practice to read through
the ' Orlando' of IJuiardo, and the » Orlando' of Ariosto, once every year.

" Of Dante he knew little, confessing he found him too obscure and difficult. I

was sitting next him at dinner, at Lady Coventry's, when this conversation took

place. He added, with a smile,
'
it is mortifying that Dante seemed to think

nobody worth being sent to hell but his own Italians, whereas other people had

every bit as big rogues in their families, whose misdeeds were suffered to pass
with impunity.' I said that he, of all men, had least right to make this complaint,
as his own ancestor, Michael Scott, was consigned to a very tremendous punish-
ment in the twentieth canto of the Inferno. His attention was roused, and I quoted
the passage

—
'

Quell' altro, che nei fianclii e cosi poco,
Michele Scotto fu, chc vcramente

Delia magiche frode seppe il gioco.'

He seemed pleased, and alluded to the subject more than once in the course of the

evening.
" One evening when I was with him, a person called to petition him in favour of

the sufferers from the recent earthquake at Foligno, He instantly gave his name
to the list with a very handsome subscription. This was by no means the only
occasion on which I observed him ready and eager to answer the calls of charity.

"
I accompanied Sir Walter and Miss Scott one morning to the Protestant burial-

ground. The road to this spot runs by the side of the Tyber, at the foot of Mount

Aventine, and in our drive we passed several of the most interesting monuments ot

ancient Rome. The house of the Tribune Rienzi, and the temple of Vesta arrested

his attention. This little circular temple, he said, struck him more than many of

the finer ruins. Infirmity had checked his curiosity.
•
I walk with pain,' he said,

' and what we see whilst suflering, makes little impression on us ; it is for this rea-

son that much of what I saw at Naples, and which I should have enjoyed ten

years ago, I have already forgotten.' The Protestant burying-ground lies near the

Porta S. Paolo, at the foot of the noble pyramid of Caius Cestius. Miss Scott was

anxious to see the grave of her friend. Lady Charlotte Stopford. Sir Walter was

unable to walk, and while my brother attended Miss Scott to the spot, I remained

in the carriage with him. ' I regret,' he said,
' that I cannot go. It would have been

a satisfaction to me to haVe seen the place where they have laid her. She is the

child of a Buccleuch ; he, you know, is my chief, and all that comes from that

house is dear to me.' He looked pn the ground and sighed, and for a moment there

was a silence between us.
" We spoke of politics, and of the reform in Parliament, which at that time was

pending. I asked his opinion of it ; he said he was no enemy to reform— ' If the

machin"e does not work well, it must be mended—but it should be by the best work-

men ye have.'
" He regretted not having been at Holland House as he passed through London.

Lord Holland,' he said,
' is the most agreeable man I ever knew; in criticism, in

poetry, he beats those whose whole study they have been. No man in England
has a more thorough knowledge of English authors, and he expresses himself so

well, that his language illustrates and adorns his thoughts, as light streaming

through coloured glass heightens the brilliancy of the objects it falls upon.'
" On the 4th of^May he'accepted a dinner at our house, and it gave my brother

and myself unfeigned satisfaction to have again the pleasure of entertaining him.

We collected a party to meet him,- and amongst others I invited Don Luigi Santa

Croce, one of his most ardent admirers, who had long desired an introduction. He
is a man of much ability, and has played his part in the political changes of his

country. When I presented him to Sir Walter, he bade me tell him, for he speaks

61*
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no Enrrlisli, how longf and how enmeslly lio had dosirod to see him, thouo-h lie had

liardly dared to hope it.
' Tell him,' he added, wilii warmth, ' that in disappoint-

ment, in sorrow, and in siekness, his works have been my chief comfort ; and
v.'hilo living amongst his imaginary personages, I have succeeded for a moment in

forgetting the vexations of blighted hopes, and have found relief in public and pri-
vate distress.' The IMarchesa Loughi, the beautiful sister of Don Michele Gaetani,
whom I also presented to him this evening, begged me to thank him, in he,r name,
for some of the most agreeable moments of her life. ' Sbe had had,' she said,
'

though young, her share of sorrows ; and in his works she had found not only
amusement, but lessons of patience and resignation, which she hoped had not been
lost upon her.' To all these flattering compliments, as well as to the thousand
others that were daily showered upon him, Sir Walter replied with unfeigned
humility, ex])ressir.g himself pleased and obliged by tlic good opinion entertained

of him, and delighting his admirers with the good humour and urbanity with which
he received them. Don Luigi talked of the plots of some of the novels, and

earnestly remonstrated against the fate of Clara Mowbray, in St. Ronan's Well.
'
I am much obliged to the gentleman for the interest he takes in her,' said Sir

W'alter,
' but I could not save her, poor thing

—it is against the rules—she had the

hce in her bonnet.' Don Luigi still insisted. Sir Walter replied,
' No; but of all

the murders that I have committed in that way, and few men have been guilty of

more, there is none that went so much to my heart as the poor Bride of Lammer-
mcor; but it could not be helped

—it is all true.'
" Sir Walter always showed much curiosity about the Constable Bourbon. I

said that a suit of armour belonging to him was preserved in the Vatican. He
eagerly asked at'ter tjie form and construction, and enquired if he wore it on the

day of the capture of Rome. That event had greatly struck his imagination. He
told me he had always had an idea of weaving it into the story of a romance, and
of introducing the traitor Constable as an actor. Cassar Borgia was also a char-

acter whose vices and whole career appeared to him singularly romantic. Having
heard him say this, I begged Don Michele Gaetani, whoso ancestors had been dis-

possessed of their rich fiefs by that ambitious upstart, to show Sir Walter a sword,
now in the possession of his family, which had once belonged to Borgia. The
blade, which is very long and broad, is richly ornamented, and the arms of the

Borgias are inlaid upon it, bearing the favourite motto of that tremendous per-

sonage,
'
AutCcesar, aut nihil.' Sir Walter examined it with attention, commenting

on the character of Borgia, and congratulating Don Michele on the possession of

a relic doubly interesting in- his hands.
" I continued a constant visiter at his house whilst he remained in Rome, and I

also occasionally dined in his company, and took every opportunity of conversing
with him. I observed with extreme pleasure, that he accepted willingly from me
those trifling attentions which his infirmities required, and which all would have
been delighted to offer. I found him always willing to converse on any topic. He
spoke of his own works and of himself without reserve ; never, however, intro-

ducing the subject nor dwelling upon it. His conversation had neither aflectation

nor restraint, and he was totally free from the morbid egotism of some men of

genius. What surprised me most, and in one too who had so long been the object
of universal admiration, was the unaffected humility with which he spoke of his

own merits, and the sort of surprise with which he surveyed ids own success.
That*this was a real feeling, none could doubt. The natural simplicity of his

manner must have convinced the most incredulous. He was courteous and obliging
to all, and towards women there was a dignified simplicity in his manner that was

singularly pleasing. He would not allow even his infirmities to exempt him t>om
the little courtesies of society. He always endeavoured to rise to address those
who approached him, and once when my brother and myself accompanied him in

his drive, it was not without difliculty that we could prevail on him not to seat

himself with his back to the horses.
" I asked him if he meant to be presented at the Vatican, as I knew that his arri-

val had been spoken of, and that the Pope had expressed an interest about him.
He sai<l he respected the Pope as the most ancient sovereign in Europe, and should
have i.reat pleasure in paying his respects to him, did his state of health permit it.

We talked of the ceremonies of the Church. He had been much struck with the
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benediction from the balcony ot' St. Peter's. I ndviseJ him to wait to sec the pro-
cession ol" the Corpus Domini, and to hear the Pope

'

Saving the high, high mass,
Allen St. Peter's day.'

He smiled, and said those thinijs were more poetical in description than in reality,
and that it was all the hotter tor him not to have seen it hetbre he wrote about it—
that any attempt to make such scenes more exact injured the elTect without convey-
ing a clearer imasie to the mind of the reader—as the Utopian scenes and manners
of Mrs. RadclitVe's Novels captivated the imajrination more than the most laboured

descriptions, or the greatest historical accuracy.
" The morninor after our arrival at Bracciano, when I left my room, I found Sir

Walter already dressed, and seated in the deep recess of a window which com-
mands an extensive view over the lake and surrounding country. He speculated
on the lives of the turbulent lords of this ancient tbrtress, and listened with interest

to such details as I could give him of their history. He drew a striking picture of

the contrast between the calm and placid scene before us, and the hurry, din, and

tumult of other days.
"
Insensibly we strayed into more modern times. I never saw him more ani-

mated and agreeable. He was exactly what I coulil imagine him to have been in

his best moments. Indeed I have several limes heard him complain that his disease

sometimes confused and bewildered his senses, while at others he wp.s left with

little remains of illness, except a consciousness of his state of infirmity. He
talked of his Northern journey, of Manzoni, for whom he expressed a great admi-

ration, of Lord Byron, and lastly of himself. Of Lord Byron he spoke with admi-

ration and regard, calling him always
'

poor Byron.' He considered him, he said,

the only poet we have had since Dryden, of transcendent talents, and possessing
more amiable qualities than the world in general gave him credit tor.

"In reply to my question if he had never seriously thought of complying with

the advice so often given him to write a tragedy, he answered '

Often, but the ditTi-

culty deterred me—my turn was not dramatic' Some of the mottoes, I urged, pre-
fixed to the chapters of his novels, and subscribed ' old play,' were eminently in

the taste of the old dramatists, and seemed to ensure success. 'Nothing so easy,'
he replied,

' when you are full of an author, as to write a few lines in his taste and

style; the difficulty is to keep it up—besides,' he added, 'the greatest success

would be but a spiritless imitation, or, at best, what the Italians call a centone from

Shakspeare. No author has ever had so much cause to be grateful to the public as

I have. All I have written has been received with indulgence.'
" He said he was the more grateful for the flattering reception he had met with

in Italy, as he had not always treated the Catholic religion with respect. I observed,
that though he had exposed the hypocrites of all sects, no religion had any cause
to complain of him, as he had rendered them all interesting by turns. Jews, Ca-

tholics, and Puritans had all their saints and martyrs in his works. He was much
pleased with this.

" He spoke of Goethe with regret ; he had been in correspondence with him
before his death, and had purposed visiting him at Weimar in returning to England.
I told him I had been to see Goethe the year before, and that I had found him well,

and, though very old, iu the perfect possession of all his faculties. ' Of all his

faculties!' he replied;
'
it is much better to die than to survive them, and better

still to die than live in the apprehension of it; but the worst of all,' he added

thoughtfully,
' would have been to have survived their partial loss, and yet to be

conscious of his state.'—He did not seem to be, however, a great admirer of some
of Goethe's works. Much of his popularity, he observed, was owing to pieces
which, in his latter moments, he might have wished recalled. He spoke with
much feeling. I answered that he must derive great consolation in the reflection

that his own popularity was owing to no such cause. He' remained silent for a

moment, with his eyes fixed on the ground ; when he raised them, as he shook mo
by the hand, I perceived the light-blue eye sparkled with unusual moisture. He
added, 'I am drawing near to the close of my career; I am fast shufiling oft' the

stage. I have been perhaps the most voluminous author of the day ; and it is u
comfort to me to think that I have tried to unsettle no man's faith, to corrupt no
man's principle, and that I have written nothing which, on my death-bed, I should
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wish blotted.' I made no reply; and while we were yet silent, Don Michele Gae-
tnni joined iis, and we walked throiinfh the vast hall into the court of the castle,
where our friends were expectiiiGr "*•

" After breakfast, Sir Walter returned to Rome. The following day he purposed
setting out on his northern journey. It was Friday. I was anxious that he should

prolonnr his stay in Rome; and remindins: him of his superstition, I told him he
oun-bt not to set out on the unlucky day. lie answered, launrhintr,

'

Superstition is

very ])icturesqup, and I make it at times stand me in great stead ; but 1 never allow
it to interfere with interest or convenience.'

" As I helped him down the steep court to his carriage, he said, as he stepped
with pain and difficulty,

» This is a sore change with me. Time was when I would
hunt and shoot witli the best of them, and thought it but a poor day's sport when
I was not on font from ten to twelve hours ; but we must be patient.'
"I handed him into his carriage ; and in taking leave of me, he pressed me, with

eager hospitality, to visit him at Abbotsford. The door closed upon him, and I

stood for some moments watching the carriage till it was out of sight, as it wound
through the portal of the Castle of Bracciano.

" Next day, Friday, May 11, Sir Walter left Rome.
"
During his stay there he had received every mark of attention and respect from

the Italians, who in not crowding to visit him were deterred only by their delicacy
and their dread of intruding on an invalid. The use of villas, libraries, and mu-
seums was pressed upon him. This enthusiasm was by no means confined to the

higher orders. His fame, and even his works, are familiar to all classes—the stalls

are filled with translations of his novels, in the cheapest forms ; and some of the
most popular })lays and operas have been founded upon them. Some time after he
left Italy, when I was travelling in the mountains of Tuscany, it has more than
once occurred to me to be stopped in little villages, hardly accessible to carriages,

by an eager admirer of Sir Walter, to enquire after the health of my illustrious

countrvman."

The last jotting of Sir Walter's Diary
—

perhaps the last specimen
of his handwriting

—records his starting from Naples on the 16th of

April. After the 1 1th of May the story can hardly be told too briefly.
The irritation of impatience, which had for a moment been suspend-

ed by the aspect and society of Rome, returned the moment he found
himself on the road, and seemed to increase hourly. His companions
could with difficulty prevail on him to see even the Falls of Terni, or

the Church of Santa Croce at Florence. On the 17th, a cold and

dreary day, they passed the Apennines, and dined on the top of the

mountains. The snow and the pines recalled Scotlaixl, and he ex-

pressed pleasure at the sight of them. That night they reached Bologna,
and he would see none of the interesting objects there—and next day,

hurrying in like manner through Ferrara, he proceeded as far as Mon-
selice. On the lJ)th he arrived at A^enice; and he remained there till

the 23d
; but showed no curiosity about any thing except the Bridge

of Sighs and the adjoining dungeons
—down into which he would

scramble, though the exertion was exceedingly painful to him. On
the other historical features of that place

—one so sure in other days
to have inexhaustible attractions for him—he would not even look ;

and it Mas the same with all that he came within reach of—even with
the fondly anticipated chapel at Inspruck

—as ihey ])roceeded through
the Tyrol, and so onwards, by Munich, Ulm, and Heidelberg, to

Frankfort. Here (June 5) he entered a bookseller's shop; and the

people seeing an English party, bi-ought out among the first things a

lithographed print of Abbotsford. He said,
"

I know that already,
sir," and hastened back to the inn without beins; reco2:nised. Though
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in some parts of the journey they had very severe weather, he
repeat-

edly wished to travel all the night as well as all the day ; and the

symptoms of an aj)pr()aching fit wore so olnious, that he was more
than once bled, ere they reached ^layence, by the hand of his aliec-

tionate domestic.

At this town they embarked on the 8th June in the Rhine steam-

boat; and while they descencied the famous river through its most

picturesque region, he seemed to enjoy, though he said nothing, the

perhaps unrivalled scenery it presented to him. His eye was fixed on

the successive crags and castles, and ruined monasteries, each of

which had been celebrated in some German ballad familiar to his car,

and all of them blended in the immortal panorama of Childe Harold.

But so soon as he resumed his carriage at Cologne, and nothing but

flat shores, and here and there a grove of poplars and a village spire

were offered to the vision, the weight of misery sunk down again upon
him. It was near Nimeguen, on the evening of the 9th, that he sus-

tained another serious attack of apoplexy, combined with paralysis.
Nicolson's lancet restored, after the lapse of some minutes, the signs
of animation ; but this was the crowning blow. Next day he insisted

on resuming liis journey, and on the 11th was lifted from the carriage
into a steam-boat at Rotterdam.

He reached London about six o'clock on the evening of Wednesday
the 13th of June. Owing to the unexpected rapidity ol the journey,
his eldest daughter had had no notice w hen to expect him ; and fearful

of finding her either out of town, or unprepared to receive him and his

attendants under her roof, Charles Scott drove to the St. James's

hotel in Jermyn Street, and established his quarters there before he set

out in quest of his sister and myself When we reached the hotel, he

recognised us wnth every mark of tenderness, but signified that he was

totally exhausted ; so no attempt was made to remove him further,

and he was put to bed immediately. Dr. Ferguson saw him the same

night, and next day Sir Henry Haltord and Dr. Holland saw him also :

and during the next three weeks the t^vo former visited him daily,
while Ferguson was scarcely absent from his pillow. The Major was
soon on the spot. To his children, all assembled once more about him,
he repeatedly gave his blessing in a very solemn manner, as if expect-

ing immediate death, but he was never in a condition for conversation,

and sunk either into sleep or delirious stupor upon the slightest effort.

Mrs. Thomas Scott came to town as soon as she heard of his arrival,

and remained to help us. She was more than once recognised and
thanked. IVIr. Cadell too arrived from Edinburgh, to render any
assistance in his power. I think Sir Walter saw no other of his friends

except Mr. John Richardson, and him only once. As usual, he woke

up at the sound of a familiar voice, and made an attempt to put forth

his hand, but it dropped powerless, and he said, with a smile,
" Excuse

my hand." Richardson made a struggle to suppress his emotion, and.

after a moment, got out something about Abbotsford and the woods,
w^hich he had happened to see • shortly before. The eye brightened,
and he said,

" How does Kirklands get on ?" Mr. Richardson had

lately purchased the estate so called on the Teviot, and Sir Walter

had left him busied witJi plans of building. His friend told him that

Vol. II. 4R
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his new house was begun, and that the Marquis of Lothian had veiv

kindly lent him one ot" his own, meantime, in its vicinity.
"
Ay, Lord

Lotiiian is a good man," said Sir Wahcr: "lie is a man from whom
one may receive a favour, and that's saying a good deal for any man
in these days." The stupor then sank back upon him, and Richardson
never heard his voice acjain. This state of things continued till the

beginning of July.

During these melancholy weeks great interest and sympathy were
manifested. Allan Cunningham mentions that, walking home late one

night, lie found several working-men standing together at the corner
of Jermyn Street, and one of them asked him, as if there was but one
death-bed in London, " Do you know, sir, if this is the street where he
is lying ?" The inquiries both at the hotel and at my house were in-

cessant ; and I think there was hardly a member of the royal family
who did not send every day. The newspapers teemed with para-

graphs about Sir Walter; and one of these, it appears, threw out a

suggestion that his travels had exhausted his pecuniary resources, and
that if he were capable of reflection at all, cares of that sort might
probably harass his pillow. This paragraph came from a very ill-

informed, but, I daresay, a well-meaning quarter. It caught the atten-

tion of some members of the then Government ; and, in consequence,
I received a private communication, to the efiect that, if the case were
as stated, Sir Walter's family had only to say what sum would relieve

him from embarrassment, and it would be immediately advanced by
the Treasurv. The then Pavmaster of the Forces, Lord John Russell,

had the delicacy to convey this message through a lady with whose

friendship he knew us to be honoured. We expressed our grateful
sense of his politeness, and of the liberality of the Government, and I

now beg leave to do so once more ; but his Lordship was of course

informed that Sir Walter Scott was not situated as the journalist had

represented.
Dr. Ferguson's memorandum on Jermyn Street will be acceptable

to the reader. He says :
—

" When I saw Sir Walter he was lying in the second floor back-room of the St.

James's Hotel, in Jermyn Street, in a state of stupor, from which, however, he
could be roused for a moment by being addressed, and then he recognised those
about him, but immediately relapsed. I think I never saw any thing more magni-
ficent than the S3'mmetry of his colossal bust, as he lay on the pillow with his chest
and neck exposed. During the time he was in Jermyn Street he was calm but
never collected, and in general either in absolute stupor or in a waking dream. He
never seemed to know where he was, but imagined himself to be still in the steam-
boat. The rattling of carriages, and the noises of the street sometimes disturbed
this illusion, and then he fancied himself at the polling booth of Jedburgh, where
he had been insulted and stoned.

"
During the whole of this period of apparent helplessness, the great features of

his character could not be mistaken. He always exhibited great self-possession,
and acted his part with wonderful power whenever visited, though he relapsed the

next moment into the stujjor from which strange voices had roused him. A gentle-
man stumbled over a chair in his dark room ;

—he immediately started up, and

though unconscious that it was a friend, expressed as much concern and feeling as

if he had never been labouring under the irritability of disease. It was impossible
even for those who most constantly saw and waited on him in his then deplorable
condition, to relax from the habitual deference which he had always inspired. He
expressed his will as determinedly as ever, and enforced it with the same apt and

good-natured irony as he was wont to use.
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*' At length his constant yearning to return to Abbotsford induced his physicians
to consent to his removal, and the moment this was notified to him it seemed to

infuse new vigour into his frame. It was on a cahn, clear afternoon of thn 7th

July, that every preparation was made for his embarkation on board the steam-boat.

He was placed on a chair by his faithful servant Nicolson, half-dressed, and loosely

wrapt in a quilted dressing-gown. He requested Lockhart and myself to wheel
him towards the light of the open window, and we both remarked the vigorous
lustre of his eye. He sat there silently gazing on space for more than half an

hour, apparently wholly occupied with his own thoughts, and having no distinct

perception of where he was or how he came there. He suffered himself to be

lifted into his carriage, which was surrounded by a crowd, among whom were many
gentlemen on horseback, who had loitered about to gaze on the scene.

" His children were deeply affected, and Mrs. Lockhart trembled from head to

foot and wept bitterly. Thus surrounded by those nearest to him, he alone was
unconscious of the cause or the depth of their grief, and while yet alive seemed to

be carried to his grave."

-On this liis last journey Sir Walter was attended by his two daugh-
ters, Mr. Cadell, and myself

—and also by Dr. James Watson, who

(it being impossible for Dr. Ferguson to leave town at that moment)
kindly undertook to see him safe at Abbotsford. We embarked in the

James Watt steam-boat, the master of which (Captain John Jamieson),
as well as the agent of the proprietors, made every arrangement in

their power for the convenience of the invalid. The Captain gave up for

Sir Walter's use his own private cabin, which was a separate erection,

a sort of cottage, on the deck; and he seemed unconscious, alter laid

in bed there, that any new removal had occurred. On arriving at

Newhaven, late on the 9th, we found careful preparations made for

his landing by the manager of the Shipping Company (Mr. Hamilton);
and Sir Walter, prostrate in his carriage, was slung on shore, and con-

veyed from thence to Douglas's hotel, in St. Andrew's Square, in the

same complete apparent imconsciousness. Mrs. Douglas had in for-

mer days been the Duke of Buccleuch's housekeeper- at Bowhill, -and

she and her husband had also macfc the most suitable provision. At
a very early hour on the morning of Wednesday the 11th, we again

placed him in his carriage, and he lay in the same torpid state during
the first two stao-es on the road to Tweedside. But as we descended

the vale of the Gala he began to gaze about him, and by degrees it was
obvious that he was recognising the features of that familiar landscape.

Presently he murmured a name or two—" Gala Water, surely
—Buck-

holm—Torwoodlee.'' As we rounded the hill at Ladhopc, and the

outline of the Eildons burst on him, he became greatly excited, and

when turning himself on the couch his eye caught at length his own
towers, at the distance of a mile, he sprang up with a cry of delight.
The river being in flood we had to go round a few miles by Melrose

bridge, and during the time this occupied, his woods and house being
within prospect, it required occasionally both Dr. Watson's strength
and mine, in addition to Nicolson's, to keep him in the carriage. After

passing the bridge, the road for a couple of miles loses sight of Abbots-

ford, and he relapsed into his stupor; but on gaining the bank imme-
diatelv above it, his excitement became afjain ungovernable.

Mr. Laidlaw was waiting at the porch, and assisted us in lifting him
into the dining-room, where his bed had been preparecj. He sat be-

wildered for a few moments, and then resting his eve on Laidlaw,
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said, "Ila! Willie Laidlaw! O man, how often have I thought of

you !" By this time his dogs had assembled about his ehair—they
began to Aiwn upon him and lick his hands, and he alternately sobbed
and smiled over them, until sleep ojipressed him.

Dr. Watson having consulted on all things with Mr. Ciarkson and
his father, resigned the patient to them, and returned toLondozi. None
of them could have any hope, but that of soothing irritation. Reco-

\-ery was no longer to lie thought of; but there might be Euthan-
asia.

And yet something like a ray of hope did break in upon us next

morning. Sir Walter awoke perfectly conscious where he was, and

expressed an ardent wish to be carried out into his garden. We pro-
cured a Bath chair from Huntly-Burn, and Laidlaw and I wheeled
him out before his door, and uj) and down for some time on the turf,

and among the rose-beds then in full bloom. The grand-children ad-

mired the new vehicle, and would be helping in their way to push it

about. He sat in silence, smiling placidly on them and the dogs their

companions, and now and tlien admiring the house, the screen of the

garden, and the flowers and trees. By and by he conversed a little,

very composedly, with us—said he was happy to be at home—that he
felt better than he had ever done since he left it, and would perhaps
disappoint the doctors after all.

He then desired to be wheeled through his rooms, and we moved
him leisurely for an hour or more up and down the hall and the great

library :
''

I have seen much," he ke])t saying,
'• but nothing like my

ain house—give me one turn more !" He was gentle as an infant,

and allowed himself to be put to bed again, the moment we told him
that we thought lie had had enousrh for one dav.

Next morning he was still better; after again enjoying the Bath
chair for perhaps a couple of hours out of doors, he desired to be drawn
into the library, and placed by the central window, that he might look

down upon the Tweed. Here he expressed a wish that I should read
to him, and when I asked from what book, he said—" Need you ask ?

There is but one." I chose the 14th chapter of St. John's Gospel; he

listened with mild devotion, and said when I had done,
"
Well, this is

a great comfort—I have followed you distinctly, and I feel as if I were

yet to be myself again." In this placid frame he was again put to bed,
and had many hours of soft slumber.

On the third day Mr. Laidlaw and I again wheeled him about the

small piece of lawn and shrubbery in front of the house for some time,
and the weather being delightful, and all the richness of summer around

him, he seemed to taste fully the balmy influences of nature. The sun

getting very strong, we halted the chair in a shady corner, just within

the verixe of his verdant arcade around the court-wall: and breathinc:

the coolness of the spot, he said, "read me some amusing thing
—read

me a bit of Crabbe." I brought out the first volume of his old favourite

that I could lay hand on, and turned to what I remembered as one of

his most favourite passages in it—the description of the arrival of the

Players in the Borough. He listened with great interest, and also, as

I soon perceived, with great curiosity. Every now and then he ex-

claimed,
"
Capital

—excellent—very good
—Crabbe has lost nothing"
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—and \vc were loo well satisfied that he considered himself as lioarini;

a new prodiu'tion, when, chuckling over one con])let, he said,
" Better

and better—but how will poor Terry endure these cuts !" I went on
with the po(n's terrible sarcasms upon the thcatrir-al lite, and he listened

eagerly, muttering, "Honest Dan!"—"Dan won't like this." At length
I reached those lines,

" Sad happy race I soon raised and soon depressed,
Your days all passed in jeopardy and jest :

Poor witiiout prudence, with atllictions vain,

Not warned by misery, nor enriched by gain."

" Shut the book," said Sir Walter,—"
I can't stand more of this—it

will touch Terry to the very quick."'

On the morning of Sunday the l.'kh he was again taken out into the

little pleasaunce, and got as far as his favourite terrace-walk between

the garden and the river, from which he seemed to survey the valley
and the hills with much satisfaction. On re-entering the house, he de-

sired me to read to him from the New Testament, and after that he again
called for a little of Crabbc ; but whatever I selected from that poet
seemed to be listened to as if it made part of some new volume pub-
lished while he was in Italy. He attended with this sense of novelty
even to the tale of Phccbe Dawson, which not many months before he

could have repeated every line of, and which I chose for one of these

readings, because, as is known to every one, it had formed the last

solace of Mr. Fox's deathbed. On the contrary his recollection of

whatever I read from the Bible appeared to be lively; and in the after-

noon, when w'e made his grandson, a child of six years, repeat some
of Dr. Watts' hymns by his chair, he seemed also to remember them

perfectly. That evening he heard the Church service, and when I was
about to close the book, said "

why do you omit the visitation for the

sick ?"—which I added accordingly.
On Monday he remained in bed and seemed extremely feeble ; but

after breakfast on Tuesday the 17th, he appeared revived somewhat,
and was again wheeled about on the turf. Presently he fell asleep in

his chair, and after dozing for perhaps half an hour, started awake,
and shaking the plaids we had put about him from ofT his shoulders,

said,
" This is sad idleness. I shall forget what I have been thinking

of, if I don't set it down now. Take me into my own room, and fetch

the keys of my desk." He repeated this so earnestly that we could

not refuse ; his daughters went into his study, opened his writing-desk,
and laid paper and pens in the usual order, and I then moved him

through the hall and into the spot where he had always been accus-

tomed to work. When the chair was placed at the desk, and he

found himself in the old position, ho smiled and thanked us, and said,

' Now give me my pen, and leave me for a little to myself.' Sophia

put the pen into his hand, and he endeavoured to close his fingers upon
it, but they refused their olhce—it dropped on the paper. He sank

back among his pillows, silent tears rolling down his cheeks ; but com-

posing himself by and by, motioned to me to wheel him out of doors

again. Laidlaw met us at the porch, and took his turn of the chair.

Sir Walter, after a little while, again dropt into slumber. When he

was awaking, Laidlaw said to me. " Sir Walter has had a little re-

62
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pose."
" No, Willie," said he—" no repose for Sir Walter but in the

grave." The tears again rushed from his eyes.
" Friends," said he,

" don't let me expose myself
—

ijjot me to bed—that's the only place."*
With this scene ended our glimpse of daylight. Sir Walter never,

I think, left his room afterwards, and hardly his bed, except for an
hour or two in the middle of the day ; and after another week he was
unable even for this. During a few days he was in a state of painful
irritation—and I saw realized all that he had himself prefigured in his

description of the meeting between Crystal Croftangry and his para-

lytic friend. Dr. Ross came out from Edinburgh, bringing with him
his wife, one of the dearest nieces of the Clerk's Table. Sir Walter
with some difficulty recognised the Doctor—but, on hearing Mrs.

Ross's voice, exclaimed at once " Isn't that Kate Hume !" These
kind friends remained for tw^o or three days \vith us. Clarkson's

lancet was pronounced necessary, and the relief it ailbrdcd was, I am
happy to say, very efiectual.

After this he declined daily, but still there w^as great strength to be

wasted, and the process was long. He seemed, how'ever, to sutler no

bodily pain, and his mind, though hopelessly obscured, appeared, when
there was any symptom of consciousness, to be dwelling, with rare

exceptions, on serious and solemn things : the accent of the voice grave,
sometimes awiul, but never querulous, and very seldom indicative of

any angry or resentful thoughts. Now and then he imagined himself

to be administering justice as Sheriff; and once or twice he seemed
to be ordering Tom Purdie about trees. A few times also, I am sorry
to say, we could perceive that his fancy was at Jedburgh

—and Burk
Sir Walter escaped him in a melancholy tone. But commonly what-

ever we could follow him in was a fragment of the Bible (especially
the Prophecies of Isaiah, and the Book of Job)

—or some petition in

the litany
—or a verse of some psalm (in the old Scotch metrical ver-

sion)
—or of some of the magnificent hymns of the Romish ritual, in

which he had always delighted, but which probably hung on his

memory now in connexion with the church services he had attended

while in Italy. We very often heard distinctly the cadence of the

Dies Ircp ; and I think the very last stanza that we could make out,

was the first of a still greater favourite.—
" Stabat Mater dolorosa,

• Juxta cruccm lachrymosa,
Dum pendebat Filius."

All this time he continued to recognise his daughters, Laidlaw, and

myself, whenever we spoke to him—and received every attention with

a most touching thankfulness. Mr. Clarkson, too, w-as always saluted

with the old courtesy, though the cloud opened but a moment for him
to do so. Most truly might it be said that the gentleman survived the

genius.
After two or three weeks had passed in this way, I was obliged to

leave Sir Vv''alter for a single day, and go into Edinburgh to transact

* As tliis is the last time I name Mr. Laidlaw, I may as well mention that this most
excellent and amiable man is now Factor on the estate of Sir Charles Lockhart Ross,

Bart, of Balnagowan, in Rosshirc.
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business, on his account, with Mr. Henry Cockburn (now Lord Cock-

burn), then ISohcitor-Gcneral for Scotland. The Scotch Reform Bill

tlirew a si;reat burden of now duties and rospunsiljilities upon the

Sherills; anil Scott's Siierill-substitute, the Laird of Ilac-burn, not

having; been regularly educated for the law, found himself incompetent
to encounter these novelties, especially as regarded the registration of

voters, and other details connected with the recent enlargement of the

electoral franchise. Under such circumstances, as no one but the

Sheriff could aj)point another Substitute, it became necessary for Sir

Walters family to communicate the state he was in in a formal manner
to the Law Olficers of the Crown; and the Lord Advocate (Mr. Jef-

frey), in consequence, introduced and carried through Parliament a

short bill (2 and 3 William IV. cap. 101), authorizing the Government
to appoint a new Sheritl' of Selkirkshire, "during the incapacity or

non-resignation of Sir Walter Scott." It was on this bill that the

Solicitor-General had expressed a wish to converse with me ; but there

was little to be said, as the temporary nature of the new appointment

gave no occasion for any pecuniary question ; and, if that had been

otherwise, the circumstances of the case would have rendered Sir

Walter's family entirely inditferent upon such a subject. There can
be no doubt, that if he had recovered in so far as to be capable of

executing a resignation, the Government would have considered it

just to reward thirty-two years' faithful services by a retired allow-

ance equivalent to his salary
—and as little that the Government would

liave had sincere satisfaction in settling that matter in the shape most

acceptable to himself. And perhaps (though I feel that it is scarcely
worth while) I may as well here express my regret that a statement

highly unjust and injurious should have found its way into the pages
of some of Sir Walter's preceding biographers. These writers have

thought fit to insinuate that there was a want of courtesy and respect
on the part of the Lord Advocate, and the other official persons con-

nected with this arrangement. On the contrary, nothing could be

more handsome and delicate than the whole of their conduct in it ; Mr.
Cockburn could not have entered into the case with greater feeling and

tenderness, had it concerned a brother of his own ; and when Mr.

Jeffirey introduced his bill in the House of Commons, he used language
so graceful and touching, that both Sir Robert Peel and Mr. Croker

w^ent across the House to thank him cordially for it.

Perceiving, towards the close of August, that the end was near, and

thinking it very likely that Abbotstbrd might soon undergo many
changes, and myself, at all events, never sep it again, I felt a desire to

have some image preserved of the interior apartments as occupied by
their founder, and invited from Edinburgh for that purpose Sir Walter's

dear friend, William Allan—whose presence, I well knew, w^ould even

under the circumstances of that time be nowise troublesome to any of

the family, but the contrary in all respects. Mr. Allan willingly com-

plied, and executed a seriesof beautiful drawings, which may probably
be engraved hereafter. He also shared our watchings, and witnessed

all but the last moments. Sir Walter's cousins, the ladies of Ashestiel,

came down frequently, for a day or two at a time ; and did whatever

sisterly atfection could prompt, both for the suflerer and his daughters.
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Mks Barbara Scott (daughter of his uncle Thomas), and Mrs. Scott,
ol' Harden, iHd the hke.

As I was dressing on the morning of Monday the 17th of September,
Nicolson came into my room, and told me that his master had awoke
in a state of composure and consciousness, and wished to see me im-

mediately. I i'ound him entirely himsclt", though in the last extreme of
feebleness. His eye was clear and calm—every trace of the wild fire

of delirium extinguished. "Lockhart," he said "
I may have but a

minute to speak to you. My dear, be a good man—be virtuous—be

religious
—be a good man. Nothing else will give you any comfort

^vhen you come to lie here."—He paused, and I said,
" Shall I send

for Sophia and Anne?"—"No," said he, "don't disturb them. Poor
souls i I know they were up all night

—God bless you all."—With this

he sunk into a very tranquil sleep, and, indeed, he'scarcely afterwards

gave any sign of consciousness, except for an instant on the arrival of
his sons. They, on learning that the scene was about to close, obtain-
ed anew leave of absence from their posts, and both reached Abbots-
ford on the I9th. About half-past one p. m., on the 21st of September,
Sir Walter breathed his last, in the presence of all his children. It

was a beautiful day—so warm that every window was wide open
—

and so perfectly still, that the sound of all others most delicious to his

ear, the gentle ripple of the Tweed over its pebbles, was distinctly
audible as we knelt around the bed, and his eldest son kissed and
closed his eyes.
No sculptor ever modelled a more majestic image of repose :—

KsiTo
fAs'yaj iisyaKugi, 'Xs'ka.aix.ivUs te'cJoCuvawv.

Almost every newspaper that announced this event in Scotland, and
many in England, had the signs of mourning usual on the demise of a

king. With hardly an exception, the voice was that of universal, un-
mixed grief and veneration.

It was considered due to Sir Walter's physicians, and to the public,
that the nature of his malady should be distinctly ascertained. The
result was, that there appeared the traces of a very slight molhfication
in one part of iJie substance of the brain.*

His funeral was conducted in an unostentatious manner, but the
attendance was very great. Few of his old friends then in Scotland
were absent, and many, both friends and strangers, came from a great
distance. His old domestics and foresters made it their petition°that
no hireling hand might assist in carrying his remains. They them-
selves bore the coffin to the hearse, and from the hearse to the grave.The pall-bearers were his sons, his son-in-law, and his little grandson ;

» "
Abhotsford, Sept. 23, 1832.—This forenoon, in presence of Dr. Adolphus Ross, from

Edinburgh, and my father, I proceeded to examine the liead of Sir Walter Scott.
"On removing the upper part of the cranium, the vessels on the surface of the brain

appeared slightly turgid, and on cutting into the brain the cineriloiis substance was found
of a darker hue than natural, and a greater than usual quantity of scrum in the ventricles.

Exceptmg these ai)pearances, the right hemisphere seemed in a healthy state, but in the
left, m the choroid plexus, three distinct, though small hydatids were found ; and on reach-
mg the corpus striatum it was discovered diseased—a considerable portion of it being in a
state of ramolissement. The blood-vessels were in a healthy state. The brain was not
large—and the cranium thinner than it is usually found to be.

J. B. Clarkson."
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his cousins, Charles Scott of Nesbitt, James Scott of Jcdburt^h (sons
to his uncle Thomas), William Scott of Raehurn, R(»l)ert lluthertord,

Clerk to the Sii^net, Cohjnel (now Sir James) llussell of Ashe.stiel,

William Keith (brother to Sir Alexander Kuiih ol' llavclslone), and
the chief of his family, Hugh Scott of Harden, now Litrd i'olwarth.

When the company were assembled, according to the usual Scotch

fashion, prayers were oU'ered up by the very Reverend Dr. Haird. Prin-

cipal of the University of Edinburgh, and by the Reverend iJr. David

Dickson, minister of St. Cuthbert's, who both expatiated in a very
striking manner on the virtuous example of the deceased.

The court-yard and all the precincts of Abbotsford were crowded
Avith uncovered spectators as the procession was arranged ; and as it

advanced through Darnick and Melrose, and the adjacent villages, the

whole population appeared at their doors in like manner, almost all in

black. The train of carriages extended, I understand, over more than

a mile—the Yeomanry followed in great numbers on horseback—and
it was late in the day ere we reached Dryburgh. Some accident, it

was observed, had caused the hearse to halt for several minutes on
the summit of the hill at Bemerside—exactly where a prospect of

remarkable richness opens, and where Sir Walter always had been

accustomed to rein up his horse. The day was dark and lowering,
and the wind high.
The wide enclosure at the abbey of Dryburgh was thronged with

old and young ; and when the cofhn was taken from the hearse, and

again laid on the shoulders of the afflicted serving-men, one deep sob

burst from a thousand
lips. Mr. Archdeacon Williams read the Bu-

rial Service of the Church of England ; and thus, about half past five

o'clock in the evening of Wednesday the 26th September, 1832, the

remains of Sir Walter Scott were laid by the side of his wife in the

sepulchre of his ancestors—" m sure and certain hope of the resurrec-

tion to eternal life, through our Lord Jesus Christ ; who shall change
our vile body that it may he like unto his glorious body, according to the

mighty icorking, whereby he is able to subdue all things to himself."

CHAPTER XLVIII.

CONCLUSION.

* We read in Solomon, " The heart knoweth his own bitterness, and
a stranger doth not intermeddle with his joy ;" and a wise poet of our

own time thus beautifully expands the saying:
" Why should we faint and fear to live alone,

Since all alone, so Heaven has willed, we die,

Nor even the tenderest heart, and nest our own.
Knows half the reasons why we smile and sigh ?"•

Such considerations have always induced me to regard with small

• See Keble's Christian Year, p. 261.

Vol. II. 4S 62*
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respect, any attempt to delineate fully and exactly any human being's
character. I distrust, even in very humble cases, our capacity tor

judging our neighbour fairly ; and I cannot hut pity the presumption
that must swell in the heart and brain of any ordinary brother of the

race, when he dares to pronounce, ex cathedra, on the whole structure

and complexion of a great mind, from the comparatively narrow and.

scanty materials which can by possibility have been placed before

him. Nor is the dilliculty to my view lessened,—perhaps it is rather

increased, when the great man is a great artist. It is true that many
of the feelings common to our nature can only be expressed adequately,
and that some of the finest of them can only be expressed at all, in

the language of art ;
and more especially in the language of poetry.

But it is equally true, that high and sane art never attempts to express
that for which the artist does not claim and expect general sympathy ;

and however much of what we had thought to be our own secrets he
ventures to give shape to, it becomes, I can never help believing, mo-
dest understandings to rest convinced that there remained a world of

deeper mysteries to Avhich the dignity of genius would refuse any
utterance.

I have therefore endeavoured to lay before the reader those parts
of Sir Walter's character to which we have access, as they were in-

dicated in his sayings and doings through the long series of his years—
making use, whenever it was possible, of his own letters and diaries

rather than of anv other materials :
—but refrained from obtrudina:

almost any thing of comment. It was my wish to let the character

develope itself: and conscious that I have wilfully withheld nothing
that might assist the mature reader to arrive at just conclusions, I am
by no means desirous of drawing out a detailed statement of my ow^n.

I am not going to "
peep and botanize" upon his grave. But a few

general observations w ill be forgiven, perhaps expected.
I believe that if the history of any one family in upper or middle

life could be faithfullv written, it mi£;ht be as £renerallv interestinar. and
as permanently usel'ul, as that of any nation, however great and re-

nowned. But literature has never produced any worthy book of this

class, and probably it never will. The only lineages in which we can

pretend to read personal character far back, with any distinctness, are

those of kings and princes, and a few noble houses of the first emi-

nence ; and it hardly needed Swift's biting satire to satisfy the student

of the past, that the very highest pedigrees are as uncertain as the

very lowest. We flatter the reigning monarch, or his haughtier satel-

lite, by tracing in their lineaments ihe mighty conqueror or profound

legislator of a former century. But call up the dead, according to

the Dean's incantation, and we might have the real ancestor in some
chamberlain, confessor, or musician.

Scott himself delighted, perhaps above all other books, in such as

approximate to the character of good family histories,
—as, for exam-

ple, Godscroft's House of Douglas and Angus, and the Memorie of

the Somervilles,—which last is, as far as I know% the best of its class

in any language ; and his reprint of the trivial
" Memorials of the

Haliburtons," to whose dust he is now gathered, was but one of a

thousand indications of his anxiety to realize his own ancestry to his
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imagination. No testamentary deed, instrument of contract, or entry
in a parish register, seemed valueless to him, if it bore in any manner,

however obscure or distant, on the i)ersonul history of any of his

ascertainable predecessors. The chronicles of the race furnished the

fire-side talk to which he listened in infancy at Smailholm, and his

first rhvmes were those of Satchels. His physical infirmity was
reconciled to him, even dignified perhaps, by tracinj^

it back to fore-

fathers who acquired famousness in their own way, in
sjiite

of such

disadvantages. These studies led by easy and inevitable links to those

of the history of his province generally, and then of his native king-

dom. The faujp oi' his zeal burnt on bricjhter and brighter amidst the

dust of parchments ; his love and pride vivihed whatever he hung
over in these dim records ; and patient antiquarianism, long brooding;

and meditating, became gloriously transmuted into the winged spirit

of national poetry.
Whatever he had in himself he would lain have made out a here-

ditary claim for. He often spoke both seriously and sportively on the

subject. He had assembled about him in his " own great parlour," as

he called it—the room in which he died—all the pictures of his ances-

tors that he could come by; and in his most genial evening mood he

seemed never to weary of perusing them. The Cavalier of Killi-

crankie, brave, faithful, learned, and romantic old " Beardie," a deter-

mined but melancholy countenance, was never surveyed without a

repetition of the solitary Latin rhyme of his Vow. He had, of course,

no portraits of the elder heroes of Harden to lecture upon; but a

skilful hand had supplied the same wall with a fanciful delineation of

the rough wooing of '• Meikle-mouthed Meg ;" and the only historical

picture, properly so called, that he ever bespoke, was to be taken (for

it was never executed) from the Raid o' the Redswire, when
" The Laird's Wat, that worthy man.

Brought in that surname weel beseen ;

And
The Ruthcrfords with ffreat renown.

Convoyed the town o' Jedbrugh out."

The ardent but sagacious
"
goodman of Sandyknowe" hangs by the

side of his father,
•• Bearded Wat ;" and often, when moralizing in his

latter day over the doubttul condition of his ultimate fortunes, Sir

W^alter would point to '• Honest Robin," and say,
" Blood will out :

—
my building and planting was but his buying the hunter before he

stocked his sheep-walk over again." "And yet," I once heard him

say, glancing to the likeness of his own staid calculating father,
'•

It

was a wonder, too—for I have a thread of the attorney in me." And

so, no doubt, he had ; for the " elements" were mingled in him curi-

ously, as well as '•

gently."
An imagination such as his, concentrating its day-dreams on things

of this order, soon shaped out a world of its own—to which it would

fain acconnnodate the real one. The love of his country became

indeed a passion ; no knight ever tilted for his mistress, more willingly

than he would have bled and died, to preserve even the airiest sur-

viving nothing of her antique pretensions for Scotland. But the Scot-
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land of his aflections had the clan Scott for her kernel. Next and

ahnost ecjual to the throne was Buccleuch. Fancy rebuilt and most

prodigally embellished the whole system of the social existence of the

middle ages, in which the clansman (wherever there were clans)

acknowledged practically no sovereign but his chief. The author of

''the Lay" would rather' have seen liis heir carry tiie Banner of Bel-

Icnden gallantly at a foot-ball match on Carterhaugh, than he would

have heard that the boy had attained the highest honours of the first

university in Europe. His original pride was to be an acknowledged
member of one of the "honourable families" whose progenitors had

been celebrated by ISatchels for following this banner in blind obedi-

ence to the patriarchal leader ; his first and last worldly ambition was

to be himself the founder of a distinct branch ;
he desired to plant a

lasting root, and dreamt not of personal fame, but of long distant

generations rejoicing in the name of " Scott of Abbotsford." By this

idea all his reveries—all his aspirations
—all his plans and efforts, were

overshadowed and controlled. The great object and end only rose

into clearer day-light, and swelled into more substantial dimensions,

as public applause strengthened his confidence in his own powers and

faculties ;
and when he had reached the summit of universal and

unrivalled honour, he clung to his first love with the faith of a Paladin.

It is easy enough to smile at all this ; many will not understand it, and

some who do may pity it. But it was at least a diflerent thing from

the modern vulgar ambition of amassing a fortune and investing it in

land. The lordliest vision of acres would have had little charm for

him, unless they were situated on Ettrick or Yarrow^ or in

" Pleasant Tiviedale

Fast by the river Tweed"

somewhere within the primeval territory of " the Rough Clan."

His worldly ambition was thus grafted on that ardent feeling for

blood and kindred, which was the great redeeming element in the

social life of what we call the middle ages ; and— though no man
estimated the solid advantages of modern existence more justly than

he did when, restraining his fancy, he exercised his graver faculties

on the com])arison
—it was the natural effect of the studies he devoted

himself to and rose by, to indispose him for dwelling on the sober

results of judgment and reason in all such matters. What a striking

passage that is in one of his letters now printed, where he declines to

write a biograj^iiy of Queen Mary,
" because his opinion was contrary

to his feeling !" But he confesses the same of his Jacobitism ; and

yet how^ eagerly does he seem to have grasped at the shadowy iiow-

ever false and futile, under which he chose to see the means of recon-

ciling his Jacobitism with loyalty to the reigning monarch who
befriended him ! We find him, over and over again, alluding to

George IV. as acquiring a title, dr jure, on the death of the poor car-

dinal of York ! Yet who could have known better, that whatever

rights the exiled males of the Stuart line ever possessed, must have

remained entire with their female descendants ?

The same resolution to give imagination her scope, and always in

favour of antiquity, is the ruling principle and charm of all his best

writings ; and he indulged and embodied it so largely in his buildings
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at Abbotsford, that to have curUiiled the exposition of his fond un-

tiring enthusiasm on that score, would have been hkc omitting the

Prince in a cast of Hamlet. So also with all tlie details of his hos-

pitable existence, when he had fairly completed his •' romance in stone

and lime;"— every outline copied from some old baronial edifice in

Scotland—every roof and window blazoned with clan bearings, or the

lion rampant gules, or the heads of the ancient Stuart kings. He
wished to revive the interior life of the castles he had emulated—their

wide open joyous reception of all comers, but especially r»f kinsmen,

allies, and neighbours
—ballads and pibrochs to enliven tlowing bowls

and quaighs
—

jolly hunting fields in which yeoman and gentleman

might ride side by side— and mirthful dances, where no Sir Piercy
Shafton need blush to lead out the miller's daughter. In the brightest
meridian of his genius and fame, this was his beau ideal. All the

rest, however agreeable and flattering, was but " leather and prunella"
to this. There was much kindness surely in such ambition :

—in spite

of the apparent contradiction in terms, was there not really much

humility about it?

To this ambition we owe the gigantic monuments of Scott's genius ;

and to the kindly feelings out of which his ambition grew, grew also

his fatal connexion with merchandise. The Ballantynes were his old

schoolfellows ;
—and the reader has had means to judge whether, when

once embarked in their concerns, he ever could have got out of them

again, until rude calamity, at one blow, broke the meshes of his entan-

glement. I need not recur to that sad and complicated chapter. Nor,

perhaps, need I offer any more speculations, by way of explaining,
and reconciling to his previous and subsequent history and demeanour,
either the mystery in which he had chosen to wrap his commercial

connexions from his most intimate friends, or the portentous careless-

ness with which he abandoned these matters to the direction of negli-

gent and inefficient colleagues. And yet I ought, I rather think, to

have suggested to certain classes of my readers, at a much earlier

stage, that no man can be called either to the English or the Scottish

Bar, who is known to have any direct interest in any commercial

undertaking of any sort ; and that the body of feelings or prejudices
in which this regulation originated

—
(for though there might be sound

reason for it besides, such undoubtedly was the main source)
—

pre-
vailed in Scotland in Sir Walter's youth, to an extent of which the

present generation may not easily form an ade(|uate notion. In the

minds of the " northern noblesse de la robe,'' as the\- are stvled in Red--•'11
gauntlet, such feelings had wide and potent authority; insomuch that

I can understand perfectly how Scott, even after he ceased to prac-
tise at the bar, being still a Sheriff, and a member of the Faculty of

Advocates, should have shrunk very sensitively from the idea of having
his alliance with a tradinjir firm revealed among his comrades of the

gown. And, moreover, the practice of mystery is, perhaps ot all prac-
tices, the one most likely to grow into a habit : se(M"et breeds secret ;

and I ascribe, after all, the long silence about Waverlcy to the matured

influence of this habit, at least as much as to any-of the motives which
the author has thought fit to assijjn in his late confessions.
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But was there not, in fact, something that lay far deeper than a mere

professional prejudice ?

Among many things in Scott's Diaries, which cast strong ligiitupon
the previous part of his history, the reluctance which he confesses him-

self to have always felt towards the resumption of the proper appointed
task, however willing, nay eager, to labour sedulously on something
else, can hardly have escaped the reader's notice. We know how

gallantly he combated it in the general
—but those precious Diaries

themselves are not the least pregnant proofs of the extent to which it

very often prevailed
—for an hour or two at least, if not for the day.

I think this, if we were to go no farther, might help us somewhat in

understanding the neglect about superintending the Messrs. Ballan-

tynes' ledgers and bill books ; and, consequently, the rashness about

buying land, building, and the like.

But to what are we to ascribe the origin of this reluctance towards

accurate and minute investigation and transaction of business of vari-

ous sorts, so important to himself, in a man possessing such extraor-

dinary sagacity, and exercising it every day with such admirable

regularity and precision, in the various capacities of the head of a

family
—the friend—the magistrate

—the most distinguished citizen of

Edinburgh—beyond all comparison the most distinguished member of

society that figured in his time in his native kingdom ?

The whole system of conceptions and aspirations, of which his early
active life was the exponent, resolves itself into a romantic idealiza-

tion of Scottish aristocracy. He desired to secure for his descend-

ants (for himself he had very soon acquired something infinitely more

fluttering to self-love and vanity) a decent and honourable middle

station—in a scheme of life so constituted originally, and which his

fancy pictured as capable of being so revived, as to admit of the

kindliest personal contact between (almost) the peasant at the plough,
and the macifnate with revenues rivallinEj the monarch's. It was the

patriarchal
—the clan system that he thougnt of; one that never pre-

vailed even in Scotland, within the historical period, that is to say,

except in the Highlands, and in his own dear Border-land. This sys-
tem knew nothing of commerce — as little certainly of literature

beyond the raid-ballad of the wandering harper,
—

"
High placed in hall—a w.elcome guest."

His filial reverence of imagination shrunk from marring the antique,
if barbarous, simplicity. I suspect that at the highest elevation of his

literary renown—when princes bowed to his name, and nations

thrilled at it—he would have considered losing all that at a change of

the wind as nothing, compared to parting with his place as the Cadet
of Harden and Clansman of Buccleuch, who had, no matter by what
means, reached such a position, that when a notion arose of embody-
ing

' a Buccleuch legion,' not a Scott in the Forest would have thought
it otherwise than natural for Ahbotsford to be one of the field-officers.

I can, therefore, understand that ne may have, from the very first,

exerted the dispensing power of imagination very liberally, in virtually

absolvins; himself from dwelling on the wood of which his ladder was
to be constructed. Enough was said in a preceding chapter of the
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obvious fact, thai the author of such a scries of romance as his iniist

have, to all intents and purposes, lived more than half his life in worlds

purely fantastic. In one of the last obscure and faltering pages of his

Diary he says, that if any one askcfl him how much of his thoughf
was occupied by the novel then in hand, the answer would iiave been,

that in one sense it never occupied him except when the amanuensis
sat before him, but that in another it was never five minutes out of

his head. Such, I have no doubt, the case had always been. But I

must be excused for doubting whether, when the substantive fiction

actually in process of manufacture was absent from his mind, the

space was often or voluntarily occupied (no positive exterixil duty

interposing) upon the real practical worldly position and business of

the Clerk of Session, of the Sherifl",
—least of all of the printer or

the bookseller.

The sum is, if I read him aright, that he was always willing, in his

ruminative moods, to veil, if possible, from his own optics the kind of

machinery by which alone he had found the means of attaining his

darling objects. Having acquired a perhaps unparalleled power over

the direction of scarcely paralleled faculties, he chose to exert his

power in this manner. On no other supposition can I find his history

intelligible ;
—I mean, of course, the great obvious and marking facts

of his history : for I hope I have sufficiently disclaimed all pretension
to a thorough-going analysis. He appears to have studiously escaped
from w^hatever could have interfered with his own enjoyment

—to have
revelled in the fair results, and waved the wand of obliterating magic
over all besides ; and persisted so long, that (like the sorcerer he cele-

brates) he became the dupe of his own delusions.

It is thus that (not forgetting the subsidiary influence of professional

Edinbm-gh prejudices) I am inclined, on the whole, to account for his

"initiation in the practice of mystery
—a thing, at first sight, so alien

from the frank, open, generous nature of a man, than whom none ever

had or deserved to have more real friends.

The indulgence cost him very dear. It ruined his fortunes—but I

can have no doubt that it did worse than that. I cannot suppose that

a nature like his was fettered and shut up in this way without suffer-

ing very severely from the " cold obstruction." There must have

been a continual " insurrection" in his " state of man ;" and, above

all, I doubt not that what gave him the bitterest pain in the hour of

his calamities, was the feeling of compunction with which he then

found himself obliged to stand before those with whom he had. through
life, cultivated brotherlike friendship, convicted of having kept his

heart closed to them on what they could not but suppose to have been
the chief subjects of his thought and anxiety, in times when they with-

held nothing from him. These, perhaps, were the '• written troubles*"

that had been cut deepest into his brain. I think they were, and believe

it the more, because it was never acknowledged.
If he had erred in the primary indulgence out of which this sprang,

he at least made noble atonement.

During the most energetic years of manhood, he laboured with one

prize in view: and he had just grasped it, as he fancied, securely,
when all at once the vision was dissipated : he found himself naked
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and desolate as Job. IIow he nerved himself against the storm—
how he felt and how he resisted it—how soberly, steadily, and resol-

vedly, he contemplated the possibility of yet, by redoubled exertions,
in so far retrieving his fortunes, as that no man should lose by having
trusted those for whom he had been pledged

—how well he kept his

vow. and what price it cost him to do so.—all this the reader, I doubt
not, appreciates fully. It seems to me that strength of character was
never put to a severer test than when, for labours of love, such as his

had hitherto almost always been—the pleasant exertion of genius for

the attainment of ends that owed all their dignity and beauty to a

poetical fancy
—there came to be substituted the iron pertinacity of

daily and nightly toil in the discharge of a duty, which there was

nothing but the sense of chivalrous honour to make stringent.
It is the iond indulgence of gay fancy in all the previous story that

gives its true value and dignity to the voluntary agony of the sequel,

when, indeed, he appears
-"

Sapiens, sibique imperiosus ;

Quern neque pauperies, neque mors, ncquc vincula terrent;

Rcsponsare cupidinibus, contemncre lionores,

Fortis ; et in seipso tofus, teres atque rotundus,
Externi ne quid valcat per Iwve morari ;

In queni manca ruit semper Fortuna."

The attentive reader will not deny that everv syllable of this proud
ideal has been justified to the letter. But though he boasted of stoicism,

his heroism was somethina; far better than the stoic's : for it was not

founded on a haughty trampling down of all delicate and tender

thoughts and feelings. He lays his heart bare in his Diary ; and we
there read in characters that w^ill never die, how the sternest resolu-

tion of a philosopher may be at once quickened and adorned by the

gentlest impulses of that spirit of love, which alone makes poetry the

angel of life. This is the moment in which posterity will desire to fix

his portraiture. It is then, truly, that

" He sits, 'mongst men, like a descended god ;

He hatli a kind of honour sets him off

More than a mortal seeming."

But the noble exhibition was not a fleeting one ; it was not that a
robust mind elevated itself by a fierce effort for the crisis of an hour.

The martyrdom lasted with his days ; and if it shortened them, let us

remember his own immortal words,—
" Sound, sound tlie clarion, fill the fife,

To all the sensual world proclaim—
One crowded hour of glorious life

Is worth an age without a name."

For the rest, I presume, it will be allowed that no human character,
which we have the opportunity of studying with equal minuteness, had
fewer faults mixed up in its texture. The grand virtue of fortitude,

the basis of all others, was never displayed in higher perfection than
in liim : and it was. as perhaps true courage always is, combined with

an equally admirable spirit of kindness and humanity. His pride, if

we must call it so, undebased by the least tincture of mere vanity, was
intertwined with a most exquisite charity, and was not inconsistent
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with true humility. If ever the principle of kindliness was incnmated
in a mere man, it was in him; and real kindliness can never be hut

modest. In the social relations of life, where men are most ffp'rfii.'illy

tried, no spot can be detected in him. He was a patient, dutiful, re-

verent son; a generous, compassionate, tender husband; an honest,

careful, and most affectionate father. Never was a more virtuous or

a happier fireside than his. The influence of his mighty genius shadow-

ed it imperceptibly ; his calm good sense, and his angelic sweetness of

heart and temper, regulated and softened a strict but paternal disci-

pline. His children, as they grew up, understood by degrees the high

])riviIea:eof their birth : but tiic profkindest sense of his greatness never

disturbed their confidence in his goodness. The buoyant play of his

spirits made him sit young among the young ; parent and son seemed

to live in brotherhood together ; and the chivalry of his imagination
threw a certain air of courteous gallantry into his relations wath his

daughters, which gave a very peculiar grace to the fondness of their

intercourse. Thouf^h there could not be a gentler mother than Ladv
Scott, on those delicate occasions most interesting to young ladies,

they always made their father the first confidant.

To the depth of his fraternal aflection I ascribe, mainly, the only

example of departure from the decorum of polished manners which a

keen observer of him through life ever witnessed in him, or my own

experience and information afford any trace of Injuries done to him-

self no man forgave more easily
—more willingly repaid by benefits.

But it was not so when he first and unexpectedly saw before him the

noble person who, as he considered things at the time, had availed

himself of his parliamentary privilege to cast a shade of insult upon
the character of his next and best-loved brother.

But perhaps the most touching evidence of the lasting tenderness

of his early domestic feeling was exhibited to his executors, when they

opened his repositories in search of his testament, the evening after

his burial. On lifting up his desk, we found arranged in careful order

a series of little objects, which had obviously been so placed there that

his eye might rest on them every morning before he began his tasks.

These were the old-fashioned boxes that had garnished his mother's

toilette, when he, a sickly child, slept in her dressing-room
—the silver

taper-stand which the young advocate had bought for her with his first

five-guinea fee—a row of small packets inscribed with her hand, and

containing the hair of those of her offspring that had died before her
—his father's snuff-box and etui-case—and more things of the like sort,

recalling
" The old familiar faces."

The same feeling was apparent in all the arrangement of his private

apartment. Pictures of his father and mother were the only ones in

liis dressing-room. The clumsy antique cabinets that stood there,

things of a very different class from the beautiful and costly produc-
tions in the public rooms below, had all belonged to the furniture of

George's Square. Even his father's rickety washing-stand, with all

its cramped appurtenances, though excecdinErlv unlike what a man of

Vol. II. 4 T G3
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his very scrupulous habits would have selected in these days, kept its

ground. The whole place seemed fitted up like a little chapel of the

lares.

Such a son and parent could hardly fail in any of the other social

relations. No man was a hrnier or more indefatigable friend. I know
not that he ever lost one: and a few, with whom, during the energetic
middle stage of life, from political

ditlerences or other accidental cir-

cumstances, he lived less familiarly, had all gathered round him. and
renewed their full warmth of early atiection in his later days. There
was enough to diffuitV the connexion in their eves ; but nothing to

chill it on either side. The imagination that so completely mastered

him when he chose to give her the rein, was kept under most deter-

mined control when any of the positive obligations of active life came
into question. A high and pure sense of duty presided over w^hatever

he had to do as a citizen and a magistrate ; and as a landlord, he con-

sidered his estate as an extension of his hearth.

Of his political creed, the many who hold a different one will of

course say that it was the natural fruit of his poetical devotion to the

mere prejudice of antiquity ; and I am quite willing to allow that this

must have had a great share in the matter—and that he himself would
have been as little ashamed of the w'ord prejudice as of the word

antiquity. Whenever Scotland could be considered as standing sepa-
rate on any question from the rest of the empire, he was not only apt,
but eager to embrace the opportunity of again re-hoisting, as it were,
the old signal of national independence ; and I sincerely believe that

no circumstance in his literary career gave him so much personal
satisfaction as the success of Malachi Malagrowthers Epistles. He
confesses, however, in his Diary, that he was aware how much it be-

came him to summon calm reason to battle imaginative pi'epossessions
on this score ; and I am not aware that they ever led him into any
serious practical error. He delighted in letting his fancy run wild

about ghosts and witches and horoscopes
—but I venture to say, had

he sat on the judicial bench a hundred years before he was born, no
man would have been more certain to give juries sound direction in

estimating the pretended evidence of supernatural occurrences of any
sort ; and I believe, in like manner, that had any Anti-English faction,

civil or religious, sprung up in his own time in Scotland, he would
have done more than any other man living could have hoped to do,

for putting it down. He was on all practical points a steady, conscien-

tious Tory of the school of William Pitt ; who, though anti-revolu-

tionist, was certainly any thing but an anti-reformer. He rejected
the innovations, in the midst of which he died, as a revival, under

alarmintrly authoritative auspices, of the doctrines which had endan-

gered Britain in his youth, and desolated Europe throughout his prime
of manhood. i\Iay the gloomy anticipations which hung over his

closing years be unfulfilled ! But should they be so, let posterity re-

member that the warnings, and the resistance of his and other powerful
intellects, were probably in that event the appointed means for avert-

ing a catastrophe in which, had England fallen, the whole civilized

w(»rld must have been involved.
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Sir Walter received a strictly religious education under the eye of

parents, whose virtuous conduct was iu unison with the jjrincipies

they desired to instil into their children. From the great doctrines

thus recommended he appears never to have swerved ; hut he must he

numhered among the many who have incurred crmsidcraMc risk of

doing so, in consequence of the rigidity with which Presbyterian heads

of families, in Scotland, were used to enforce compliance with various

relics of the puritanical observance. He took up, early in life, a

repugnance to the mode in which public worship is conducted in the

Scottish Establishment; and adhered to the sister Church, whose sys-
tem of government and discijiline he believed to be the fairest copy
of the primitive polity, and whose litanies and collects he reverenced

as having been transmitted to us from the age immediately succeeding
that of the Apostles. The few passages in his Diaries, in which he

alludes to his own religious leelings and practices, show clearly the

sober, serene, and elevated frame of mind in which he habitually con-

templated man's relations with his Maker ; the modesty with which

he shrunk from indulging either the presumption of reason, or the

extravagance of imagination, in the province of Faith; his humble

reliance on the wisdom and mercy of God ; and his hrm belief that

we are placed in this state of existence, not to speculate about another,

but to prepare ourselves for it by active exertion of our intellectual

faculties, and the constant cultivation of kindness and benevolence

towards our fellow-men.

But his moral, political, and religious character has sutficiently

impressed itself upon the great body of his writings. He is indeed

one of the few great authors of modern Eurojie who stand acquitted
of having written a line that ougiit to have embittered the bed of

death. His works teach the practical lessons of morality and Chris-

tianity in the most captivating form—unobtrusively and unatlectedly.
And I think it is not refining too far to say, that in these works as well

as his whole demeanour as a man of letters, we may trace the happy
effects—(enou2i;h has already been said as to some less fortunate and

agreeable ones)
—of his having written throughout with a view to

something beyond the acquisition of personal fame. Perhaps no great

poet ever made his literature so completely ancillar}- to the objects
and purposes of practical life. However his imagination might expa-
tiate, it was sure to rest over his home. The sanctities of domestic

love and social duty were never forgotten ; and the same circum-

stance that most ennobles all his triumphs, atibrds also the best apo-

logy for his errors.

I have interwoven in these pages some record of whatever struck

myself as pre-eminently acute in the critical essays bestowed on Scott's

works by his contemporaries ; but I have little doubt that the best of

these essays will in due time be collected together, and accompany, in

extenso, a general edition of his writings. From the first, his posses-
sion of a strong and brilliant genius was acknowledged ; and the extent

of it seems to have been guessed by others, before he was able to per-
suade himself that he had claim to a place among the masters of lite-

rature; The ease with which he did every thing deceived him ; and
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he probably would never have done himself any measure of justice,

even as compared \vith those of his own time, but for the fact, which
no modesty could lon^ veil, that whatever he did became immediately
'•///t' fashion,"—the object of all but universal imitation. Even as to

this. He was often ready to surmise that the priority of his own move-
ment might have been matter of accident ; and certainly nothing can

mark the humility of his mind more
strikin<^ly

than the style in which
he discusses, in his Diary, the pretensions of the pigmies that swarmed
and fretted in the deep wake of his mighty vessel. To the really origi-

nal writers among his contemporaries he did full justice ; no differ-

ences of theory or taste had the least power to disturb his candour.

In some cases he rejoiced in feeling and expressing a cordial admira-

tion, where he was met by, at best, a cold and grudging reciprocity ;

and in others, his generosity was proof against not only the private

belief, but the public exposure of envious malignity. Lord Byron might
well sa}^ that Scott could be jealous of no one; but the immeasurable
distance did not prevent many from being jealous of him.

His propensity to think too well of other men's works sprung, of

course, mainly from his modesty and good-nature ; but the brilliancy
of his imagination greatly sustained the delusion. It unconsciously

gave precision to the trembling outline, and life and w'armth to the

vapid colours before him. This was especially the case as to romances
and novels ; the scenes and characters in them were invested with so

much of the "
light withiiy," that he w ould close with regret volumes

which, perhaps, no other person, except the diseased glutton of the cir-

culating hbrary, ever could get half through. Where colder critics

saw only a schoolboy's hollowed turnip with its inch of tallow, he

looked through the dazzUng spray of his own fancy, and sometimes

the clumsy toy seems to have swelled almost into " the majesty of

buried Denmark."
These servile imitators are already forgotten, or will soon be so; but

it is to be hoped that the spirit which breathes through his works may
continue to act on our literature, and consequently on tbe character

and manners of men. The race that grew up under the influence of

that intellect can hardly be expected to appreciate fully their own ob-

ligations to it ; and yet if we consider what were the tendencies of the

minds and works that, but for his, must have been unrivalled in the

power and opportunity to mould young ideas, we may picture to our-

selves in some measure the magnitude of the debt we owe to a per-

petual succession, through thirty years of publications unapproached
in charm, and all instilling a high and healthy code ; a bracing, invigor-

ating spirit ; a contempt of mean- passions, whether vindictive or volup-
tuous ; humane charity, as distinct from moral laxity as fi'om unsym-
pathizing austerity ; sagacity too deep for cynicism, and tenderness

never degenerating into sentimentality: animated throughout in thought,

opinion, feeling, and style, by one and the same pure energetic princi-

ple
—a pith and savour of manhood ; appealing to whatever is good

and loyal in our natures, and rebuking whatever is low and selfish.

Had Sir Walter never taken a direct part in politics as a writer, the

visible bias of his mind on such subjects must have had a great influ-

ence ; nay, the mere fact that such a man belonged to a particular
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side would have been a very important weii^ht in the balance. His

services, direct and indirect, towards repressing the nnDkilionary j)ru-

pensities of his age were vast—far beyond the comprehension of vul-

gar politicians.
On the whole I have no doubt that, the more the details of his per-

sonal history arc revealed and studied, the more powerfully will that

be found to inculcate the same great lessons with his works. Where
else shall we be taught better how prosperity may be extended by
beneficence, and adversity confronted by exertion ? Where can we
see the '•

follies of the wise" more strikingly rebuked, and a character

more beautifully purified and exalted in the passage through atllictiun

to death? I have lingered so long over the details that I have, per-

haps, become, even from that circumstance alone, less qualified than

more rapid surveyors may be to seize the effect in the mass. But w ho

does not feel that there is something very invigorating as well as ele-

vating in the contemplation ? His character seems to belong to some
elder and stronger period than ours ; and, indeed, I cannot help liken-

ing it to the architectural fabrics of other ages, which he most delighted

in, where there is such a congregation of imagery and tracery, such

endless indulgence of whim and fancv, the sublime blendinsr here with

the beautiful, and there contrasted with the grotesque,
—

half, perhaps,
seen in the clear daylight, and half by rays tinged with the blazoned

forms of the past
—that one may be apt to get bewildered among the

variety of particular impressions, and not feel either the unity of the

grand design, or the height and solidness of the structure, until the

door has been closed upon the labyrinth of aisles and shrines, and you
survey it from a distance, but still within its shadow.
And yet as, with whatever admiration his friends could not but

regard him constantly when among them, the prevailing feeling was
still love and aflbction, so is it now-, and so must ever it be, as to his

memory. It is not the privilege of every reader to have partaken in

the friendship of a great and good max ; but those who have not may
be assured, that the sentiment, which the near homely contemplation
of such a being inspires, is a thing entirely by itself,

—
" Not another comfort like to this

Succeeds in unknown fate."

And now to conclude.—In the year 1832, France and Germany, as

well as Britain, had to mourn over their brightest intellects. Goethe

shortly preceded Scott, and Cuvier followed him : and with these

mighty lights were extinguished many others of no common order—
among the rest Crabbe and Mackintosh.

Many of those who had been intimately connected with Scott in

various ways soon also followed him. James Ballantyne was already
on his deathbed when he heard of his great friend and patron's death.

The foreman of the printing-house, a decent and faithful man, who
had known all their secrets, and done his best for their service, both

in prosperous and adverse times, by name M'Corkindale. began to

droop and pine, and died too in a few months. James Hogg, the Et-

trick Shepherd, must also be mentioned. He died on the 21st of No-

vember, 1835 : but it had been better for his fame had his end been

63*
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of earlier date, for he did not follow his best benefactor until he had
insulted his dust. Lastly, I observe, as this sheet is passing through
the press, the death of the Rev. George Thomson—the happy

" Domi-
nie Thomson" of the happy days of Abbotsford. He died at Edin-

burgh on the 8th of January, 1838.

Miss Anne Scott received at Christmas 1832, a grant of £200 per
annum, from the privy purse of King William IV. But her name
did not long burden the pension list. Her constitution had been mise-

rably shattered in the course of her long and painful attendance, first

on her mother's illness, and then on her father's ; and perhaps reverse
of fortune, and disappointments of various sorts connected with that,
had also heavy eftect. From the day of Sir Walters death, the

strong stimulus of duty being lost, she too often looked and spoke like

one
"
Taking the measure of an unmade grave."

After a brief interval of disordered health, she contracted a brain
fever which carried her off abruptly. She died in my house in the

Regent's Park, on the 25th June 1833, and her remains are placed in

the New Cemetery in the Harrow Road.
The adjoining grave holds those of her nephew John Hugh Lock-

hart, who died 15th Dec. 1831
; and also those of my wife Sophia,

who expired after a long illness, which she bore with all possible meek-
ness and fortitude, on "the 17th of May 1837. The clergyman who
read the funeral service over her was her father's friend", and hers,
and mine, the Rev. Henry Hart Milman, one of the Prebendaries of

Westminster; and a little incident which he happened to observe

during the prayers, suggested to him some verses, which he transmit-
ted to me the morning after, and which the reader will not, I believe,
consider altogether misplaced in the last page of these memoirs of
her father.

" Stanzas—Mzy 22, 1837.

" Over that solemn pageant mute and dark,
Where in the grave \vc laid to rest

Heaven's latest, not least welcome guest.
What didst thou on the wing, thou jocund lark !

Hovering in unrcbuked glee,
And carolling above that mournful company ?

"O thou light-loving and melodious bird,

At every sad and solemn fall

Of mine own voice, each interval

In the soul-elevating prayer, I heard

Thy quivering descant full and clear—
Discord not unharmonious to the ear ?

" We laid her there, the Minstrel's darling child.

Seem'd it then meet that, borne away
From the close city's dubious day,

Her dirge should be thy native woodnote wild ;

Nursed upon nature's lap, her sleep
Should be where birds may sing, and dewy flowerets weep ?

" Ascendedst tliou, air-wandering messenger I

Above us slowiy lingering yet,
To bear our deep, our mute regret ;

To waft upon thy faithful wing to her



CONCLUSION. 751

The husband's fondest last farewell,

Lome's final parting pang, the uiispoke, the unspeakable ?

" Or didst thou rather chide with thy blithe voice

Our selfish grief that would delay
Her passage to a brighter day ;

Bidding us mourn no longer, but rejoice

That it h.ith heavenward tlown like thee.

That spirit from this eold world of sin and sorrow free ?

" I watched thee, lessening, lessening to tlie sight.
Still faint and fiintcr winnowing
The sunshine with thy dwindling wing,

A speck, a movement in the rulHed light,

Till thou wert melted in the sky,
An undistinguished part of the bright infinity.

" Meet emblem of that lightsome spirit thou I

That ijtill wlicrevcr it might come,
Shed sunshine o'er that hajjpy home.

Her task of kindliness and gladness now
Absolved, with the element above

Hath mingled, and become pure light, pure joy, pure love."

There remain, therefore, of Sir Walter's race only his two sons,—
Walter, his successor in the Baronetcy, Major in the 15th Regiment
of Hussars—and Charles, a clerk in the office of her Majesty's Secre-

tary of State for Foreign Afiairs ; with two children left by their

sister Sophia, a boy and a
girl.

Shortly after Sir Waher's death, his sons and myself, as his execu-

tors, endeavoured to make such arrangements as were within our

power for completing the great object of his own wishes and fatal

exertions. We found the remaining principal sum of the Ballantyne
debt to be about £54,000. £22,000 had been insured upon his life ;

there were some moneys in the hands of the Trustees, and Mr. Cadell

very handsomely offered to advance to us the balance, about £30,000,
that we might w'ithout further delay settle with the body of creditors.

This was effected accordingly on the 2d of February, 1833; Mr.
Cadell accepting as his only security the right to the profits accruing
from Sir Walter's copy-right property and literary remains, until such

time as this new and consolidated obligation should be discharged. I

am afraid, however, notwithstanding the undiminished sale of his

works, especially of his Novels, his executors can hardly hope to wit-

ness that consummation, unless, indeed, it should please the Legisla-
ture to give some extension to the period for which literary property
has hitherto been protected ; a bill for which purpose has recently
been laid on the table of the House of Commons by Mr. Sergeant
Talfourd.

Besides his commercial debt, Sir Walter left also one of £10,000.
contracted by himself as an individual, when struggling to support
Constable in December, 1825, and secured by mortgage on the lands

of Abbotsford. And, lastly, the library and museum, presented to him
in free gift by his creditors in December, 1830, were beijueathed to

his eldest son, with a burden to the extent of £5,000, which sum he

designed to be divided between his younger children, as already
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explained in an extract troni liis Diary. His ^vill provided that tha

produce of his literary property, in case of its proving sufficient to

wipe out the remaining debt of Messrs. Ballantyne, should then be

applied to the extinction of these mortgages ; and thereafter, should
this also be accomplisiied, divided equally among his survivin^^ familv.

Various meetings were held soon after his death with a view to the
erection of monuments to his memory, and the records of these meet-

ings and their results, arc adorned by many of the noblest and most
distinguished names both of England and of Scotland. In London, the
Lord Bishop of Exeter, Sir Robert Peel, and Sir John Malcolm took
a prominent part as speakers; in Edinburgh, the Duke of Bucclcuch,
the Marquis of Lothian, the Earl of Dalhousie, the Earl of Roseberry,
Lord JetTrey (then Lord-Advocate for Scotland), and Professor
Wilson.

In Glasgow the subscription amounted to about £1200—and a pillar
is now rising in the chief square of that city, which had been previous-
ly adorned with statues of its own most illustrious citizens. Sir John
Moore, and .Tames Watt.
The subscription for a monument at Edinburgh, reached the sum of

£6000
;
—but the committee have not as yet made their selection from

the plans submitted to them.
The English subscription amounted to somewhere about £10,000;

but a considerable part of this was embezzled by a young person
rashly appointed to the post of secretary, who carried 'it wifh him to

America, where he soon afterwards died.

The noblemen and gentlemen who subscribed to this English fund
had adopted a suggestion

—
(which originated, I believe, with Lord

Francis Egerton and the Honourable John Stuart Wortley)
—

that, in

place of erecting a cenotaph in Westminster Abbey, or a statue or

pillar elsewhere, the most suitable and respectful tribute that could be

paid to Sir Walter's memory would be to discharge all the incum-
brances upon Abbotsford, and entail the House, with its library and
other articles of curiosity collected by him, together with the 'lands
which he had planted and embellished, upon the heirs of his name for
ever. The sum produced by the subscription, however, proved in-

adequate to the realization of such a scheme ; nor has it as yet been

definitely fixed in what manner the actual fund shall be applied.
I understand, however, the most probable arrangement will be, that

the money in the hands of the committee (between £7000 and £8000)
shall be employed to liquidate the debt upon the library and museum,
and whatever is over, towards the mortgage on the lands: which
would enable the present Sir Walter Scott to secure, in the shape
originally desired, the permanent preservation at least of the house
and its immediate appurtenances, as a memorial of the tastes and
liabits of the founder. The poet's ambition to endow a family sleeps
with him. Rut I still hope his successors may be, as long as any of
his blood remains, the honoured guardians of that monument :

—the
result of what was at least a generous and graceful design forsi altro
cantera.
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The most successful portraitures of Sir Walter Scott have been
mentioned incidentally in the course of tliese Memoirs. It has been

suggested, since the closing chapter went to press, that a complete hst

of tlie authentic likenesses ought to have been given; but tiie Editor

regrets to say, tiiat this is not in his power. He has reason to beheve
that several exist which he has never seen. The following cataloc^ue,

however, includes some not previously spoken of.

I. A very good miniature of Sir Walter, done at Bath, when he was
in the fifth or sixth year of his age, was given by him to his daughter
Sophia, and is now in my possession

—the artist's name unknown.
The cliild appears with long tlowing hair, the colour a light chestnut—
a deep open colkir, and scarlet dress. It is nearly a profile ; the out-

line wonderfully like what it was to the last ; the expression of the

eyes and mouth very striking
—

grave and pensive.

II. The miniature sent by Scott to Miss Carpenter, shortly before

their marriage in 1797 (see vol. I. p. 160), is in the possession of the

present Sir Walter. It is not a good work of art, and I know not

who executed it. The hair is slightly powdered.

III. The first oil painting, done for Lady Scott in 1805, by Saxon,

was, in consequence of repeated applications for the purpose of being

engraved, transferred by her to Messrs. Longman & Co,, and is now
in their house in Paternoster Row\ This is a very fine picture, repre-

senting, I have no doubt, most faithfully, the author of the Lay of the

Last Minstrel. Length, three quarters
—dress, black—hair, nut-brown—the favourite bull-terrier Camp leaning his head on the knee of his

master. The companion portrait of Lady Scott is at Abbotsford.

IV. The first picture by Raeburn was done in 1808 for Constable,
and passed, at the sale of his etlects, into the hands of the Duke of

Buccleuch. Scott is represented at full length, sitting by a ruined

wall, with Camp at his feet—Hermitage Castle and the mountains of
Liddesdale in the background. This noble portrait has been repeat-

edly engraved : it forms the frontispiece to the first of these volumes.

Dress, black—Hessian boots.

V. The second full length by Raeburn (done a year later) is nearly
a repetition of the former ; but the painter had some new sittings for

it. Two greyhounds (Douglas and Percy) appear in addition to Camp,
and the background gives the valley of the Yarrow, marking the period
of Ashestiel and Marmion. This piece is at Abbotsford.

VI. A head in oils by Thomas Phillips, R.A., done in 1818 for Mr.

Murray, and now in Albemarle Street. The costume w^as, I think,

unfortunately selected—a tartan plaid and open collar. This gives a
theatrical air to what would otherwise have been a very graceful repre-
sentation of Scott in the 47th year of his age. Mr. Phillips (for whon\
Scott had a warm regard, and who often visited him at Abbotsford)
has caught a true expression not hit upon by any of his brethren : a

Vol. il. 4U
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smile of gentle enthusiasm. The head has a vivid resemblance to Sir
Walter's eldest daughter, and also to his grandson, John Hugh Lock-
hart. A copy of this jiicturc m as added by the late Earl Whitworth
to the collection at Ivnowle.

VIT. A head sketched in oil by Geddes— being one of his studies
for a picture of the finding of the Scottish Regalia in 1818—is in the

possession of Sir James Stewart of Allanbank, Baronet. It is nearly
a profile

—
boldly drawn.

VIII. The unrivalled portrait (three-quarters) bv Sir Thomas Law-
rence, painted for King George lY., in 18-^0, and now in the Corridor
at Windsor Castle. See vol. II., p. 181. The engraving, by Robin-
son, is masterly.

IX. A head by Sir Henry Raeburn— the last work of his hand—
was done in 1822 for Lord Montagu, and is at Ditton Park : a massive,
strong hkeness, heavy at first sight, but which grows into favour upon
better acquaintance— the eyes very deep and fine. This picture has
been well engraved in mezzotinto.

X. A small three-quarters, in oil, done at Chiefswood, in August
1824, by the late Gilbert Stewart Newton, R. A., and presented by him
to Mrs. Lockhart. This pleasing picture gives Sir Walter in his usual

country dress— a green jacket and black neckcloth, with a leathern
belt for carrying the forester's axe round the shoulders. It is the best
domestic portrait ever done. A copy of it, in Mr. Murrav's posses-
sion, was engraved for Finden's '•

Illustrations of Byron."
'

XI. A half-length, painted by C. R. Leslie, R. A. in 1824, for Mr.
Ticknor of Boston, New England, is now in that gentleman's pos-
session. I never saw this picture in its finished state, but the begin-
ning promised well, and I am assured it is worthy of the artist's high
reputation. It has not been engraved

—in this country I mean—but a
reduced copy of it furnished an indiflerent print for one of the Annuals.

XII. A small head was painted in 1826 by Mr. Knight, a young
artist, patronised by Terry. See vol. II., p. 469. This juvenile pro-
duction, ill-drawn and feeble in expression, was engraved for Mr.
Lodge's great work !

XIII. A half-length by Mr. Colvin Smith, of Edinburgh, done in

January 1828, for the artist's uncle. Lord Gillies. I never admired
this picture ; but it pleased many, perhaps better judges. Mr. Smith
executed no less than fifteen copies for friends of Sir Walter; amon<^
others, the Lord Bishop of Llandaff, the Lord Chief-Commissioner
Adam, and John Hope, Esq., Dean of the Faculty of Advocates.

XIV. A half-length done by Mr. John Graham in 1829, for the

Royal Society of Edinburgh, in whose chambers it now is : Not des-
titute of merit : but much inferior to that of Miss Anne Scott, by the
same hand, in the drawing-room at Abbotsford.
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XV. An excellent portrait, three-quarters, hy John Watson Gordon,
of Edinburgh, done in spring, IH'iO, tor Mr. ("adell. Sec this volume,

p. 681. The engraving in vol. 33 of the Wuverley novels does no

justice to this picture.

XVI. The cabinet picture, with armour and stag-hounds, done by
Francis Grant, for Lady Ruthven, in 1831. See this volume, p. 078.

This interesting piece has never been engraved.

XVII. I am sorry to say that I cannot express much approbation
of the representation of Sir Walter, introduced by Sir David Wilkie
in his picture of " The Abbotsford Family ;" nor indeed are any of

the likenesses in that beautiful jiiece (1817) at all satisfactory to me,

except only that of Sir Adam Ferguson, which is perfect. This is at

Huntly Burn.

XVIII. XIX. XX. Nor can I speak more favourably either of the

head of Scott, in Wilkie's "Arrival of George IV. at Holyrood,"

(1822) or of that in William Allan's picture of "The Ettrick Shep-
herd's House-heating,"' (1810.) Allan has succeeded better in his

figure of " The Author of Waverley in his Study ;" this was done

shortly before Sir Walter's death.

XXI. ]Mr. Edwin Landseer R. A., has recently painted a full-length

portrait, with the scenery of the Rhymer's Glen ; and his tamiliarity
with Scott renders this almost as valuable as if he had sat for it.

This beautiful picture is in the gallery of ]Mr. Wells.

Two or three drawings were done at Naples ; but the friends who
requested Sir Walter to sit, when labouring under paralysis, were

surely forgetful of what was due to him and to themselves ; and, judg-

ing by the lithographed prints, the results were in every point of view

utterly worthless.

I have already (Vol. I., p. 316) given better evidence than my own
as to the inimitable bust done by Sir Francis Chantrey in 1820, and
now in the library at x\bbotsford. Previous to Sir Walter's death,

the niche which this now occupies held a cast of the monumental

effigy of Shakspeare, presented to him by George Bullock, with an

elegant stand, having the letters W. S. in large relievo on its front.

Anxiety to place the precious marble in the safest station, induced the

poet's son to make the existing arrangement the day after his lather's

funeral. The propriety of the position is obvious; but in case of mis-

representation hereafter, it is proper to mention that it was not chosen

by Sir Walter for an image of himself.

I am sorry to find that in my account of this work (vol. II. p. 182),
I had fallen into sundry mistakes, from adopting, rashly, statements

previously printed by other biographers. I also regret having omitted

to mention that Sir Francis sculptured, in 1828. a bust possessing the

character of a second original. This is now, I am rejoiced to say,
in the gallery of Sir Robert Peel at Drayton ; and the following letter,

besides correcting my other errors, supplies the most authentic history
of its execution :

—
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To the Right Hon, Sir Robert Peel, Bart. Whittliall.

"
Belgrave Place, 26th January, 1838.

" Dear Sir Robert,
" I have much pleasure in complyinsr with your request to note down such facts

as remain on my memory concerninfr the bust of Sir Walter Scott which you have
done me the honour to place in your collection at Drayton Manor.
" My admiration of Scott, as a poet and a man, induced me, in the year 1820, to

ask him to sit to me for his bust—the onl}-^ time I ever recollect having asked a
similar favour from any one. He agreed ; and I stipulated that he should breakfast
with me always before his sittings

—and never come alone, nor bring more than
three friends at onco, and that they should all be good talkers. That he fulfilled

the latter condition you may guess, when I tell you, that on one occasion, he came
with Mr. Croker, Mr. Hebor, and the late Lord Lyttlcton. The marble bust pro-
duced from these sittings was moulded ; and about forty-five casts were disposed
of among the poet's most ardent admirers. This was all I had to do with plaster
casts. The Bust was pirated by Italians ; and England and Scotland, and even the

Colonies, were supplied with unpermitted and bad casts to the extent of thousands
• —in spite of the terror of an act of Parliament.

" I made a copy in marble from this Bust for the Duke of Wellington ; it was
sent to Apsley House in 1827, and it is the only duplicate of my Bust of Sir Wal-
ter that I ever executed in marble.

" I now come to your Bust of Scott. In the year 1828 I proposed to the poet to

present the original marble as an Heir-Loom to Abbotsford, on condition that he
would allow me sittings sufficient to finish another marble from the life for my own
Studio. To this proposal he acceded ; and the Bust was sent to Abbotsford accord-

ingly, with the following words inscribed on the back :—'This Bust of Sir Walter
Scott was made in 1820 by Francis Chantrey, and presented by the sculptor to the

poet, as a token of esteem, in 1828.'

"In the months of May and June in the same year, 1828, Sir Walter fulfilled

his promise; and I finished, from his face, the marble bust now at Drayton Manor—a better sanctuary than m}', studio
—else I had not parted with it. The expression

is more serious than in the two former Busts, and the marks of ase more than eight

years deeper.
"I have now, I think, stated all that is worthy of remembering about the Bust,

except that there need be no fear of piracy, for it has never been moulded.—I have
the honour to be, dear sir, your very sincere and faithful servant.

F. Cha>trev."

Sir Walters good-nature induced liim to sit, at various periods of

his life, to other sculptors of inferior standing and reputation. I am
not aware, however, that any of their performances but two ever

reached the dignity of marble. The one of these, a very tolerable work,
was done by Mr. Joseph about 1 822.^ and is in the gallery of Mr. Burn
Callender, at Prestonhall, near Edinburgh. The other was modelled

by Mr. Laurence Macdonald in the unhappy winter of 1830. The

period of the artist's observation would alone have been suthcient to

render his efforts fruitless. His Bust may be, in point of execution,

good ; but he does not seem to me to iiave produced what any friend

of Sir Walter's will recognise as a likeness.

The only statue as yet done, is that by John Greenshields, in free-

stone. This, considering all the circumstances (see this volume, p. 630),
is certainly a most meritorious work ; and I am well pleased to find

that it has its station in Mr. CadclPs premises in St. Andrew's Square,

Edinburgh, under the same roof with almost all the original MSS. of
Sir Walter's Poems and Romances. The proprietor might adopt the

inscription for Bacon's effigy at St. Alban's, and carve on the pedestal
Sic Sedebat.
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London, Fehrmry 10, 1838.

In dismissing the last volume of this work, I have to apologize for some mistakes,

which shall be corrected in the text, should it reach a second edition. I notice such

as have been pointed out to me, but I am afraid very many more might be detected

on a careful revision, and I shall be thankful for any suggestions on this head.
'

I find, from the evidence of documents kindly forwarded to me by my friend. Dr.

Macfurlane, Principal of the University of Glasgow, that the cause of tlie minister,

M'Naught, in which Sir Walter Scott made his first appearance at the bar of the

General Assembly of tlie Church of Scotland, was heard in May 1793, not 1795.

It appears, that another person alluded to in connexion with his early practice

as a barrister, killed accidentally in July, 1T95, was not door-keeper to the Faculty

of Advocates, but bar-keeper to the Court of Session. These situations are not, it

seems, held by individuals of exactly the same rank in society ;
and a relation of

the bar-keeper has favoured me with a conspectus of his pedigree ; which, however,

I do not think it necessary to insert here.

I have received a letter fi-om Kelso, complaining sharply of an extract from Sir

Walter's MSS., in which (vol. i. p. 78) a lady, known to him in his youth, is

tlescribed as having been seen by him afterwards in the situation of governess to a

manufacturer's children in Paisley. For this mistake, if it was one, I cannot account.

I have been informed of my error in stating (vol. i. p. 230) that Fnuicis, the

eighth Lord Napier, had been a lord of the bed-chamber. I had confounded him,

it seems, with the late Earl of Morton, who succeeded him as Commissioner to the

General Assembly. It also has been communicated to me, by more than one corre-

spondent, that I must have relied too much on my own very early recollections,

in mixing Lord Napier's name with a little story told in a note on the same page.

It is said by an ancient gentlewoman, to whose accuracy I bow, that the real hero

of that anecdote was another gentleman of the same name.

I regret having introduced (vol. i. p. 23^?) Mr. Archibald Park, brother of the

African traveller, as being a SherifTs Officer of Selkirkshire ; whereas, at the time

when he gave Scott assistance in seizing a criminal, he was the tenant of an

extensive farm on the Buccleuch estate, and had accidentally been riding with the

64 (-')
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Sheriff.—I am also eorry to find that the Scotch Judge, who so unfeelingly con-

demned an old acquaintance to death (vol. i. p. 569), was not Lord Braxfield,

as stated by me, but a still more distinguished, or, at least, celebrated person,
" his yoke-fellow of the bench." I can only say that, to the best of my recollection

and belief. Sir Walter always told the story of his early friend, Braxfield.

Lastly, Tlie Honourable Colonel Murray, who commanded the 18th Hussars in

1821, assures me that the dissolution of that corps had no connexion whatever

with certain trivial irregularities on which Sir Walter Scott gave advice and

admonition to his eon the Cornet (vol. ii. ch. 15). I thought I had sufficiently

conveyed my belief that tlie rumours which reached Sir Walter, and called forth

hie paternal remarks, were grossly exaggerated ;
but I shall make my statement

clearer, in case of the text being revised.
I

And now, as no other opportunity may be afforded me, I may as well say a few

words on some of the general criticisms with which these volumes have been

honoured while in the course of publication.

The criticisms have, of course, been contradictory on all points; but more seem

to agree in censuring the length of the book, than as to any other topic either of

blame or commendation. I suggest, in the first place, that if Scott really was a

great man, and also a good man, his life deserves to be given in much detail
;
and

that the object being to bring out the character, feelings, and manners of the man,

this was likely to be effected better by letting him speak for himself, wherever I

could, than by any elaborate process of distilling and concentrating the pith and

essence into a formal continuous essay ;
—because on the former plan, the reader

is really treated as a judge, who has the evidence led in his presence, in place of

being presented merely with the statement of the counsel, which he might have

both inclination and reason to receive with distrust. Let it be granted to me, that

Scott belonged to the class of first-rate men, and I may very safely ask—who would

be sorry to possess a biography of any such man of a former time in full and honest

detail? .If his greatness w^jls a delusion, I grant that these Memoirs are vastly too

copious ; but had I not been one of those who consider it as a real substantial

greatness, I should have been very imwilling to spend time on any record of it

whatever.

And yet, even though Scott should not keep his high place in the estimation of

future ages, it must always be allowed that he held one of the fir.«t in that of his

own age
—not in his own country alone, but all over the civilized world ; that he

mixed largely with the most eminent of his contemporaries, and observed keenly

the events of a critical period
—a period of great deeds, and, above all, of great

changes;
—and such being the case, I conceive it to be probable that, even suj>

posing his poetry and novels to be comparatively little read a hundred or two

hundred years hence, the student of history, and especially of manners, would net

be sorry to have access to him " in his habit as he lived." For my own part, I cer-
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Uinly should be excficJinc^ly thankful if any one were to dijr out of the dust of the

Bodleian or the British Museum a detailed life, however unambitioualy compiled,

of any clever accomplished man who had access to the distinfjuiahed society of any

interesting period in our annals. Nay, they must have been very lofty philodo-

phers, indeed, who did not rejoice in the disinterring of Pepys's Diary
—the work

of a vain, silly, transparent coxcomb, without either solid talents or solid virtues,

but still one who had rare opportunities of observation.

There is, liowover, one circumstance of very peculiar interest which, I venture

to say, always must attach to Sir Walter Scott. Let him have been whatever

else, he was admitted, by all the Scotchmen of his time, to be the most faithful

portrayer of the national character and manners of his own country : and he was (as

he says of his Croftangry)
" a Borderer between two ages"—that in which the

Scotch still preserved the ancient impress of thought, feeling, demeanour, and

dialect, and that when whatever stamped them a separate distinct people was

destined to be obliterated. The amalgamation of the sister countries on all points

has already advanced far, and will soon be completed.

I have also considered it as my duty to keep in view what Sir Walter's own

notions of biography were. He says, in an early letter to Miss Seward (vol. i.

p. 210),
"
Biography loses all its interest with me, when the shades and lights of the

principal character are not accurately and faithfully detailed. I can no more

sympathize with a mere eulogist than I can with a ranting hero on the stage;

and it unfortunately happens that some of our disrespect is apt, rather unjustly, to

be transferred to the subject of the panegyric in the one case, and to poor Cato in

the other." He has elsewhere smiled over Queen Elizabeth's famous admonition

to Zucchero, that she expected him to paint her without any shadows on the face.

Walker flattered fine ladies, I daresay, as lavishly as Lawrence; but he knew

Oliver Cromwell too well either to omit his wart, or cover it with a beauty spot

of court-plaster. I despise
—and Scott himself would have despised

—the notion of

painting a great and masculine character unfaithfully
—of leaving out any thing

essential to the preservation of the man as he was, which the limner finds it in his

power to represent. There will be at best enough of omissions. Copy as you may,

you can give neither life nor motion. With such sentiments, I find it difficult to

understand how many biographies are undertaken at all. It was my comfort and

support in undertaking this, that I felt a perfect conviction from the beginning, that

I should best please those to whom Scott's memory is dearest, by placing the

truth, and the whole truth, before the reader. And, as far as regards them, I have

not been disappointed.

At the same time, I consider myself bound not to accept all the praise which

the openness of my revelations has brought me from some quarters, while others

have complained of it, and condemned it. A little reflection might have suggested
that the materials for the business part of Sir Walter's history could not be exclu-
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sivcly in the keeping of his executors. Had 1 been capable of meditating to mock

the world, for my own ends, with an unfair and partial statement on that class of

matters, I must have known that this could not be done, without giving such an

impression of other dead persons as must necessarily induce their representatives

to open their own cabinets for themsolvos. Moreover, I should have thought it

might have occurred to any one tliat Scott and his associates in business lived and

died in the midst of a keen and closely observant small society ; and that even if

all their executors had joined in a cunning attempt to disguise what really occurred,

there are many men still alive in Edinburgh who could have effectually exposed

any such juggle.

As for the reclamations which have been put forth on the score tliat I have

wilfully distorted the character and conduct of other men, for the purpose of

raising Scott at their expense, I have already expressed my regret that my sense

of duty to his memory should have extorted from me the particulars in question.

If the complaining parties can produce documents to overthrow my statements—let

them do so. But even then I should be entitled to ask, why those documents were

kept back from me ? I can most safely say, that while I have withheld many pas-

sages in Scott's letters and diaries that would have pained those gentlemen, I have

scrupulously printed every line that bore favourably on their predecessors. Indeed,

I am not aware that I have suppressed any thing, in the immense mass of MSS.
at my disposal, which seemed to me likely to give unmixed pleasure to any one

individual or family with whom Sir Walter Scott had any kind of connexion. I

have been willing to gratify his friends. I assuredly have not availed myself of

his remains for the purpose of gratifying any grudge or spleen of my own.

J. G. L.
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^^^
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^"'
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EXTRACTS FKOM THE PREFACE.

"An incalculable advantage which rcpults from the extension of cor-

rect medical knowledge beyond the limits of the profession, is the dilil-

culty which it throws in th,e way of the ignorant pretender, by enabling
the public to judge more correctly of medical information. For, although
the writer contemns the arrogance of those who have ventured, in simi-

lar works, to persuade their readers that all opinions dillering from their

own are the oflspring of ignorance or folly, yet he believes that the

principles laid down, and the practical directions given, in the following

pages, will be found generally in accordance with received doctrines.

Thev will therefore enable the patient, or his friends, so to direct their

questions to the practitioner, and to comprehend the replies, as to dis-

tinguish between the mere empiric, and the man who has really studied

his profession ; an advantage of immense value to both parties, in situ-

ations distant from large cities.

Among the strongest proofs of the propriety of the present undertak-

ing, are the constant demand for a popular medical guide of some kind,

and the circumstance that the very few w-orks of this character now
extant, which can be considered as adapted to the present state of the

science, have their subject matter arranged in alphabetical order:—au

arrangement which precludes the possibility of preserving the recollec-

tion of the mutual relations of facts, and destroys that system which is

best calculated to aid the memory, facilitate reference, and impress cor-

rect principles.
In executing his task, the author has endeavoured conscientiously to

inculcate sucii caution as is calculated to secure his readers against a

rash dependence upon their own partially enlightened endeavours, when
other and more elficienl assistance is at hand, while he has exerted

himself to communicate, in a form as much condensed as possible,
whatever information he considers likely to aid the cause of humanity
under less favourable circumstances.

These explanations are due to the practitioners of an honourable pro-
fession. To those who propose to commence the study of that profes-

sion, it may be stated that, under the present organization of our

universities and medical colleges, the pupil, at the moment of entering

upon his career, is overwhelmed by the quantity of scientific matter

fc'rced upon his attention by the number and variety of the lectures he

is called upon to attend. These lectures treat of a variety of sciences,

the very terminology of which is unknown to him: and much of the

value of his first year of study is usuallv lost in obtaininif a few ireneral

ideas, laboriously gleaned from a great mass of more profound, but, to

him, unintelligible learning. Some weeks spent in perusing and reflect-

ing upon the contents of the first three chapters of the present work,



will communicate, it is confidently believed, such broad views and im-

pressions on anatomical, physiological, and hygienic subjects, as will

enable him to listen with pleasure and advantage to the first course of

medical instruction;—that tedious, and, to many, almost intolerable

portion of the labour of a student.

The best advice that can be given to an individual actually suHcring

under disease, or desirous of pursuing such a course of diet, exercise, &c.

as is likely to promote his health, and invigorate and preserve the force

of his constitution, is, most unquestionably, to recommend a consultation

with some deservedly eminent physician. But the directions and rea-

sonings of a physician arc better understood by a patient who has him-

self some knoNviodgc of the first prinrnples of medicine. This knowledge
is also a protection against the machinations of wonder-working empi-

rics; for who, that has the slightest idea of the structure of the most

complicate of all the works of nature, would confide the management
of such a delicate machine to the hands of an ignorant pretender.

It is not always possible to obtain the desired assistance in due time,

and in many situations it is altogether impracticable to obtain it at all.

There is, therefore, no intelligent man who may not find his own com-

fort consulted, and his sphere of usefulness increased, by studying the

first principles of physiology, hygiene, practical medicine, and surgery.

To heads of famifies, principals of large manufactories, seminaries,

and landed estates, missionaries on foreign stations, and the captains of

yessels, such knowledge is still more important.

The *'

Family Advi^ser" being designed not to supersede the family

physician, but nierely to supply his place, when inaccessible, it will be

found that the practical part of the work dwells chiefly on diseases of

an acute character, and that when chronic complaints are mentioned,

directions for the management of the earlier stages have received more

attention than the after treatment. Those diseases which are incurable

in their nature, or which defy domestic treatment at any stage, are omit-

ted, or but lightly touched upon ; and when such remedies or operations

as are emplo\-ed only by the profession become the subject of remark,

they are introduced merely to gratify the natural curiosity of the reader.

When, in the current of a case, the requisite treatment becomes danger-

ous, or demands superior skill, the subject is generally fore-closed by

referrino- the reader to competent medical advisers.

The work is divided into two parts; of which the first is descriptive

and theoretical, the second practical It is desirable that all who would

qualify themselves for rightly comprehending the practical f)art should

peruse, previously
and attentively, the first four chapters, which may be

regarded as introductory.

An Appendix contains a list of many of the smiple medicmes and

compound prescriptions
recommended *in the work, with the mode of

preparing the latter. It is remarked, that the most experienced prac-

titioners Ijenerally employ the smallest number of remedies, as the most

able mechanic of'ten uses'but few implements. Instead, then, of follow-

in<T the example of his predecessors, by perplexing the minds of his

readers with a history of a great multitude of medicines, the wruer has

confined his attention to tho'se of established reputation, and named in

the body of the work."
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From amongst many commendatory notices of the work, the foUowins; are

selected :

" This work, by Dr. Reynell Coates, is by far the best of its class. We mu?t even

add, that it has contributed not a little to the removal of nur fears of the doubtful if not

sinister tendency of an attempt to produce a system of Popular or Domestic Medicine.
Positive good will result to them who shall study and take pains to acquire a knowledg'e
of the facts and precepts in the First Fart, or that which consists mainly of an ' Outline

of Anatomy' and ' Remarks on Hygiene,' in the work before us. These are an appro-
priate and a necessary introduction to the Second Fart, in which the brief indications in

the treatment of diseases and accitlents by the aids of surgery and medicine, are set

forth. After a survey of his labours in these matters, we feel inclined to join in opinion
W'ith Dr. Coates, who, in his preface, expresses his belief "that the principal evils which
have resulted and are likely to result hereafter from attempts at popular medical instruc-

tion, are attributable rather to the manner in whicli the subject has been treated than to

the nature of the subject itself.' So broad is the contrast between both the matter and
the manner of his task, and the systems of popular medicine hitherto published, that the

author of the present treatise need not be under any apprehensions from his name being
placed 'in juxtaposition with that of some previous authors, whom to rival, or with
whom to aftihate, falls not within the compass of his ambition.' "

"Amongst the works calculated to contribute to this desirable end, of enlightening
people generally on the above important matters, we would place the '

Family Adviser'
of Dr. Coates, especially that portion of it entitled ' Outline of Anatomy' and ' lie/narks

on Hygiene.' The first is a clear and condensed description, with illustrative engravings,
of the several parts of which the living body is composed. The second abounds with
sound and practical precepts for the maintenance of these parts in their healthy state

separately and in their harmonious relations with each other."

"Under the successive heads of Clothing and Cleanliness, Air and Moisture, Exer-
cises, the Food and F.xercises of Children, Errors of Female School Discipline, and,

finally, of Matrimony, the reader will find a large amount of highly instructive and avail-

able matter. It is pleasant and encouraging to see a man of talents and attainments, and
a shrewd, albeit peculiar observer, engaged in enlightening his fellow men on these im-

portant subjects. That they will thank him, and prove their appreciation of his services

to them by an observance of his precepts, we can readily believe, as we sincerely hope."
ikkct Medical Library.

"This is a very neatly executed work, from the prolific press of Carey, Lea Sc Blanch-
ard. The title of the volume, perhaps, would not recommend it to the profession, who
have had just occasion to be disgusted witii treatises on domestic medicine, medical ad-

visers, 8cc.; but emanating from so high a source, we shall be much disappointed if this

volume does not ensure for itself a careful perusal from the scientific practitioner, for

which, we will pi edict, he will be amply repaid. So far as we can allow ourselves to

approve of epitomes on medical subjects, we must tlistinguish this volume as the <leposi-
torv of a large fund of anatomical, physiological and practical truth. But to fiimilies,

travellers, members of missionaiy stations, and all w ho may be unable to procure the

services of a regular practitioner, it is a valuable compendium, and for such the work
was expressly designed.
"But the author, apart from this, had another object to accomplish, wliich the en-

r.^-htened practitioner will deem desirable, vi/., the extension of correct medical know-

ledge beyond the limits of the medical profession. We have long considered this a
desideratum. Such a purpose gained, will do more towards pulling down the strong
holds of quackery" and empiricism, in tlieir thousand Protean forms, than the fa-.t-multi-



7)1yinp prosecution aiv.1 accumulated verdicts of homicide can ever accomplish. A voh'.mc

like this. carcfuUv read, will enable the public to distinguish easily between the pre-

Ttndcr and the man who has faithfully studied his art. When public opinion is enlig'ht-

cncd. we may invoke its resistless arm to our aid in the cause of science and humanity,
(iive to anv patient the slip'i^^cst knowledg-e of the structure of his system, or the faintest

idea of the principles of the medical art, and he will hesitate before he entrusts the re-

pairing of such delicate machinery to the hands of the marvellous-loving' and wonder-

working: quack.
«' ^^'e have time onlv for a cursor}- notice of the plan of the work. It is divided into

two pcncral parts, descriptive or theoretical, and practical. The first embraces a parti-

cular notice of human general anatomy, cnhvened with many physiolog-ical observations

—a view of tlie principal animal functions, and their aberration from healthy action—and

a verv valuable chapter on hvpiene. Part second treats of the symptoms of diseases and

the most approved methods of treatment.

'We cannot close this notice, without special commendation of many portions from

which we shall be p^lad to make extracts. That portion of tiic chapter on hygiene, treat-

ing of clothing, exorcise, and errors in female education, sliould l)c Hiithfully studied by
e\ erv conductor of seminaries for the education of females throughout the Common-
wealth. The article on spinal curvatures we commend to them as replete with valuable

hints on phvsical education. The clearness and simplicity of tiie style of the work will

be admired by the profession, as well as tlie general reader for whom it is adapted."
Boston MedicalJournal.

" It is with great satisfixction that we announce this tndy valuable compilation, as the

most complete and interesting treatise on popular medicine ever presented to the pub-
lic. Simple and unambitious in its language, free from unintelligible technicahties and

embracing the most important facts in Anatomy, Physiology, Hygiene, or the art of pre-

serving health, and the treatment of tliose affections which require immediate attention,

or are of an acute character—this should be in the hands of every one, more particu-

larly those who, by their situation are prevented from resorting to the advice of a physi-

cian, nor would the careful perusal of its pages fail to profit the inhabitants of our cities.

Bv giving them a more accurate knowledge of the structure of the human frame and of

tlie "laws that govern its various functions, whose perfect integrity is absolutely essential

10 healtli, and even to existence; the various systems of medical charlatanry daily imagin-

ed to take advantage of the credulity and ignorance of mankind, would be rendered far

less prejudicial to tlie community than they now are. We would particularly direct

attention to the chapter on Hygiene, a science in itself of the utmost importance, and

ably treated in the small space allowed to it in this volume."—New York American.

" Let it have a fair examination, say we—and our word for it, this most useful, and

we had almost added, national publication, will progress triumphantly through many
editions. Dr. Coates has rightly appreciated the mind of the Americans, and has pro-

duced the only really valuable a'nd complete work as a Family Medicine' tliat we have

yet seen; while he has shown the comprehensiveness of his own mind, in devoting the

first part of the volume to giving plain and philosophical outlines of Anatomy, Physiolo-

Vv and Hygiene. A second part developes many of the mysteries of surgery, aff'ording

i/ractical directions for the treatment of Medical and Surgical Diseases. In the earlier

portion of 'I'opular Medicine,' therefore, tlie intelligent reader becomes familiar with

the entire structure of tlie human body. He is then led into the doctrines of assimila.-

tion, nutrition, nervous and other irritation, inflammation, vital action and re-action. Sec;

while tlie chapter on Hygiene, gives iilm valuable information with regard to food, cloth-

ng, air, exercise, matrimony, &.c. Thus, like a sound and skilful professor of languages
!the learned Doctor begins with endeavouring to ground his readers in the grammar of

•!ic iiealing art, if we may be allowed such an ajjpllcation of tlie word; well knowing the

'ianger of total ignorance in those who administer medicine in any form or under any
circumstances.

" To our thinking, and we have carefully examined its pages
—there should be a copy

of it in everv American family and in every American ship; and in stating our belief

that before manv years shall have passed away, such will be almost the result—we are

of opinion that we only speak the words of a true prophecy."
—Saturday Chronicle.
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